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‘Get money, still get money, boy; 
No matter by what means.’ 


Every Man in his Humour. 


‘For what is worth in any thing, 
But so much money as ’t will bring?’ 


Hudibras. 


_ *God has set the world on two pillars, Money and Matrimony ; 
hand on the right use of Money, and on the right relations of the 
two sexes, everything depends.’—C. MERIVALE, Dean of Ely. 


PREFACE 


Tue present version of M. Zola’s novel ‘ L’Argent’ supplies one 
of the missing links in the English translations of the Rougon- 
Macquart series which the author initiated some five and 
twenty years ago, and brought to a close last summer by the 
publication of ‘Doctor Pascal.’ Judged by the standard of 
popularity, ‘L’Argent’ may be said to rank among M. Zola’s 
notable achievements, for not only has it had an extremely 
large sale in the original French, but the translations of it into 
various Continental languages have proved remarkably success- 
ful. This is not surprising, as the book deals with a subject 
of great interest to every civilized community. And with 
regard to this English version. it may, I think, be safely said 
that its publication is well timed, for the rottenness of our 
financial world has become such a crying scandal, and the 
inefficiency of our company laws has been go fully demon- 
strated, that the absolute urgency of reform can no longer 
be dented. 

A work, therefore, which exposes the evils of ‘ speculation,’ 
which shows the company promoter on the war-path, and the 
‘guinea-pig’ basking at his ease, which demonstrates how 
the public is fooled and ruined by the brigands of Finance, is . 
evidently a work for the times, even though it deal with the 
Paris Bourse instead of with the London market. For the 
ways of the speculator, the promoter, the wrecker, the defaulter, . 
the reptile journalist, and the victim, are much the same all 
the world over; and it matters little whence the example may 
be drawn, the warning will apply with as much force in 
England as in France, 
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The time for prating of the purity of our public life, and 
for thanking the Divinity thatin financial as in other matters 
we are not as other men, has gone by. When disasters like 
that of the Liberator group are possible, when examples of 
financial unsoundness are matters of everyday occurrence, 
when the very name of ‘trust company ’ opens up visions of 
incapacity, deceit, and fraud, it is quite certain that things 
are ripe for stringent inquiry and reform. 

Of course the cleansing of the Augean stable of finance 
in this country will prove a Herculean labour; but al- 
though callous Governments and legislators may postpone 
and shirk it, the task remains before them, ever threatening, 
ever calling for attention, and each day’s delay in dealing with 
it only adds to the evil. We are overrun with rotten limited 
liability companies, flooded with swindling ‘bucket-shops,’ 
crashes and collapses rain upon us, and the ‘promoter’ and 
the ‘guinea-pig’ still and ever enjoy impunity. It is 
becoming more and more impossible to burke the issue. 
It stares us in the face. Even if the various measures of 
political and social reform, about which we have heard so 
much of recent years, should yicld all that their partisans 
declare they will, it is doubtful whether there would be much 
national improvement. for the rottenness of our social 
system must still remain the same ; the fabric must still repose 

‘upon as unsound a basis as it does now if the brigands of 
‘Finance remain free to plunder the community and to pave 
their way to ephemeral wealth and splendour with the bodies 
of the thrifty and the credulous. 

One may well ask why this freedom should be allowed 

‘them. The man in the street who wishes to lay odds against 
the favourite for the Derby is promptly mulcted in pocket or 
consigned to limbo, but the promoter of the swindling company, 
and the keeper of the swindling ‘ bucket-shop,’ who deliberately 
defraud other people of their money, are at liberty to ply their 
nefarious callings with no worse fate before them than a short 
suspension of their discharge should they choose to close their 
books with the aid of the Bankruptcy Court. There cannot 
be two moralities, although a distinguished Frenchman, the 
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late M. Nisard, once tried to demonstrate that there were, and 
was laughed to scorn for his pains. We know that there is 
but one true morality—the same for the rich as for the poor, 
the same for the legislator as for the elector, the same for the 
defaulter who dabbles in millions as for the welsher who 
sneaks half-crowns. And it should be borne in mind that the 
harm done to the community at large by the thousands of 
bookmakers disseminated throughout the United Kingdom 
is as nothing beside that which is done by the half thou- 
sand financial brigands who infest the one city of London. 
It may, I think, be safely said that more people were abso- 
lutely ruined by the crash of the Liberator group than by all 
the betting on English racecourses over a period of many 
years. 

There have been, I believe, over 2,200 applicants for 
relief to the fund which has been raised for the benefit of the 
sufferers of so-called Philanthropic Finance, and among the 
number it appears there are nearly 1,400 single women and 
widows. Some of the victims have committed suicide, others 
have gone mad. Thousands, moreover, who are too proud 
to beg, find themselves either starving or in sadly straitened 
circumstances, with nothing but a pittance left them of their 
former little comforts. This is a specimen of the work done 
by the brigand of Finance. 

Of course there are reforms urgently needed in the very 
organisation of the Stock Exchange; and reforms needed 
with regard to the conditions under which public companies 
may be launched. Why should men be allowed to ask the 
public to subscribe millions of money for the purchase of pro- 
perties which are literally valueless ? Why, moreover, should 
directors be allowed to proceed to ‘allotment,’ when but a 
tithe of the shares placed on the market have been taken up ? 
And surely the time has come for the proper auditing of 
accounts under Government supervision. The neglectful 
auditor and the fraudulent promoter are as much in need of 
abolition as the ornamental ‘ guinea-pig.’ And such abolition, 
and the enforcement of many reforms, might be secured by 
a self-supporting Ministry of Commercial Finance. Some 


x MONEY 


institution of the kind will doubtless be founded in time to 
come; and, meanwhile, if all that is told us of the purity of 
our public life be true, I fail to see why a series of measures 
directed against the brigands of Finance should not promptly 
receive the assent of both Houses of Parliament and become 
law. Surely no member of the Lords or the Commons would 
dare to stand up and plead the cause of the negligent director 
who imperils the safety of other people’s money? Surely not 
one of our legislators would dare to take the fraudulent pro- 
moter and the rogue of the ‘ bucket-shop’ under his protecting 
wing? And, as such measures must of necessity be non- 
contentious, why do not some of our social reformers initiate 
them, instead of for ever and ever harping upon ‘ Bills’ which 
are not likely to be included in the Statute-book for another 
score of years ? 

Iam not against public companies. Let us have them; 
let us have as many good ones as we can get, but let them be 
honestly founded and honestly administered. It is through 
the multiplicity of public companies that we may eventually 
attain to Collectivism, which so many great thinkers of the 
age deem to be the future towards which the world is slowly 
but surely marching. And when that comes, perhaps, as 
Sigismond Busch, one of M. Zola’s characters, foreshadows 
in the following pages, we shall have some other means of 
exchange than money—the metallic money of the present 
day. Sigismond Busch is a Karl Marxite, a believer in 
the universal fraternity of humanity, a fraternity which 
he regretfully admits is still far away from us. Of a very 
different stamp to him is M. Zola’s hero—if hero he can be 
called—Saccard, the scheming financier, the sanguine pro- 
moter and manager of the Universal Bank, the poet of 
money, the apostle of gambling, ever intent on gigantic enter- 
prises, believing that the passion for gain should be fostered 
rather than discouraged, and that in order to set society on a 
proper basis it is necessary to destroy the financial power of 
the Jews. 

Baccard is one of M. Zola’s favourite creations. After 
figuring in the ‘ Fortune des Rougon,’ he played a prominent 
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part in ‘La Curée;’ and he is further alluded to in ‘ Doctor 
Pascal,’ Clotilde, the heroine of that work, being his daughter. | 
Certainly Saccard, the worshipper of Mammon, the man to 
whom money is everything in life, is a true type of our fin-de- 
siécle society. It has often occurred to me that in sketching 
this daring and unscrupulous financier M. Zola must have 
bethought himself of Mirés, whose name is so closely linked 
to the history of Second Empire finance. Mirés, however, 
was & Jew, whereas Saccard is a Jew-hater, and outwardly, at 
all events, a zealous Roman Catholic. In this respect he 
reminds one of Bontoux, of Union Générale notoriety, just as 
Hamelin the engineer reminds one of Feder, Bontoux’s asso- 
ciate. Indeed, the history of M. Zola’s Universal Bank is 
much the history of the Union Générale. The latter was 
solemnly blessed by the Pope, and in a like way M. Zola 
shows us the Universal receiving the Papal benediction. 
Moreover, the secret object of the Union Générale was to 
undermine the financial power of the Jews, and in the novel 
we find a similar purpose ascribed to Saccard’s Bank. The 
Union, we know, was eventually crushed by the great Israelite 
financiers, and this again is the fate which overtakes the 
institution whose meteor-like career is traced in the pages of 
‘L’ Argent.’ . 
There is a strong Jewish element in this story, and here 
and there some very unpleasant things are said of the chosen 
people. It should be remembered, however, that these re- 
marks are the remarks of M- Zola’s characters and not of M. 
Zola himself. He had to portray certain Jew-haters, and has 
simply put inte their mouths the words which they are con- 
stantly using. This statement is not unnecessary, for 
M. Zola counts many friends and admirers among writers 
and readers of the Jewish persuasion, and some of them 
might conceive the language in which their race is spoken of 
to be expressive of the author’s personal opinions. But such 
is not the case. M. Zola is remarkably free from racial and 
religious prejudices. And, after all, I do not think that any 
Hebrew reader can take exception to the portrait of Gunder- 
mann, the great Jew financier, the King of the Money Market, 
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who in a calm methodical way brings about the ruin of Sac- 
card and Hamelin. Gundermann, moreover, really existed 
and may be readily identified. 

In Daigremont, another financier, but a Catholic, we have 
a combination of Achille Fould and Isaac Pereire. Daigre- 
mont’s house is undoubtedly Fould’s, and so is his gallery of 
paintings. And there are other characters in the story who 
might in a measure be identified. For instance, readers 
acquainted with the social history of France during the last 
half century will doubtless trace a resemblance between the 
Princess d’Orviedo and a certain foreign Duchess. Then 
the Viscount de Robin-Chagot is strangely suggestive of a 
Rohan-Chabot, whose financial transactions brought him 
before a court of law during the latter period of the 
Second Empire. Various personalities are merged in the 
character of the courtly Marquis de Bohain, that perfect type 
of the aristocratic rogue; but Rougon is undoubtedly Kugéne 
Rouher tout craché, whatever M. Zola may pretend to the 
contrary. M. Zola himself will be found in the book, for 
surely Paul Jordan, tho impecunious journalist with ‘an idea 
for a novel,’ is the author of the Rougon-Macquart series in 
the far-away days when he lived on the topmost floor of a 
modest house on the Boulevard de Clichy. 

In Huret we are presented with a specimén of the corrupt 
Deputy, and in this connection it may be pointed out that 
the venal French legislator by no means dates from the 
Panama scandals. In fact, there were undoubtedly more 
corrupt members in the Corps Législatif of the Second Empire 
than there have ever been in the Parliament of the Third 
Republic. Only, in those glorious Imperial times, anything 
approaching a scandal was promptly hushed up, and more 
than once the Emperor himself personally intervened to 
shield his peccant supporters. M. Schneider, who presided 
over the Corps Législatif in its later days, was undoubtedly 
@ very honest man; but it would be impossible to say the 
game of his predecessors—Walewski, who claimed descent 
from the great Napoleon, and Morny, who was the little 
Napoleon’s illegitimate half-brother. It is notorious that 
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Morny made millions of money by trickery and fraud; and 
that the Emperor himself was well aware of it was proved 
conclusively by the papers found in his cabinet at the Tuileries 
after the Revolution of 1870. Roguery being thus freely 
practised in high places, a considerable number of Deputies 
undoubtedly opined that there was no occasion for them to 
remain honest. 

‘L’Argent,’ however, is no mere story of swindling and 
corruption. Whilst proving that money is the root of much 
evil, it also shows that it is the source of much good. It does 
not merely depict the world of finance ; it gives us glimpses 
of the charitable rich, the decayed nobdlesse striving to keep up 
appearances, the thrifty and the struggling poor. Further, it 
appears to me to be a less contemplative work than many of 
M. Zola’s novels. It possesses in no small degree that quality 
of ‘action’ in which, according to some critics, the great 
naturaliste’s writings are generally deficient. The plot, too, 
is a sound one, and from beginning to end the interest never 
flags. 

In preparing the present version for the press I have 
followed the same course as I pursued with regard to ‘ Dr. 
Pascal.’ Certain passages have been condensed, and others 
omitted ; and in order to reconnect the narrative brief inter- 
polations have here and there been necessary. Nobody can 
regret these changes more than I do myself, but before 
reviewers proceed to censure me (as some of them did in the 
case of ‘ Dr. Pascal’), I would ask them to consider the re- 
sponsibility which rests upon my shoulders. If they desire to 
have verbatim translations of M. Zola’s works, let them help 
to establish literary freedom. 

And now, by way of conclusion, I have a request to make. 
After perusing the story of Saccard’s work of ruin, the reader 
will, perhaps, have a keener perception of all the misery 
wrought by that Liberator crash to which I have previously 
alluded. I would point out, however, that whereas Saccard’s 
bank was essentially a speculative enterprise, the Liberator 
and its allied companies claimed that they never embarked in 
any speculative dealings whatever. Their shareholders had 
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no degire to gamble ; they only expected to obtain a fair-return 
from the investment of their hard-earned savings. Their 
position is therefore deserving of all commiseration. Unfor- 
tunately, the fund raised for their benefit still falls far short 
of the amount required; and so I would ask all who read 
‘Money,’ and who have money to spare, to send some little of 
their store tothe Rev. J. Stockwell Watts, at the office of the 
Fund, 16 Farringdon Street, E.C. In complying with this 
suggestion they will be doing a good action. And I may say 
that nothing would afford greater pleasure either to M. Zola 
or myself than to learn that this book had in some degree 
contributed to alleviate so much undeserved misery and hard- 
ship, 
EK. A. V. 


April 1894, 
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CHAPTER I 


THE TEMPLE OF MAMMON 


ELEVEN o'clock had just struck at the Bourse when, making 
his way into Champeaux’ restaurant, Saccard entered the 
public room, all white and gold and with two high windows 
facing the Place. At a glance he surveyed the rows of little 
tables, at which the busy eaters sat closely together, elbow to 
elbow; and he seemed surprised not to see the face he 
sought. 

As a waiter passed, laden with dishes, amid the scramble 
of the service, he turned to him and asked: ‘I say, hasn’t 
Monsieur Huret come? ' 

‘ No, monsieur, not yet.’ 

Thereupon, making up his mind, Saccard sat down at a 
table, which a customer was leaving, in the embrasure of one 
of the windows. He thought that he was late; and whilst 
a fresh cover was being laid he directed his looks outside, 
scrutinising the persons passing on the footway. Indeed, even 
when the table had been freshly laid, he did not at once give 
his orders, but remained for a moment with his eyes fixed on 
the Place, which looked quite gay on that bright morning of 
an early dayin May. At that hour, when everybody was at 
lunch, it was almost empty: the benches under the chestnut 
trees.of a fresh and tender green remained unoccupied; a line 
of cabs stretched from one to the other end of the railing, and 
the omnibus going to the Bastille stopped at the office at the 
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corner of the garden, without dropping or taking up a single 
passenger. The sun’s rays fell vertically, lighting up the whole 
monumental pile of the Bourse, with its colonnade, its pair of 
statues, and its broad steps, at the top of which there was as 
yet only an army of chairs ranged in good order. 

Having turned, however, Saccard recognised Mazaud, a 
stock-broker, sitting at the table next to hisown. He held out 
his hand. ‘Dear me, you are here? Good morning,’ said he. 

‘Good morning,’ answered Mazaud, shaking hands in an 
absent-minded fashion. 7 

Short, dark, a very brisk, good-looking man, Mazaud, at 
the age of two and thirty, had just inherited the business of 
one of his uncles. He seemed to be altogether taken up with 
the person opposite him, a stout gentleman with a red and 
shaven face, the celebrated Amadieu, whom the Bourse 
revered since his famous deal in Selsis mining stock. When 
the Selsis shares had fallen to fifteen francs, and anyone who 
bought them was looked upon as a madman, he had put his 
whole fortune, two hundred thousand francs, into the affair at 
a venture, without calculation or instinct—indeed, through 
mere obstinate confidence in his own brutish luck. Now that 
the discovery of real and important veins had sent the price of 
the shares up above a thousand francs, he had made fifteen 
millions ; and his imbecile operation, which ought to have led 
to his being shut up in an asylum, had raised him to the level 
of men of great financial intellect. He was saluted and, above 
all things, consulted. Moreover, he placed no more orders, but 
seemed to be satisfied, enthroned as it were upon his unique 
and legendary stroke of genius. 

_  Mazaud must have been dreaming of securing his 
patronage. 

Saccard, having failed to obtain even a smile from 
Amadieu, bowed to the table opposite, where three speculators 
of his acquaintance, Pillerault, Moser, and Salmon, were 
gathered together. 

‘Good day. Quite well?’ he asked. 

‘Yes, thanks—Good morning.’ 

Among these men also he divined coldness, in fact almost 
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hostility.  Pillerault, however, very tall, very thin, with 
spasmodic gestures, and a nose like a sabre-blade set in the 
bony face of a knight-errant, habitually displayed the fami- 
liarity of a gambler—the gambler who makes recklessness a 
principle, for he declared that he plunged head over heels 
into catastrophes whenever he paused to reflect. He had the 
exuberant nature of a ‘bull,’ ever turned towards victory; 
whereas Moser, on the contrary, short of stature, yellow- 
skinned, and afflicted moreover by a liver complaint, was 
continually lamenting, in incessant dread of some approach- 
ing cataclysm. As for Salmon, a very fine-looking man 
struggling against old age, and displaying a superb beard of 
inky blackness, he passed for a fellow of extraordinary 
acumen. Never did he speak; he answered only by smiles ; 
folks could never tell in what he was speculating, or whether 
he was speculating at all; and his way of listening so 
impressed Moser, that the latter, after making him his confi- 
dant, was frequently so disconcerted by his silence that he 
ran off to countermand an order. 

Amid the indifference exhibited towards him, Saccard, 
with feverish and provoking glances, went on finishing his 
survey of the room, and he exchanged no other nod except 
with a tall young man sitting three tables away, the hand- 
some Sabatani, a Levantine with a long dark face, illumined 
by magnificent black eyes, but spoiled by an evil, disquieting 
mouth. This fellow’s amiability put the finishing touch to 
his irritation. A defaulter on some foreign Stock Exchange, 
one of those mysterious scamps whom women love, Sabatani 
had tumbled into the market during the previous autumn. 
Baccard had already seen him at work as figure-head in a 
banking disaster, and now he was little by little gaining the 
confidence of both the corbeille'! and the coulisse? by 
scrupulous correctness of behaviour and an unremitting 
graciousness even towards the most disreputable. 


‘The authorised stockbrokers, who stand in a railed-off space in the 
centre of the Bourse. This space is called the Corbeiile, or basket.— 
Trans. — 

3 The outside brokers, jobbers, keepers of bucket-shops, &e.—Trans. 

Ba 
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A waiter, however, was standing before Saccard. ‘ What 
are Monsieur’s orders?’ 

‘Oh, anything you like—a cutlet, some asparagus.’ Then 
calling the waiter back, he added: ‘ You are sure that 
Monsieur Huret did not come in before me and go away 
again ?° 

‘Oh! absolutely sure.’ 

So there he was, after the crash which in October had 
once more forced him to wind up his affairs, to sell his man- 
sion in the Parc Monceau, and rent a suite of rooms. The 
Sabatani set alone saluted him; his entrance into a restau- 
rant where he had once reigned no longer caused all heads 
to turn, all hands to be stretched forth. He was a good 
gambler; he harboured no rancour with regard to that last 
scandalous and disastrous speculation in land, from which he 
had scarcely saved more than his skin. Buta fever of revenge 
was kindling within him; and the absence of Huret, who had 
formally promised to be there at eleven o’clock to acquaint 
him with the result of an application which he had under- 
taken to make to his—Saccard’s—brother, Rougon, the then 
triumphant minister, exasperated him especially against the 
latter. Huret, a docile deputy, and one of the great man’s 
creatures, was after all merely a messenger. But Rougon, he 
who could do anything, was it possible that he had abandoned 
him in this fashion? Never had he shown himself a good 
brother. That he should have been angry after the cata- 
strophe, and have broken with him in order not to be compro- 
mised himself, was natural enough ; but ought he not to have 
come secretly to his assistance during the last six months ? 
And now would he have the heart to refuse him the final lift 
which he solicited through a third party, not daring indeed to 
see him in person, for fear lest he might be carried away by 
some fit of passion? Rougon had only to say a word to put 
him on his feet again, with all huge, cowardly Paris beneath 
his heels. 

‘What wine will Monsieur drink?’ asked the waiter. 

. ‘Your ordinary Bordeaux.’ 
Saccard, who, with his absent-mindedness and lack of 
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appetite, was letting his cutlet grow cold, raised his eyes as 
he saw a shadow pass over the table-cloth. It was the 
shadow of Massias, a stout, red-faced remisier,! whom he had 
known in want, and who glided between the tables with his 
list of quotations in his hand. Saccard was exasperated at 
seeing him march past him, without stopping, in order to 
hand the list to Pillerault and Moser. With their thoughts 
elsewhere, engaged in a discussion together, these two barely 
gave it a glance; no, they had no order, they would give one 
some other time. Massias, not daring to approach the cele- 
brated Amadieu, who was leaning over a lobster salad and 
conversing in a low tone with Mazaud, thereupon came back 
to Salmon, who took the list, studied it for some time, and 
then returned it without a word. The room was growing 
animated. The door swung every moment as other remisiers 
entered. Loud words were being exchanged at a distance, and 
all the passion for business rose as the hour advanced. 
Saccard, whose eyes continually turned to the window, saw 
also that the Place was now gradually filling, that vehicles 
and pedestrians were flocking in; whilst on the steps of the 
Bourse, of dazzling whiteness in the sunlight, men were 
already appearing one by one, like black spots. 

‘Again I tell you,’ said Moser, in his disconsolate voice, 
‘that those complementary elections of March 20? are a 
most disturbing symptom. In fact, all Paris is nowadays on 
the side of the Opposition.’ 

Pillerault shrugged his shoulders, however. What differ- 
ence could it make that Carnot * and Garnier-Pagés should be 
added to the ranks of the Left ? 

‘Tt is like the question of the Duchies,’4 resumed Moser ; 
‘it is fraught with complications. It is indeed; you needn't 
laugh. I don’t say that we were bound to make war on 
Prussia to prevent her from laying hands on Denmark; but 
there were other means of action. Yes, yes, when the big 
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remise or commission on the transaction.— Trans. 
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begin to eat the little, one never knows where it will all end, 
and, as for Mexico——’ 

Pillerault, who was in one of his fits of satisfaction with 
everything, interrupted with a shout of laughter: ‘Oh, no, 
my dear fellow, don’t weary us any more with your terrors 
about Mexico. Mexico will be the glorious page of the reign. 
Where the deuce did you get the idea that the Empire is 
ailing ? Wasn’t the loan of three hundred millions covered 
more than fifteen times over last January? An overwhelming 
success! Well, I'll give you rendez-vous for ’67, yes, in 
three years from now, when the Universal Exhibition which 
the Emperor has just decided upon will open.’ 

‘I te#l you that things are very bad,’ declared Moser in 
despair. 

‘Oh, leave us in peace ; everything is all right.’ 

Salmon looked at them in turn, smiling in his profound 
way. And Saccard, who had been listening, connected the 
difficulties of his personal situation with the crisis upon which 
the Empire seemed to be entering. He was once more down ; 
and now was this Empire, which had made him, about to 
tumble over like himself, suddenly falling from the highest 
to the most miserable destiny? Ah! for twelve years past, 
how he had loved and defended that régime, in which he had 
felt himself live, grow, and imbibe sap, like some tree whose 
roots plunge into fitting soil, But if his brother were 
determined to tear him from it, if he were to be cut off from 
those who were exhausting that fertile soil of enjoyment, then 
might all be swept away in the great final smash-up ! 

He now sat waiting for his asparagus, his thoughts 
wandering away from the room, where the hubbub kept on 
increasing, his mind invaded by memories of the past. He 
had just caught sight of his face in a large mirror opposite, 
and it had surprised him. Age had made no impression 
upon his short slight figure; his fifty years seemed to have 
been scarcely more than eight and thirty. He still had the 
slender build and vivacious manners of a young man. His 
dark, sunken marionette’s face, with its sharp nose and small 
glittering eyes, had, with the march of years, adapted itself 
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to his supple, active youthfulness, so long abiding that as yet 
his still bushy hair was without a single white thread. And 
irresistibly he recalled his arrival in Paris on the morrow of 
the coup d'état, that winter evening when he had alighted 
on the pavement, penniless, hungry, with a perfect rage of 
appetite to satisfy. Ah! that first trip through the streets, 
when, even before unpacking his trunk, he had felt the need 
of rushing through the city to conquer it in his greasy over- 
coat and his boots trodden down at heel! Since that night 
he had often risen very high; a river of millions had flowed 
through his fingers, yet he had never been able to make a 
slave of fortune, something of his own that he could dispose 
of, and keep under lock and key, alive and real. Falsehood 
and fiction had always dwelt in his safes, the gold in which 
had always slipped out through unknown holes. And now 
he again found himself upon the pavement, as in the far-off 
days of the beginning, as young and as hungry as then, still 
unsatisfied, tortured by the same need of enjoyment and 
conquest. He had tasted of everything, but was not satiated, 
having lacked both opportunity and time, he thought, to bite 
deeply enough into persons and things. At this present hour 
he felt less wretched at finding himself on the pavement than 
a beginner would have felt, and this although the latter would 
probably have been sustained by illusion and hope. He was 
seized with a feverish desire to begin all over again, to regain 
everything, to rise higher than he had ever risen before, to 
place his foot at last full upon the conquered city. Nolonger 
the lying finery of the facade, but the solid edifice of fortune, 
the true royalty of gold enthroned upon real money bags full 
to overflowing—that was what he wanted. 

Moser’s voice, which again rose sharp and shrill, aroused 
him for a moment from his reflections. ‘The Mexican expe- 
dition costs fourteen million francs a month; Thiers has 
proved it,»and one must really be blind not to see that the 
majority in the Chamber is shaken. The Left now counts 
thirty odd members. The Emperor himself clearly sees that 
absolute power is becoming impossible, for he himself is 
coming forward as a promoter of liberty.’ 
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Pillerault vouchsafed no further answer, but contented 
himself with a contemptuous sneer. 

‘Yes, I know the market seems firm to you,’ continued 
Moser; ‘as yet business prospers. But wait till the end. 
There has been far too much pulling down and rebuilding in 
Paris, you see. The great public works have exhausted every- 
body’s savings. As for the powerful financial houses, which 
seem to you so prosperous, wait till one of them goes down, 
and then you will see all the others tumble in a row—to say 
nothing of the fact that the lower orders are getting restless. 
That International Association of the working classes, which 
has just been founded to improve the position of those who 
labour, inspires me with great fear. There is a revolutionary 
movement in France, which is becoming more pronounced 
every day—yes, I tell you that the worm is in the fruit. 
There will be a general burst up at last!’ 

Thereupon came a noisy protest. That confounded Moser 
had one of his liver attacks decidedly. He himself, however, 
while talking on, did not take his eyes off the neighbouring 
table, where, amid all the noise, Mazaud and Amadieu con- 
tinued conversing in low tones. Little by little the entire 
room began to feel uneasy over that prolonged confidential 
chat. What could they have to say to each other that they 
should be whispering in that way ? Undoubtedly Amadieu was 
placing some orders, preparing some deal orother. For three 
days past, unfavourable rumours had been circulating respect- 
ing the works at Suez. Moser winked, and lowered his voice: 
‘You know,’ said he, ‘that the English wish to prevent them 
from working there. We may very likely have war.’ 

This time Pillerault was shaken by the very enormity of 
the news. It was incredible, yet the report at once flew from 
table to table, acquiring the force of certainty. England had 
sent an ultimatum, demanding an immediate cessation of 
work. Clearly enough, Amadieu was talking of it with 
Mazaud, and giving him orders to sell all his Suez shares. A 
buzz of pan:c arose in the odour-laden atmosphere, amid the 
inereasing clatter of the crockery. And at that moment the 
general emotion was brought to a climax by the sudden entry 
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of Mazaud's clerk, little Flory, a fellow with a flabby face, 
overgrown with a thick chestnut beard. He rushed in with a 
number of fiches ! in his hand, and gave them to his employer, 
saying something in his ear. 

‘All right,’ answered Mazaud quietly, as he classified the 
fiches in his pocket-book; then taking out his watch, he 
added: ‘Already noon! Tell Berthier to wait for me. And 
be there yourself; go up after the telegrams.’ 

When Flory had gone, he resumed his talk with Amadieu, 
taking some other fiches from his pocket, and placing them 
on the table-cloth beside his plate. very minute or so some 
customer passing him on his way out leaned over him and 
said a word or two, which he rapidly noted down on one of 
the bits of paper between a couple of mouthfuls. The false 
news which had originated no one knew where, which had 
been born of nothing, was growing and swelling like a storm- 
cloud. 

‘You mean to sell, don’t you?’ asked Moser of Salmon. 

However, the latter’s silent smile had something so sharp 
and knowing about it, that he was left in anxiety, suddenly 
doubting the existence of this ultimatum from England, which 
he did not even remember had been invented by himself. 

‘For my part, 1 shall buy as long as anyone will sell,’ 
concluded Pillerault, with the boastful temerity of a gambler 
without a system. 

Meantime Saccard—his temples heated by the fever of 
speculation, which was stimulated by all the noise attending 
the close of the luncheon hour in that narrow room—had at 
last made up his mind to eat his asparagus, again full of 
irritation against Huret, whom he had now given up. He, 
as a rule so prompt in coming to a decision, had for weeks 
past been hesitating, a prey to conflicting doubts. He realised 
the imperative necessity of slipping into a new skin, and had 
at first dreamed of an entirely new life, in the upper circles 
of the Civil Service, or else in political spheres. Why should 


’ Little cards upon which stockbrokers note the orders of their 
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not a seat in the Legislature land him in the Cabinet, like his 
brother ? He was discontented with speculation on account 
of its continual instability, huge sums being as quickly lost as 
won. Never had he slept on a real million, owing nothing to 
anyone. And now that he was subjecting his conscience to 
examination, he said to himself that perhaps he was of too 
passionate a nature for financial warfare, which required so 
much coolness. That must be the reason why, after such an 
extraordinary life of mingled luxury and need, he had come 
out of the fray empty-handed, badly scorched by ten years’ 
formidable trafficking in the soil of new Paris—trafficking in 
which many others, not nearly as sharp as himself, had amassed 
colossal fortunes. Yes, perhaps he had mistaken his real 
vocation. With his activity and ardent faith perhaps he 
would triumph at one bound in the hubbub of politics. LEvery- 
thing depended, however, on his brother’s answer. If Rougon 
should repulse him, throw him back into the gulf of specu- 
lation, well, it would undoubtedly be so much the worse for him 
and everyone else; he would then risk the grand stroke which 
he had not as yet spoken of to anyone, the huge affair which 
he had been dreaming of for weeks past, and which frightened 
even himself, so vast it was, so calculated to shake the world 
whether it succeeded or collapsed. 

Pillerault had raised his voice again. ‘I say, Mazaud,’ he 
asked, ‘is everything settled about Schlosser ?’ 

‘Yes,’ answered the broker, ‘he will be posted to-day. 
What would you have? It is annoying, of course, but I had 
received the most alarming reports, and was the first to move 
in the matter. It is necessary to make a sweep from time to 
time, you know.’ 

‘I have been told,’ said Moser, ‘that your colleagues, 
Jacoby and Delarocque, lost large sums by him.’ 

The broker made a vague gesture. ‘Bah ! we always have 
to make an allowance for losses. That fellow Schlosser must 
belong to a gang; he will now be free to go and play the 
wrecker on the Bourse of Berlin or Vienna.’ 

Baccard’s eyes had fallen upon Sabatani, whose secret 
association with Schlosser had been revealed to him by chance 
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some time previously. Both had been playing a well-known 
game, the one ‘bulling’ and the other ‘bearing’ the same 
stock, he who lost being free to share the other’s profit and 
then disappear. However, the young Levantine was quietly 
settling his score for the dainty repast which he had just 
made; after which, with the caressing grace of a semi- 
Oriental, semi-Italian, he came forward to shake hands with 
Mazaud, whose customer he was. Leaning over, he gave an 
order to the broker, which the latter inscribed upon a fiche. 

‘He is selling his Suez,’ murmured Moser, and thereupon, 
distracted with doubt, he added aloud: ‘I say, what do you 
think of Suez ?’ 

Silence fell amid all the hubbub of voices; every head at 
the neighbouring tables turned. The question summed up 
the growing anxiety. However, Amadieu, who had simply 
asked Mazaud to lunch, in order to recommend one of his 
nephews to him, remained impenetrable, having indeed no- 
thing to say; while the broker, who was becoming astonished 
at the number of orders to sell which he was receiving, con- 
tented himself with shaking his head, in accordance with his 
professional habit of discretion. 

‘Suez, why, it’s capital,’ declared Sabatani in his sing-song 
voice, as before going out he stepped aside to shake hands 
gallantly with Saccard. 

For a moment afterwards it seemed to Saccard that he 
could still feel the pressure of the Levantine’s soft, supple, 
almost feminine hand. In his uncertainty as to the course he 
should take to begin his life anew, he looked upon all who 
were there as sharpers. Ah! if they forced him to it, how he 
would hunt them down, how he would shear them, those 
trembling Mosers, those boastful Pilleraults, those Salmons, 
hollower than gourds, and those Amadieus whose chance 
Success had transformed them into geniuses! The clatter of 
plates and glasses had begun again; voices were growing 
hoarse ; and the doors swung faster than ever in the hasty 
eagerness that consumed them all to be across the way, at the 
game, if there was to be a crash in Suez. And in the middle of 
the Place, now crowded with pedestrians and crossed by cabs in 
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all directions, Saccard, looking out of the window, saw that 
the shining steps of the Bourse were sprinkled with human 
insects—insects ever climbing—men correctly dressed in 
black, who gradually filled the colonnade, while behind the 
railings there vaguely appeared a few women, prowling about 
under the chestnut trees. 

Suddenly, while he was cutting some cheese which he had 
just ordered, a gruff voice made him raise his head. 

‘I beg your pardon, my dear fellow, but it was impossible 
for me to come sooner.’ 

So here at last was Huret, a Norman of Calvados, with 
the thick broad face of a shrewd peasant who affected the 
air of a simple man. He straightway told the waiter to 
bring him whatever he pleased, the dish of the day, with some 
vegetables. 

‘Well?’ drily asked Saccard, containing himsclf. 

The other, however, evinced no hurry, but watched him like 
asly, prudentman. Thien, beginning to eat, bringing his face 
forward and lowering his voice, he said: ‘ Well, I saw the 
great man. Yes, at his house this morning. Oh, he spoke 
very kindly of you, yes, very kindly.’ 

He paused, drank a large glass of wine, and put a potato 
in his mouth. 

‘And what else?’ asked Saccard. 

‘What else, my dear fellow, why this: He is very willing 
to do what he can for you; he will find you a very comfortable 
berth, but not in France. Say, for instance, the governorship 
of one of our colonies, one of the good ones. You would be 
the master there, a real little prince.’ 

Saccard had turned very pale. ‘TI say,’ he exclaimed, 
‘you must be having a joke with me, mocking at me, surely, 
Why not penal servitude at once? Ah! so he wants to get 
rid of me. Let him look out, or I shall end by embarrassing 
him in earnest.’ 

Huret, with his mouth full, remained conciliatory. ‘ Come, 
come,’ said he, ‘ we only wish your own welfare ; leave us to 
act.’ 

‘Leave myself to be suppressed, eh? Why, only just now 
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they were saying here that there soon won’t be a single 
mistake left for the Empire to make. Yes, the Italian war, 
Mexico, the attitude of the Government towards Prussia! 
Upon my word, it is the truth! You will be up to such 
stupidity and folly, that all France will rise up to pitch you 
out.’ 

On hearing this, Huret, deputy, faithful creature of the 
minister as he was, at once became anxious, turned pale, and 
looked about him. ‘Ah, come, come, I cannot follow you. 
Rougon is an honest man; there is no danger as long as he 
is at the helm. No, not another word—you misunderstand 
him, I must really say so——’ 

Clenching his teeth so as to deaden his voice, Saccard 
furiously interrupted him. ‘ Very well, love him—keep house 
together. Yes or no, will he give me his patronage here, in 
Paris ?’ 

‘In Paris, never!’ 

Without adding a word, Saccard rose and called the 
waiter in order to pay his score, whilst Huret, who knew his 
temper, calmly continued swallowing huge mouthfuls of 
bread, and let him go, through fear of a scene. Just then, 
however, quite a sensation was caused in the room. 

Gundermann! had just entered it—Gundermann the 
banker-king, the master of the Bourse and of the world, a 
man of sixty, whose huge bald head, thick nose and round 
gogele-eyes betokened immense obstinacy and weariness. 
Never did he go to the Bourse; in fact he even pretended that 
he sent no official representative thither; neither did he ever 
breakfast in a public place. Only from time to time he hap- 
pened, as on this occasion, to show himself at Champeaux’ 
restaurant, where he would seat himself at one of the tables 
that he might simply drink a glassful of Vichy water. For 
twenty years he had suffered from a gastric affection, and 
novrished himself exclusively with milk. 

All the waiters were at once on the move to bring him his 
glass of water, and all who were lunching suddenly became 
very humble. Moser sat like one overwhelmed, contemplating 
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this man who knew all secrets and who made stock rise or 
fall at will, just as the Divinity makes the thunder growl. 
Even Pillerault saluted him, like one whose only faith is in 
the irresistible force of the milliard. It was half-past twelve, 
and Mazaud, who was hurriedly leaving Amadieu, stepped 
back and bent low before the banker, from whom he sometimes 
had the honour to receive an order. Many boursiers, similarly 
on the point of departing, remained standing around the 
demigod, forming about him a very deferential court, amid 
the disarray of the soiled tablecloths; and it was with venera- 
tion that they watched him take the glass of water in his 
trembling hand and carry it to his pale lips. 

Formerly, during his speculations in the lands of the 
Monceau Plain, Saccard had had sundry discussions and even 
a quarrel with Gundermann. They could not get on together 
—ithe one passionate and fond of the pleasures of life, the 
other sober and coldly logical. Accordingly the former, his fit 
of passion increased by this triumphal entrance, was going 
away, when the other called him. 

‘I say, my good friend, is it true that you are giving up 
business? Really, you act wisely ; it is the best course.’ 

This, to Saccard, was like a lash across his face. He 
straightened his little figure, and in a clear voice, as sharp as 
a sword, replied: ‘I am about to establish a banking house 
with a capital of twenty-five millions, and I expect to call 
upon you goon.’ 

And thereupon he went out, leaving behind him the fiery 
hubbub of the room, where all were now jostling one another, 
eager not to miss the opening of the Bourse. Ah! to succeed 
at last, to set his heel once more upon these people, who 
turned their backs upon him, and to struggle for power with 
that king of wealth, and some day perhaps beat him! He 
had not really decided to launch his great enterprise, and was 
surprised at the phrase which the necessity of answering had 
wrung from him. But could he tempt fortune elsewhere, now 
that his brother abandoned him, and that men and things 
were galling him back into the struggle, even as the bleeding 
bull is galled back into the arena ? 
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For a moment he stood quivering on the edge of the foot- 
way. It was that active hour when all the life of Paris seems 
to flow into that central square between the Rue Montmartre 
and the Rue Richelieu, those two teeming arteries that carry 
the crowd along. From the four crossways at the four corners 
of the Place, streams of vehicles poured in uninterruptedly, 
whisking across the pavement amid an eddying mob of foot 
passengers. The two rows of cabs at the stand, beside the 
railings, were continually breaking and reforming; while 
along the Rue Vivienne the victorias of the remisiers stretched 
away in a compact line, above which towered the drivers, 
reins in hand and ready to whip up at the first signal. The 
steps and peristyle of the Bourse were quite black with swarm- 
ing frock-coats; and from among the coulissiers, already 
installed under the clock and hard at work, there arose the 
clamour of bull and bear, the flood-tide roar of speculation 
dominating all the rumbling hubbub of the city. Passers-by 
turned their heads, curious and fearful as to what might be 
going on there—all those mysterious financial operations 
which few French brains can penetrate, all that sudden 
ruin and fortune brought about—how, none could under- 
stand—amid gesticulation and savage cries. And Saccard, 
standing on the kerb of the footway, deafened by the dis- 
tant voices, elbowed by the jostling, hurrying crowd, dreamed 
once more of becoming the Gold King, the sovereign of that 
fever-infested district, in the centre of which the Bourse, from 
one till three o’clock, beats as it were like some enormous 
heart. 

Since his fall, however, he had not dared to re-enter the 
edifice ; and on this day also a feeling of suffering vanity, a 
conviction that he would be received as a beaten man, pre- 
vented him from ascending the steps. Yet, like the lovers 
driven from the presence of a mistress whom they still desire; 
even while thinking that they hate her, he ever and ever 
returned to the spot, making the tour of the colonnade under 
Various pretexts, entering the garden and strolling along in 
the shade of the chestnut-trees. Perambulating this dusty 
Square, grassless and flowerless, where shady speculators and 


16 MONEY 


bareheaded women of the neighbourhood nursing their babies 
mingled together on the benches near the newspaper stalls, 
he affected a disinterested saunter, raised bis eyes, and 
watched, absorbed by the exciting thought that he was 
besieging the monumental pile, drawing his lines more and 
more closely around it, in order that he might some day 
re-enter it in triumph. 

Having made his way into the garden at the right-hand 
corner, under the trees facing the Rue de la Banque, he at 
once fell upon the Little Bourse, where discredited stock is 
negotiated, a Bourse of hawker-brokers—the ‘Wet Feet’ as 
others have nicknamed them with ironical contempt—men 
who quote in the open air, and in the mud on rainy days, the 
shares and debentures of defunct companies. There, an 
unclean Jewry was gathered in a tumultuous group—fat, 
shining faces, withered profiles like those of voracious birds, 
an extraordinary assemblage of typical noses, all drawn 
together as by a prey, all eagerly, angrily disputing, with 
guttural shouts, and seemingly ready to devour one another. 
He was passing on, when, a little apart, he noticed a stout 
man looking in the sunlight at a ruby, which he held up 
delicately between his huge dirty fingers. 

‘What! isit you, Busch ? You remind me that I intended 
to call at your place,’ said Saccard. 

Buseh, who kept an agency in the Rue Feydeau at the 
corner of the Rue Vivienne, had on several occasions been 
very useful to him in moments of difficulty. He was standing 
there in a state of ecstasy, examining the water of the jewel, 
with his broad flat face upturned and the glow of his heavy 
grey eyes extinguished, as it were, by the bright light. The 
white tie which he always wore was twisted round his neck 
like a bit of rope; while his second-hand frock coat, a superb 
garment once upon a time, but now wonderfully thread- 
bare and covered with grease spots, reached up to the light 
hair falling in scanty rebellious locks from his head, which 
on the top was quite bald. Nobody could tell the age of his 
hat, browned by the sun and washed by countless showers. 
At last he decided to descend to earth again. ‘Ah! 
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Monsieur Saccard, so you are taking a little walk this way?’ 
said he. 

‘Yes, I have a letter in the Russian language—a letter 
from a Russian banker in business at Constantinople. It 
occurred to me that your brother could translate it for me.’ 

Busch, who with a gentle movement was still uncon- 
sciously rolling the ruby between the fingers of his right 
hand, held out the left, saying that the translation would be 
forwarded that very evening. But Saccard explained that it 
was only a matter of ten lincs. ‘I will goup,’ said he; ‘ your 
brother will read it to me at once.’ 

He was, however, at that moment interrupted by the 
arrival of a woman of colossal proportions, a certain Madame 
Méchain, well known to the frequenters of the Bourse as one 
of those fierce, wretched female speculators whose fat hands 
dabble in all sorts of suspicious jobs. Her red, puffy, full- 
moon face, with little blue eyes, a little hidden nose, and a little 
mouth whence came a child-like piping voice, protruded from 
an old mauve bonnet, tied askew with garnet ribbons ; and her 
gigantic bosom and dropsical body strained almost to burst- 
ing point her mud-stained poplin gown, once green but now 
turning yellow. She carried on her arm an immense old 
black leather bag, as deep as a valise, which never left her. 
That afternoon the bag, so full that it seemed likely to burst, 
drew her down on the right side, like a tree that has grown 
slantwise. 

‘Here you are, then ?’ said Busch, who had evidently been 
waiting for her. 

‘Yes, and I have received the Vendéme papers; I have 
brought them,’ she replied. 

‘Good! Let us beoff to my place, then. There’s nothing 
to be done here to-day.’ 

Saccard had darted a wavering glance at the vast leather 
bag. He knew that into it inevitably fell all sorts of dis- 
credited stock, the shares of bankrupt companies, in which the 
‘Wet Feet’ still speculate—shares issued at five hundred francs, 
but which they dispute for at twenty or even ten sous apiece, 
either in the vague hope of an improbable rise or, more prac- 

0 


18 MONEY ~ 


tically, as merchandise which they can sell at a profit to 
fraudulent bankrupts who are desirous of having something 
to show by way of explaining their pretended losses. In the 
deadly battles of speculation, La Méchain was the raven that 
followed the armies on the march; not a company, not a 
large financial establishment was founded, but she appcared 
with her bag, sniffing the air, awaiting the corpses, even in 
the prosperous hours of triumphant issues. For she well 
knew that ruin was inevitable, that the day of massacre would 
come, when there would be dead to eat, shares to pick up for 
nothing, from amid the mire and the blood. And Saccard, 
who even then was revolving a grand banking project in his 
mind, gave a slight shudder, and felt a presentiment at sight 
of that bag, that charnel-house, as it were, of depreciated 
stock, into which passed all the dirty paper swept away from 
the Bourse. 

Busch was on the point of taking the old woman off, 
when Saccard stopped him, saying: ‘ThenI can goup? I 
am certain of finding your brother, eh ?’ 

The Jew’s eyes softened with arm expression of anxious sur- 
prise. ‘My brother! Why, certainly. Where do you expect 
him to be?’ 

‘Very well, then; I will go up directly.’ 

Allowing them to move away, Saccard thereupon resumed 
his slow walk under the trees, towards the Rue Notre-Dame- 
des-Victoires. This is one of the most frequented sides of the 
Place, overlooked by houses occupied by commercial firms and 
petty manufacturers, whose gilt signboards were flaming in 
the sunlight. Blinds, too, were flapping at the balconies ; and 
a whole family of provincials stood gaping at the window of a 
hotel. Saccard mechanically raised his head, and looked at 
these people, whose amazement made him smile, comforting 
him with the thought that plenty of investors would always’ 
be found in the provinces. Behind him, the clamour of the 
Bourse, the distant flood-tide roar, was still resounding, haunt- 
ing him, following him like a threat of doom which would 
presently overtake him. 

Another meeting, however, made him pause. 
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‘What, Jordan, you at the Bourse ?’ he exclaimed, shaking 
hands with a tall, dark young man, with a small moustache 
and a determined, wilful air. 

For ten years past, Jordan, whose father, a Marseilles 
banker, had committed suicide in consequence of some disas- 
trous speculations, had been tramping the pavements of Paris 
with the fever of literature within him, in a gallant struggle 
against black misery. One of his cousins, residing at Plassana, 
where he knew the Rougon family, had formerly recommended 
him to Saccard, at the time when the latter was receiving all 
Paris at his mansion of the Parc Monceau. 

‘Oh! at the Bourse, never!’ answered the young man, 
with a violent gesture, as if he were driving away the tragic 
memory of his father. Then, beginning to smile, he added: 
‘You know that I have got married—yes, to a little friend of 
my childhood’s days. We were betrothed at the time when I 
was rich, and she has persisted in taking me—poor devil though 
I now am.’ 

‘Quite so ; I received the notitication,’ said Saccard. ‘ And 
do you know that I used to be in business relations with your 
father-in-law, Monsieur Maugendre, when he had his awning 
factory at La Villette? He must have made a pretiy fortune 
there.’ 

The conversation was taking place near a bench; and at 
this point Jordan interrupted it to introduce a short, stout 
gentleman, of military bearing, who was sitting there, and 
with whom he had been talking when Saccard came up. 
‘Captain Chave, an uncle of my wife’s,’ said he. ‘Madame 
Maugendre, my mother-in-law, isa Chave, of Marseilles.’ 

The captain had risen, and Saccard bowed. He was by 
sight acquainted with the owner of that apoplectic face, set on 
& neck stiffened by long wearing a military choker—that type 
of the petty cash gambler, whom one is certain to find some- 
where about the Bourse every day from one to three o’clock. 
The game that men of this class play is one of small win- 
nings, an almost certain profit of from fifteen to twenty francs, 
which must be realised before the day’s operations are over. 

Jordan, with his good-natured laugh, now added, by way of 
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‘It’s Rue Saint-Lazare now, isn’t it?’ 

‘Yes, Rue Saint-Lazare; in the morning.’ 

They chatted. Jantrou spoke very excitedly about the 
Bourse, repeating, with the rancour of a man who has not been 
lucky in his knavery, that none but a knave could be successful 
there. For his part, said he, it was all over; he wanted to try 
something else; it seemed to him that, thanks to his Uni- 
versity culture, and his knowledge of the world, he might 
conquer a fine position in discharging administrative duties. 
Saccard nodded approval. And, as they were now outside the 
railings, walking along the footway in the direction of the 
Rue Brongniart, they both became interested in a dark 
brougham, a very correct equipage, which had stopped in that 
street, with the horse turned towards the Rue Montmartre. 
The back of the high-perched coachman was as motionless as 
a rock, but they had twice noticed a woman’s head appear at 
the carriage door, and then quickly disappear. All at once 
this head was again thrust out, and this time it lingered at 
the window, giving a long, backward, impatient look in the 
direction of the Bourse. 

‘The Baroness Sandorff,’ muttered Saccard. 

It was a very strange brown head, with burning black eyes 
beneath dark lids; a passionate face, with blood-red lips, and 
only marred by rather a long nose. Altogether its possessor 
seemed very pretty and precociously mature for her five-and- 
twenty years, having the look of a Bacchante garmented by 
the foremost dressmakers of the reign. 

‘Yes, the Baroness,’ repeated Jantrou. ‘I knew her when 
she was a young girl, at her father’s, Count de Ladricourt. 
Oh ! a mad speculator he was, and revoltingly brutal. I went 
to take his orders every morning; one day he came near 
giving me a beating. I shed no tears when he died in an 
apoplectic fit, ruined after a series of lamentable “ settlements,”’ 
The little one then had to make up her mind to marry Baron 
Sandorff, Counsellor to the Austrian Embassy, who was thirty- 
five years older than herself, and whom she had positively 
driven mad with her fiery glances.’ 

‘I know,’ said Saccard, simply. 
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The Baroness’s head had again dived back into the 
brougham, but it almost immediately reappeared, more 
ardent than ever, and turned so as to command a better view 
of the Place. 

“She speculates, doesn’t she ?’ 

‘Oh, like a crazy woman! Whenever there is a crisis, 
she is to be seen there in her carriage, following the quota- 
tions, feverishly taking notes in her memorandum book, 
giving orders—and see ! it was Massias whom she was waiting 
for: here he comes to join her.’ 

In fact, Massias, his quotations in his hand, was running 
up as fast as his short legs would carry him, and they saw 
him rest his elbows on the carriage door, and pop his head 
through the open window, in order to confer with the 
Baroness. Then Saccérd and Jantrou stepped away a little, 
so that they might not be caught spying on the pair, and as 
the remisier came back, still on the run, they called him. He 
at first gave a glance back, to make sure that he was hidden 
by the street corner, and then he stopped short, out of breath, 
his florid face quite purple, but still gay, with big blue eyes as 
limpid as those of a child. 

‘But what-is the matter with them all?’ he cried. 
‘There’s Suez all going to rack and ruin. There are rumours 
of a war with England, a piece of news that revolutionises 
them all, and that comes no one knows whence. War, 
indeed! who can have invented such a cram? Or did it 
invent itsclf all alone? At all events, there’s a nice 
to-do!’ 

‘Does the lady still bite?’ asked Jantrou with a wink. 

‘Oh, madly! Iam carrying her orders tg Nathansohn.’ 

Saccard, who was listening, remarked: ‘Ah, yes, so it’s 
true, then; I had heard that Nathansohn had joined the 
coulisse,’ 

‘A very nice fellow is Nathanson,’ repeated Jantrou, 
‘and one who deserves to succeed. We were at the Crédit 
Mobilier together. But he’ll succeed, he will, for he is a Jew. 
His father, an Austrian, is in business at Besancon, as & 
watchmaker, I believe. The fever took him one day at the 
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Crédit, you know, when he saw how things were managed. 
He said to himself that it wasn’t such a trick, after all; that 
it was only necessary to get a room, put a wire grating across 
it, and open a wicket; and he has opened a wicket. And you, 
Massias, are you satisfied ?’ 

‘Oh, satisfied! You’ve been in the mill; you are right in 
saying that it is necessary to bea Jew ; otherwise it is useless 
to try to understand. There’s no such thing as a look in, 
nothing but cursed bad luck. What a filthy trade! But 
when a man is in it, he stays. And, besides, I have good legs 
still, and keep on hoping all the same.’ 

Thereupon he started off, running and laughing. He was 
said to be the son of a Lyons magistrate, removed from his 
post for unworthiness, and had stranded at the Bourse, after 
the disappearance of his father, not cating to continue his law 
studies. 

With short, slow steps, Saccard and Jantrou retraced their 
way towards the Rue Brongniart, and there they again found 
the Baroness’s brougham; but the windows were now raised, 
and the mysterious carriage appeared to be empty, while the 
coachman seemed more motionless than ever, still waiting— 
as he often had to do, until the very last quotations. 

‘She is devilishly provoking,’ resumed Saccard, brutally. 
‘T understand the old Baron.’ 

A singular smile came over Jantrou’s face. ‘I fancy that 
he has had enough long ago. And he is very stingy, they 
say. And do you know who now pays her bills, speculation 
never sufficing ?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Delcambre !' 

‘Delcambre, the Public Prosecutor ! that tall, dry man, so 
stiff and yellow! a future minister! Is it possible?’ 

Thereupon, in great good-humour, altogether enlivened, 
the pair separated with a vigorous handshake, after the one 
had reminded the other that he should take the liberty of 
calling on him shortly. 

As soon as he found himself alone again, Saccard once 
more heard the loud voice of the Bourse, persistently swelling 
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like that of the rising tide. He had turned the corner, and 
was making his way towards the Rue Vivienne, by this side of 
the Place, which through the complete absence of cafés has 
a more solemn aspect than -any other. He passed the 
Chamber of Commerce, the Post Office, and the great adver- 
tising agencies, becoming more and more deafened, growing 
more and more feverish, as he drew nearer to the principal 
facade. And when by an oblique glance he could again 
command a view of the peristyle, he paused afresh as if 
reluctant to finish his circuit of the colonnade, to complete 
his investment of it. Here, where the footway broadened, 
life spread, burst forth upon him; torrents of customers 
invaded the cafés, the pastrycook’s shop never emptied, and 
pedestrians were ever pausing, fascinated by the display in the 
shop windows, especially in those of a silversmith’s establish- 
ment, which were all ablaze with large pieces of plate. And 
at the four cross-ways, at the four corners of the Place, the 
flood of cabs and wayfarers seemed to be increasing in inex- 
tricable entanglement; whilst the traffic at the omnibus 
station added to the block, and the cargiages of the remisiers, 
ranged in a line, prevented access to the footway almost from 
one end of the railing to the other. Saccard’s eyes, however, 
were fixed on the high steps, where frock-coats clustered in 
the sunlight. Then they were lifted towards the columns, 
towards the compact mass of speculators—the dense swarm, 
the blackness of which was scarcely relieved by the pale faces 
in the crowd. All were standing, no chairs could be seen; 
the curve formed by the cowlisse under the clock could only 
be divined by the prevalent ebullition, the fury of gestures 
and words which made the very atmosphere quiver. 

More calmness prevailed on the left, among a group of 
bankers, who were engaged either in arbitrage operations, in 
fixing the foreign exchange rates, or in negotiating English 
cheques, and whose ranks were continually being traversed 
by people on their way to the telegraph office. Speculators 
overflowed even from the side galleries, crowding and crushing 
together; and, leaning on the balustrades between the columns, 
there were sgme who presented belly or back, as if they were 
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at home, or at a theatre, lolling against the velvet-upholstered 
front of a private box. The quivering and rumbling, like 
that of a steam-engine at work, was ever increasing, agitating 
the entire Bourse—subsiding only for a second to burst forth 
yet louder, in the sanre way as a flame may flicker and then 
flare high again. And gazing on it all, Saccard suddenly 
recognised the remisier Massias, who descended the steps at 
full speed and leaped into his carriage, the driver of which 
forthwith lashed ‘his horse into a gallop. 

Then Saccard felt his fists clench, and, violently tearing 
himself away, turned into the Rue Vivienne, which he crossed 
in order to reach the corner of the Rue TFeydeau, where 
Busch’s office was situated. He had just remembered the 
Russian letter which he had to get translated. As he was 
entering the house, however, a young man, standing in front 
of the stationer’s shop on the ground floor, bowed to him, and 
he recognised Gustave Sédille, son of a silk manufacturer in 
the Rue des Jetineurs, whom his father- had placed with 
Mazaud, to study the mechanism of finance. Saccard smiled 
paternally upon this tall, elegant young fellow, strongly sus- 
pecting why he was mounting guard there. Conin’s stationery 
shop had been supplying note-books to the entire Bourse 
since little Madame Conin had begun to help her husband— 
fat Conin, as he was called—who never left his back shop, there 
attending to the manufacturing part of his business, whilst 
she continually came and went, serving at the counter and 
doing errands outside. She was plump, blonde, and pink, a 
real curly-haired little sheep, with light silky hair, a pleasing, 
coaxing manner, and imperturbable gaiety. She was very 
fond of her husband, it was said, but this certainly did not 
prevent her from flirting with the gentlemen of the Bourse. 
As he passed, Saccard saw her smiling at Gustave through the 
window. What a pretty little sheep she was! The sight 
gave hirh a delightful sensation, akin to that of a caress. 
Then he at last went upstairs. 

For twenty years Busch had occupied a small logement, 
comprising two chambers and a kitchen, high up, on the fifth 
floor. Born at Nancy, of German parents, he had come here 
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from his native town, and had gradually extended the circle 
of his business, which was wonderfully complicated, without 
feeling the need of a larger office. Relinquishing the room 
overlooking the street to his brother Sigismond, he contented 
himself with a little chamber on this side of the courtyard of 
the house—a little chamber in which old papers, batches of 
documents, packages of all kinds were so piled up, that there 
was no room left except for a single chair beside the desk. 
One of his principal lines of business was a traffic in 
depreciated shares and debentures, thousands of which he 
collected together, serving as an intermediary between the 
Little Bourse of the ‘Wet Feet’ and the bankrupts embar- 
rassed to account for their real or imaginary losses. He accor- 
dingly followed the market, at times buying direct, but more 
frequently supplied with batches of stock that were brought 
to him. In addition also to usury and a secret traffic in 
jewels and precious stones, he particularly occupied himself 
with the purchase of ‘bad debts.’ This it was that filled his 
office with old paper to overflowing, this it was that sent him 
forth to the four corners of Paris, sniffing and watching, with 
connections in all circles of society. As soon as he heard of 
a failure, he hurried off, prowled around the liquidator, and 
ended by buying up everything which could not immediately 
be realised. He kept a watch on the notaries’ offices, looked 
out for inheritances difficult of settlement, and attended the 
sales of hopeless claims. He himself published advertisements, 
in this wise attracting impatient creditors who preferred to 
get a few coppers down rather than run the risk of prosecuting 
their debtors. And from all these manifold sources this 
chiffonmier of bad debts derived supply upon supply of paper, 
huge basketfuls, an ever-increasing pile of unpaid notes of 
hand, unfulfilled agreements, unredeemed acknowledgments 
of liability, unkept engagements of every kind. Then a 
sorting-out became necessary, a fork had to be thrust into 
this mess of broken victuals, a special and very delicate seent 
being required in the operation. To avoid waste of effort, it 
was necessary to make a choice in this ocean of debtors, who 
were either insolvent or had disappeared. In principle, Busch 
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asserted that every claim, even the most seemingly hopeless, 
may some day become valuable again; and he had a series of 
portfolios, admirably classified, to which corresponded an 
index of names, which he read over from time to time to 
refresh his memory. However, naturally enough, among the 
insolvent ones, he more closely followed those who seemed 
to him to have near chances of fortune. Prosecuting his 
inquiries, he stripped people bare, discovered what means 
they possessed, penetrated family secrets, took note of all rich 
relatives, and especially of such newly-acquired situations as 
allowed of an attachment of salary. He thus often allowed 
a man to ripen for years, in order to strangle him at his first 
success. As for the debtors who disappeared, these stimulated 
him to yet greater energy, threw him into a fever of continual 
search, with his eyes on every signboard as he scoured the 
streets, and on every name printed in the newspapers. He 
hunted for addresses as a dog hunts for game, and as soon as 
he held the vanished and insolvent ones in his clutches, he 
became ferocious, clearing their pockets with bills of costs, 
sucking them dry, getting a hundred francs for what had cost 
him ten sous, brutally explaining the while what risks he ran 
as a speculator, forced to extort from those whom he caught 
all that he pretended to lose by those who slipped like smoke 
through his fingers. 

In hunting for debtors, La Méchain was one of the helpers 
whom Busch was fondest of employing; for although he was 
obliged to have a little band of ‘ game-beaters ’ in his service, 
he lived in distrust of these disreputable, famishing assistants ; 
whereas La Méchain had property of her own—an entire cité 
behind the Butte Montmartre, the Cité de Naples, as it was 
called, a vast tract of land covered with tumble-down shanties, 
which she let out by the month, a nook of frightful poverty, 
where starvelings were heaped together in filth, a crowd of 
pigsties which the wretched fought for, and whence she 
sitilessly swept away her tenants and their dung-heaps as 
oon as ever they ceased to pay her. However, her un- 
ortunate passion for speculation consumed her, ate up all the 
wofits of her cité. And she had also a taste for financial 
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losses, ruins, and fires, amid which melted jewels can be 
stolen. When Busch charged her with obtaining some infor- 
mation, or ferreting out a debtor, she would sometimes even 
spend money out of her own pocket in view of furthering her 
researches, such was the pleasure she took in them. She 
called herself a widow, but no one had ever known her 
husband. She came, too, no one knew whence, and seemed 
always to have been about fifty years old, and monstrously fat, 
with the piping voice of a little girl. 

On this occasion, as soon as La Méchain had taken her 
seat on the single chair in Busch’s office, the room became 
full, blocked up by her mass of flesh. Busch stood like a 
prisoner at his desk, buried, as it were, with only his square 
head showing above the ocean of papers. ‘ Here,’ said she, 
removing from her old bag the huge pile of papers that 
distended it, ‘ here is what Fayeux has sent me from Vendéme. 
He bought everything for you at that sale in connection with 
the Charpier failure, which you told me to call to his attention 
—one hundred and ten francs.’ 

Fayeux, whom she called her cousin, had just established 
an office down thereas acollector of dividends. His ostensible 
business was to cash the cowpons of the petty bondholders 
of the district; and, as the depositary of these coupons and 
the cash they yielded, he speculated in the most frenzied 
manner. 

‘The country isn’t worth much,’ muttered Busch, ‘but 
there are discoveries to be made there all the same.’ 

He sniffed the papers, and began sorting them out with an 
expert hand, roughly classifying them in accordance with a 
first appraisement, in which he seemed to be guided by their 
mere smell, As he proceeded, his flat face grew dark, and he 
paused at last with an expression of disappointment. 

‘Humph! there is no fat here, nothing to bite. Fortu- 
nately it did not cost much. Here are some notes, and here 
Bome more. If they are signed by young people, who have 
come to Paris, we shall perhaps catch them.’ Then, with a 
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At the bottom of a sheet of stamped paper he had just 
found the signature of the Count de Beauvilliers, and the 
sheet contained only three lines of large handwriting, evidently 
traced by an old man: ‘I promise to pay the sum of ten 
thousand francs to Mademoiselle Léonie Cron on the day she 
attains her majority. 

‘The Count de Beauvilliers,’ he slowly continued, thinking 
aloud; ‘yes, he had several farms, quite a large estate, in the - 
vicinity of Vendéme. He died of a hunting accident, leaving 
a wife and two children in straitened circumstances. I held 
some of his notes formerly, which with difficulty I got them 
to pay—he was a wild droll], not good for much——’ 

Suddenly he burst into a loud laugh, reconstructing in his 

mind the story attaching to the note. 
_ Ah! the old sharper, he played the little one a nice trick 
with this bit of paper, which is legally valueless. Then he 
died. Let me see, this is dated 1854, ten years ago. The girl 
must be of age now. But how could this acknowledgment 
have got into Charpier’s hands? He was a grain merchant, 
who lent money by the week. No doubi the girl left this on 
deposit with him in order to get a few crowns, or perhaps he 
had undertaken to collect it.’ 

‘But this is very good,’ interrupted La Méchain—‘ a real 
stroke of luck.’ 

Busch shrugged his shoulders disdainfully. ‘Oh no, I tell 
you that it is legally worth nothing. If I should present it to 
the heirs, they may send me about my business, for it would 
be necessary to prove that the money is really due. Only, if 
we find the girl, I may induce them to be reasonable, and 
come to an understanding with us, in order to avoid a dis- 
agreeable scandal. You understand? Look for this Léonie 
Cron; write to Fayeux, and tell him to hunt her up down 
there. That done, we may perhaps have a laugh.’ 

He had made two piles of the papers, with the intention of 
thoroughly examining them when he should be alone, and now 
sat, motionless, with his hands open, one resting on each pile. 

A spell of silence followed; then La Méchain resumed: 
'I have been attending to the Jordan.notes. [really thought 
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that I had found our man again. - He has been employed 
somewhere, and now he is writing for the newspapers. But 
they receive you so badly at the newspaper offices ; they refuse 
to give you addresses. And besides, I think that he does 
not sign his articles with his real name.’ 

Without a word, Busch had stretched out his arm to take 
the Jordan portfolio from its place. It contained six notes of 
hand of fifty francs each, dated five years back and maturing 
monthly—a total sum of three hundred francs—which the 
young man had undertaken to pay to a tailor in days of 
poverty. Unpaid on presentation, however, the capital sum 
had been swollen by enormous costs, and the portfolio fairly 
overflowed with formidable legal documents. At the present 
time the debt had increased to the sum of seven hundred and 
thirty francs and fifteen centimes. ‘If he has a future before 
him,’ muttered Busch, ‘ we shall catch him one of these days.’ 
Then, some sequence of ideas undoubtedly forming in his 
mind, he exclaimed: ‘ And that Sicardot affair, are we going 
to abandon it ?’ 

La Méchain lifted her fat arms to heaven with a gesture 
of anguish. A ripple of despair seemed to course through 
her monstrous person. ‘Oh, Lord!’ she wailed, with her 
piping voice, ‘it will cost me my very skin.’ 

This Sicardot affair wag a very romantic story which she 
delighted to tell. A cousin of hers, Rosalie Chavaille, a 
daughter of her father’s sister, living with her mother in a 
small lodging on the sixth floor of a house in the Rue de la 
Harpe, had fallen a victim to a married man, who occupied 
with his wife a room sublet to him on the second floor. 
There were some abominable circumstances in connection 
with the affair, but the girl’s mother, consenting to silence, 
had merely required that the evil-doer should pay her the sum 
of six hundred franes, divided into twelve notes of fifty francs 
each, payable monthly. Before the first month was at an 
end, however, the man—an individual of gentlemanly appear- 
ance—had disappeared, and all trace of him was lost, whilst 
misfortunes continued falling thick as hail. Rosalie gave 
birth to a boy, lost her mother, and fell into a life of vice and 
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abject poverty. Stranded in the Cité de Naples, her cousin’s 
property, she had dragged about the streets till the age of 
twenty-six; but at last, during the previous year, she had 
been lucky enough to die, leaving behind her her son Victor, 
whom La Méchain had to keep; and of the whole adventure 
there only remained the twelve unpaid notes of hand. They 
had never been able to learn more of the individual who had 
signed them than that he called himself Sicardot. 

With a fresh gesture, Busch took down the Sicardot papers, 
contained in a thin grey paper wrapper. No costs had 
accumulated, so there were merely the twelve notes. 

‘If Victor were only a nice child!’ explained the old 
woman in a sorrowful voice. ‘ But he’s dreadful! Ah! it is 
hard to be encumbered with such inheritances—an urchin 
who will end on the scaffold, and those bits of paper which 
will never bring me anything! ’ 

Busch kept his big pale eyes obstinately fixed upon the 
notes. How many times already had he thus studied them, 
hoping that some hitherto unnoticed detail, something in 
the form of the letters, or in the grain of the stamped paper, 
would supply him with a clue! He asserted at times 
that that fine, pointed handwriting was not altogether un- 
known to him. ‘It is curious,’ he repeated once more, ‘I 
am certain that I have somewhere already seen such a’s and 
o’s as these, so elongated that they resemble 7’s.’ 

Just then there came a knock; and he asked La Méchain 
to stretch out her hand to open the door, for the room com- 
municated direct with the staircase. You had to cross it in 
order to reach the second chamber, the one that overlooked 
the street. As for the kitchen, this was a stifling hole on the 
other side of the landing. 

‘Come in, monsieur,’ said La Méchain, and Saccard 
entered. He was smiling, inwardly amused by the copper 
plate screwed upon the door, and bearing in large letters the 
words: ‘ Disputed Claims.’ 

‘Oh yes, Monsieur Saccard, you have come for that trans- 
Igtion—my brother is there in the otherroom. Come in, pray 
come in.’ 
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La Méchain, however, absolutely barred the passage, and 
scrutinised the new-comer with an air of increasing surprise. 
No end of mancuvring was necessary for Saccard to effect an 
entrance; he had to retreat to the stairs again whilst she 
stepped out, and drew back on the landing, so that he might 
pass in and finally reach the adjoining room, into which he 
disappeared. During these complicated movements, La 
Méchain had not once taken her eyes off him. 

‘Oh!’ she faintly gasped, like one sorely oppressed, ‘ this 
Monsieur Saccard, I never had so near a view of him before. 
Victor is the perfect image of him.’ 

Busch looked at her, at first failing to understand ; then a 
sudden light dawned upon his mind, and in a stifled voice he 
swore: ‘Thunder! that’s it ; I knew very well that I had 
seen that handwriting somewhere.’ 

And this time he rose, rammaged among his batches of 
papers, and at last found a letter that Saccard had written 
him during the previous year to ask him for an extension of 
time in favour of an insolvent lady. He quickly compared 
the handwriting of the notes with that of this letter. The a’s 
and the o’s were clearly the same, though they had grown yet 
more pointed with the lapse of time; and there was also a 
marked similarity between the capital letters. 

‘It is he, it is he,’ he repeated. ‘Only, let me see, why 
Sicardot ? Why not Saccard ?’ 

In his mind, however, there awoke a confused recollection of 
some story of Saccard’s past—a story which an agent, named 
Larsonneau, now a millionaire, had once told him: Saccard 
tumbling into Paris on the day after the coup d'état, coming 
there to exploit the rising power of his brother Rougon ; then, 
first of all, his poverty in the dingy streets of the old Latin 
Quarter ; next, his rapidly acquired fortune, under cover of a 
disreputable marriage, when he had been lucky enough to lose 
his first wife. It was at the time of those difficult beginnings 
that he had changed his name from Rougon to Saccard, by 
Simply transforming his first wife’a name, which was 
Bicardot. 


‘Yes, yes, Sicardot; I remember perfectly,’ qnuttered 
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Busch. ‘ He had the effrontery to sign notes with his wife's 
name. No doubt the family assumed that name when they 
came to the Rue de la Harpe. And then the rascal took all 
sorts of precautions, ready to move at the slightest alarm. 
Ah! so he was not only hunting for money; well, well, one 
of these days his doings will cost him dear.’ 

‘Hush! hush!’ resumed La Méchain. ‘We have him 
now, and well may one say that there is indeed a Providence. 
At last, then, Iam to be rewarded for all that I have done 
for that poor little Victor, whom I dearly love all the same, 
in spite of the fact that there is nothing to be done with 
him.’ 

She was radiant; her little eyes sparkled amid all the 
melting, puffy flesh of her face. 

Busch, however, after the momentary fever attending this 
long-sought-for solution, brought to him by chance, grew 
cold again as he reflected, and shook his head. Undoubtedly, 
Saccard, although ruined for the moment, was still good to 
shear. One might have fallen upon a less desirable father. 
Only he would not allow himself to be annoyed; he had 
terrible teeth. And besides, he was certainly unaware that 
he had an illegitimate son; he might deny it, in spite of the 
extraordinary resemblance that had so astounded La Méchain. 
Moreover, he was now for the second time a widower, free, 
under no obligation to account for his past to anyone, so that, 
even if he should acknowledge the child, there was no threat 
that could be utilised against him. As for merely realising 
the six hundred francs which the notes represented, that 
would be really too paliry a stroke; the miraculous help 
which chance had brought must be turned to better account 
than that. He must reflect, nurse the affair, find a way of 
cutting the crop at harvest time, and not before. ‘We mustn't 
be in a hurry,’ he concluded. ‘ Besides, he is down; let us 
give him time to get up again.’ 

And, before dismissing La Méchain, he finished dealing 
with the little matters with which she was charged—a young 
woman who had pawned her jewels for her lover; a son-in-law 
whose debt would be paid by his mother-in-law, if they could 
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find a way to work it; in short, some of the most delicate 
varieties of the complex and difficult business of collecting 
bad debts. 

Saccard, on entering the adjoining room, had stood for a 
second dazzled by the bright light that streamed in through 
the sunny window panes, unhindered by any curtain. This 
room, with its walls covered with paper bearing a design of 
blue flowrets on a light background, was almost bare; there 
was merely a little iron bedstead in one corner, a deal table 
in the middle, and two straw-bottomed chairs. Along the 
partition on the left, some planks, scarcely planed, served as a 
bookcase, loaded with volumes, pamphlets, journals, and 
papers of all sorts. But the broad sunlight at this height 
imparted to all the bareness a sort of youthful gaiety, a smile 
of artless freshness. And Busch’s brother, Sigismond, a 
beardless fellow of five and thirty, with long, scanty, chestnut 
hair, was sitting at the table, his broad, bumpy forehead buried 
in his thin hand, so absorbed in his perusal of a manuscript 
that he did not turn his head, not having heard the door 
open. - 

He was an intelligent man was this Sigismond, educated 
in the German universities, and speaking not only French, his. 
mother tongue, but German, English, and Russian. He hed 
made the acquaintance of Karl Marx at Cologne in 1849, and 
had become the most highly prized of the contributors to 
the ‘New Rhenish Gazette.’ From that moment his religion 
had been fixed ; he professed Socialism with an ardent faith, 
giving his entire being to the idea of an approaching social 
renovation, which would assure the happiness of the poor and 
humble. Since his master, banished from Germany, and 
forced to leave Paris after the days of June, had been living 
in London, writing and trying to organise the party, Sigis- 
mond, on his side, had vegetated in his dreams, so careless 
as to his material life that he would surely have perished of 
hunger had his brother not taken him to live with him in the 
Rue Feydeau, near the Bourse, with the idea that he might 
utilise his knowledge of languages as a professional trans- 
lator. This elder brother adored his junior with a maternal 
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passion. Ferocious wolf though he was towards debtors, quite 
capable of wading through blood that he might steal half a 
franc, he was straightway moved to tears and evinced all the 
passionate, minute tenderness of a woman whenever this tall, 
absent-minded fellow, who had remained a child, was in 
question. He had given him the fine room overlooking the 
street, he served him as a domestic, and took entire charge of 
their strange household, sweeping the floors, making the beds, 
and ordering the food which a little restaurant in the neigh- 
bourhood sent up twice a day. Moreover, he so active, with 
his head full of a thousand business matters, not merely 
suffered his brother to remain idle—for, thwarted by private 
writing, very few translations were made—but he even forbade 
lim to work, anxious ag he was concerning an ominous little 
cough. And in spite of his stern love of money, his mur- 
derous greed, which converted money-making into the sole 
motive of life, he smiled indulgently at the theories of this 
revolutionist, relinquishing capital to lim like a toy to a child, 
at the risk of seeing him break it. 

On his side, Sigismond did not even know what his 
brother did in the next room. He was utterly ignorant of all 
that frightful traffic in depreciated stock, and of the purchase 
of bad debts ; he lived in a loftier region, in a sovereign dream of 
justice. The idea of charity wounded his feelings, made him 
angry: charity was alms, inequality consecrated by kindness, 
and he admitted nought but justice, the rights of each indi- 
vidual man regained and adopted as the unchangeable prin- 
ciples of the new social organisation. And thus, following the 
example of Karl Marx, with whom he was in constant cor- 
respondence, he spent his days in studying this organisation; 
incessantly modifying and improving upon paper the society 
of to-morrow, covering immense pages with figures, building 
up on the basis of science the whole complicated scaffolding 
of universal happiness. He took capital from some, to dis- 
tribute it among all the others; he moved billions, displaced the 
wealth of the world with a stroke of his pen; and this he did 
in that bare room, without any other passion than his dream, 
without any desire of enjoyment to satisfy, so frugal that his 
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brother had to get angry in order to make him drink wine and 
ont meat. He desired that the labour of every man, measured 
according to his strength, should assure the satisfaction of his 
appetites; but, for his own part, he was killing himself with 
work, and living upon nothing—a real sage, exalted in his 
studious occupations, disengaged from material life, very gentle 
and very pure. Since the previous autumn, however, he had 
been coughing more and more; consumption was seizing hold 
of him, but he did not even condescend to notice it and nurse 
himself. 

Saccard having made a movement, Sigismond at last raised 
his large vague eycs, and was astonished, although he knew 
the visitor. 

‘I have come to get a letter translated.’ 

The young man’s surprise increased, for he had done all 
he could to discourage his customers, the bankers, speculators, 
and brokers, all that circle of the Bourse who receive, especi- 
ally from England and Germany, so many communications 
on financial matters, company prospectuses and statutes, cir- 
culars, and so forth. 

‘Yes, a letterin Russian. Oh! only ten lines long.’ 

Thereupon Sigismond stretched out his hand, Russian 
having remained his speciality, he alone translating it rapidly 
among all the other translators of the neighbourhood, who 
mainly lived by German and English. The rarity of Russian 
documents in the Paris market explained his long periods of 
idleness. 

He read the letter aloud in French. It was, in three 
sentences, a favourable reply from a Constantinople banker, a 
siinple yes as to a matter of business. 

__ ‘Ah! thank you,’ exclaimed Saccard, who seemed de- 
ighted; and he asked Sigismond to write the few lines of 
translation on the back of the letter. But Sigismond was 
seized with a terrible fit of coughing, which he stifled in his 
handkerchief, in order not to disturb his brother, who always 
ran in whenever he heard him cough in that way. Then, the 
attack over, he rose and went to open the window wide, for he 
was stifling, and wished to breathe the air. Saccard, who had 
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followed him, gave a glance outside, and raised a slight 
exclamation: ‘Oh! so you see the Bourse? How queer it 
looks from here !’ 

Never in fact had he seen it under such a singular aspect, 
in a bird’s-eye view, with the four vast zinc slopes of its roof 
extraordinarily developed and bristling with a forest of pipes. 
The lightning-rods rose erect like gigantic lances threatening 
the sky. And the edifice itself was nothing but a cube of 
stone, streaked with columns at regular intervals, a bare, ugly 
cube of a dirty gray hue, surmounted by a ragged flag. But, 
above all else, the steps and the peristyle astonished him, 
covered with black ants, a swarm of ants in revolution, all 
agog,in a state of wonderful commotion, which was not to 
be explained from such a height, and prompted ao feeling of 
pity. 

‘ How small they all look!’ continued Saccard ; ‘it seems 
as if one could take the whole of them in the hand, with one 
grip.’ Then, knowing his companion’s ideas, he added with 
a laugh: ‘When are you going to sweep all that away with 
a kick ?’ 

Sigismond shrugged his shoulders. ‘ What is the use? 
You are demolishing yourselves fast enough.’ 

Then, little by little, he became animated, overflowing 
with the subject he was full of. <A proselytising spirit 
launched him, at the slightest word, into an exposition of his 
system. ‘ Yes, yes, you are working for us without suspecting 
it,’ said he. ‘ You are a few usurpers, who expropriate the 
mass of the people, and when you have gorged yourselves we 
shall only have to expropriate you in our turn, Every 
monopoly, every phase of centralisation, leads to collectivism. 
You are setting us a practical example, in the same way as 
the large estates absorbing the small patches of land, the 
large producers devouring the petty home industries, the 
great financial establishments and great stores killing all 
competition, and battening on the ruin of the little banks 
and the little shops, are slowly but surely leading towards 
the new social state. We are waiting for everything to crack, 
for the existing method of production to end in the intolerable 
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disorder which will be its ultimate consequence. Then the 
bourgeois and the peasants themselves will aid us.’ 

Saccard, feeling interested, looked at him with a vague 
anxiety, although he took him for a madman. ‘But come, 
explain to me, what is this collectivism of yours ?’ 

‘Collectivism is the transformation of private capital, 
living by the struggle of competition, into a unitary social 
capital, exploited by the labour of all. Imagine a society in 
which the instruments of production will be the property of 
all, in which everybody will work according to his intelligence 
and strength, and in which the products of this social co-ope- 
ration will be distributed to each in proportion to his effort ! 
There can be nothing more simple, eh ? Common production 
in the factories, yards, and workshops of the nation! Then 
an exchange, a payment in kind! If there should be over- 
production, the surplus will be lodged in public warehouses, 
from which it will be taken to fill up any deficits that may 
arise. One will have to strike a balance. And this, like one 
blow of an axe, will fell the rotten tree. No more competi- 
tion, no more private capital, and, therefore, no more “ busi- 
ness’? of any kind—neither commerce, nor markets, nor 
Bourses. The idea of profit will thenceforth have no 
meaning. The sources of speculation, of incomes acquired 
without work, will be dried up.’ 

‘Oh! oh!’ interrupted Saccard, ‘that would change many 
people’s habits, and no mistake! But what would you do 
with those who have incomes to-day? Gundermann, for 
instance, would you take away his milliard ?’ 

‘Not at all; we are not robbers. We should redeem his 
milliard, all his shares, debentures, and State bonds, with 
certificates of enjoyment, divided into annuities. And just 
imagine this immense capital thus replaced by an over- 
whelming wealth of articles of consumption: in less than a 
century your Gundermann’s descendants would, like other 
citizens, be reduced to personal labour; for the annuities 
. Would finally become exhausted, and they would not have 
been able to capitalise their forced economies, the overplus 
of their overwhelming supply of articles of consumption, even 
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adinitting that the right of inheritance should be left un- 
touched. I tell you that this would at one stroke sweep away, 
not only individual enterprises, companies, syndicates, and 
so forth, but also all the indirect sources of income, all systems 
of credit, loans, rentals,and soon. Nothing but labour would 
be left as a measure of value. Wages would naturally be 
suppressed, for in the present capitalistic system they are 
never equivalent to the exact product of labour; but at the 
utmost represent no more than is strictly necessary for the 
labourer’s daily maintenance.' And it must be admitted that 
the existing system alone is guilty in the matter, that the 
most honest employer is clearly forced to follow the stern law 
of competition, to exploit his workmen, if he himself wishes 
to live. We have to destroy our entire social system. Ah! 
just think of it, Gundermann stifling under the burden of 
his certificates of enjoyment, his heirs unable to consume 
everything, obliged to give to others, and to take up the pick 
or the chisel, like other comrades ! ’ 

Thereupon Sigismond burst into a good-natured laugh, 
like a child at play, still standing by the window, with his eyes 
fixed on the Bourse, where swarmed the black ant-hill of 
speculation. <A burning flush was rising to his cheeks; he 
had no other amusement than to picture in this wise the 
comical ironies of to-morrow’s justice. 

Saccard’s uneasiness had increased. Suppose this wide- 
awake dreamer were after all speaking the truth. Suppose 
he had divined the future. He explained things that seemed 
very clear and sensible. ‘ Bah!’ muttered Saccard, as though 
to reassure himself, ‘all that won’t happen next year.’ 

‘ Certainly not,’ rejoined the young man, again becoming 
serious and weary. ‘We are in the transition period, the 
period of agitation. There will perhaps be revolutionary 
violences ; they are often inevitable. But the exaggerations 
and outbursts are temporary. Oh! Ido not conceal the great 
immediate difficulties. All this future that I dream of seems 
impossible. It is difficult to give people a reasonable idea of 
this future society, the society of just labour, whose morals 
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will be so different toours. Itis like another world in another 
planet. And then, it must be confessed, the scheme of re- 
organisation is not ready; we are still hunting for it. I, who 
now scarcely sleep at all, exhaust my nights in searching. 
For instance, it is certain that our adversaries can say to us: 
“Tf things are as they are, it is because the logic of human 
actions has made them so.’”’ Hence, what a task to take the 
river back to its source, and direct it into another valley! 
The existing social system certainly owes its centuries of 
prosperity to the individualist principle, which emulation and 
personal interest endow with a fertility of production that is 
ever being renewed. Will collectivism ever attain to such 
fertility, and by what means are we to stimulate the productive 
functions of the workman when the idea of profit shall have 
been destroyed? There, to my mind, lies the doubt, the 
anguish, the weak point over which we must fight, if we wish 
the victory of Socialism to be some day won. But we shall 
conquer, because we are Justice. There! you see that build- 
ing in front of you? You see it?’ 

‘The Bourse ?’ said Saccard. ‘Why, yes, of course I 
see it.’ 

‘ Well, it would be stupid to blow it up, because it would 
be rebuilt. Only I predict to you that it will go up of itself 
when the State shall have expropriated it, and have become 
the sole universal bank of the nation; and, who knows ? 
perhaps it will then serve as a public warehouse for our surplus 
wealth, as one of the store-houses where our grandchildren 
will find the necessary supply of luxury for their days of 
festivity.’ 

Thus, with a sweeping comprehensive gesture, did Sigis- 
mond reveal this future of universal average happiness. And 
he had become go excited that a fresh fit of coughing shook 
him, and sent him back to his table, with his elbows among 
his papers and his head in his hands, striving to stifle the 
harsh rattle in his throat. But this time he did not suoceed 
in stopping it. The door suddenly opened, and Busch, having 
dismissed La Méchain, ran in with a bewildered air, suffering 
himself at the sound of that abominable cough. He at once 
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leaned over, and took his brother in his long arms, ag one 
takes hold of a child to scothe its pain. 

‘Come, youngster,’ said he, ‘what is the matter with you, 
that you are stifling like this? You know I wish you to send 
for a doctor. This isn’t reasonable. You surely must have 
talked too much.’ 

And thereupon he darted a side glance at Saccard, who 
had remained in the middle of the room, quite upset by what 
he had just heard from the lips of that tall fellow, so passion- 
ate and so ill, who from his widow on high doubtless cast a 
spell over the Bourse with all his stories of sweeping every- 
thing away, in order to build up everything afresh. 

‘Thanks; I leave you,’ said the visitor, in a hurry to get 
outside again. ‘Send me my letter, with the ten lines of trans- 
lation. I expect some others, and we will settle for them all 
together,’ 

The attack being over, however, Busch detained him a 
moment longer. ‘By the way,’ said he, ‘the lady who was 
here just now used to know you—oh! a long time ago.’ 

‘Ah! where was that ?’ 

‘In the Rue de la Harpe, in 752.’ 

Despite his usual perfect mastery over himself, Saccard 
iurned pale. A nervous twitch distorted his mouth. Not 
that he, at that minute, remembered the girl whom he had 
wronged ; he had never even known of her becoming a mother, 
he was ignorant of the existence of the child. But he always 
greatly disliked being reminded of the wretched years of his 
début in life. 

‘Rue dela Harpe! Oh! I only lived there a week, at the 
time of my arrival in Paris, just long enough to look for rooms. 
Au revoir |’ 

‘Au revoir !’ emphatically answered Busch, who deceived 
himself with the idea that Saccard’s embarrassment implied 
confession, and who was already wondering how largely he 
might prdfit by the adventure. 

On finding himself in the street, Saccard mechanically 
turned back towards the Place de la Bourse. He was trem- 
bling, and did not even look at little Madame Conin, whose 
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pretty blonde face was smiling in the doorway of the stationery 
shop. The agitation had increased on the Place; it was with 
uncurbed flood-tide violence that the clamour of the specu- 
lators swept across the roadway to the footwalks swarming 
with people. It was the last roar, the roar which bursts forth 
as soon as the clock points to a quarter to three, the battle of 
the last quotations, the rageful longing to know who will come 
away with his pockets full. And, standing atthe corner of the 
Rue de la Bourse, opposite the peristyle, Saccard fancied that, 
amid all the confused jostling under the columns he could 
recognise ‘ bear’ Moser and ‘bull’ Pillerault quarrelling, and 
that he could hear the shrill voice of broker Mazaud coming 
from the depths of the great hall,-but drowned occasionally by 
the shouts of Nathansohn, sitting under the clock in the 
coulisse. However, a vehicle, fringing the gutter as it drove 
up, came near spattering him with mud. Massias leaped out, 
even before the driver had stopped, and darted up the steps 
at a bound, bringing, quite out of breath, some customer’s last 
order. 

And Saccard, still motionless and erect, with his eyes fixed 
on the mélée above him, ruminated over his life, haunted by 
the memory of his beginnings, which Busch’s question had 
just awakened. He recalled the Rue de la Harpe, and then 
the Rue Saint-Jacques, through which he had dragged his 
boots, worn down at heel, on arriving in Paris to subdue it like 
& conquering adventurer ; and a fury seized him at the thought 
that he had not subdued it yet, that he was again upon the 
pavement, still watching for fortune, still unsatisfied, tortured 
by such an appetite for enjoyment that never had he suffered 
more. That mad fellow Sigismond was right: labour cannot 
give one life; merely wretches and fools labour, to fatten the 
others. There was only gambling that was worth anything— 
gambling which in one afternoon can at one stroke bring com- 
fort, luxury, life, broad and entire. Even if this old social 
world were fated to crumble some day, could not a man like 
himself still find time and room to satisfy his desires before 
the Downfall ? 

But just then a passer-by jostled him without even turning 
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to apologise. He looked, and recognised Gundermann taking 

his little walk for his health, and saw him enter a confec- 
tioner’s, whence this gold king sometimes brought a france 
box of bondons to his granddaughters. And that elbow-thrust, 
at that minute, in the fit of fever that had been rising in him 
since he had begun the circuit of the Bourse, was like the 
whip-stroke, the last shove that determined him. He had 
completed his investment of the fortress, now he would make 
the assault. He swore to begin a merciless struggle; he 
would not leave France, he would defy his brother, he would 
play the final rubber, a battle of terrible audacity, which 
should either put Paris beneath his heels or throw him into 
the gutter with a broken back. 

Until the moment when the Bourse closed Saccard 
obstinately lingered there, erect at his post of menace and 
observation. He watched the peristyle clearing, the steps 
blackening again as the whole fageged, heated crowd slowly 
scattered. Both on the foot and roadways around him the 
block continued—an endless flow of people, the eternal crowd 
of future victims, the investors of to-morrow, who could not 
pass that great lottery office of speculation without turning 
their heads, curious and fearful as to what might be going on 
there, as to all those mysterious financial operations which 
are the more attractive to French brains as they are pene- 
trated by so few of them. 
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CHAPTER II 
DRWAMS AND SCHEMES 


WHEN, after his last and disastrous land speculation, Saccard 
had been obliged to leave his palace in the Parc Monceau, 
which he abandoned to his creditors in order to avoid a yet 
greater catastrophe, his first idea had been to take refuge with 
his son Maxime. The latter, since the death of his wife, now 
sleeping in a little cemetery in Lombardy, had been living 
alone in a mansion in the Avenue de |’ Impératrice, where he 
had planned out his life with a prudent and ferocious egoism. 
There he spent the fortune of the deceased, methodically, 
without ever overstepping the bounds, like a man in feeble 
health whom vice had prematurely ripened ; and it was in a 
clear voice that he refused to lodge his father in his house, 
wishing, he explained with his smiling, prudent air, that they 
might continue on good terms together. 

Saccard thereupon thought of some other retreat, and was 
on the point of taking a little house at Passy, a retired mer- 
chant’s bourgeois asylum, when he recollected that the first 
and second floors of the Orviedo mansion, in the Rue Saint- 
Lazare, were still unoccupied, with doors and windows closed. 
The Princess d’Orviedo, who had withdrawn into three rooms 
on the second floor since her husband’s death, had not even 
put up any notice ‘To Let’ at the carriage entrance, where 
-the weeds were growing. A low door at the other end of the 
facade led to the second storey by a servants’ staircase. And 
in the course of his business relations with the Princess, 
during the visits that he paid her, Saccard had often been 
astonished at the negligence which she showed in the matter 
of deriving some profit from her property. But she shook her 
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head in reply to his remarks; she had theories of her own 
as to money matters. However, when he applied in his own 
name, she consented at once, and for the ridiculous rent of 
ten thousand francs made over to him both the sumptuous 
ground and first floors, decorated in princely fashion, and 
worth certainly double the money. 

The magnificence displayed by Prince d’Orviedo was well 
remembered. It was in the feverish flush of his immense 
financial fortune, when he had come from Spain to Paris amid 
a rain of millions, that he had bought and redecorated this 
mansion, pending the erection of the palace of marble and 
gold with which he dreamed of astonishing the world. The 
edifice dated from the last century; it had been one of those 
pleasure-houses built in the midst of vast gardens by noble 
gallants. Partially demolished, however, and re-erected in a 
severer style, it had of its park of former days merely retained 
a large court, bordered with stables and coach-houses, which 
the projected Rue du Cardinal-Fesch would surely sweep 
away. The Prince acquired the mansion from the heirs of 
a Mademoiselle Saint-Germain, whose property had formerly 
extended to the Rue des Trois-Fréres, as the further end of 
the Rue Taitbout was once called. The entrance of the 
mansion was still in the Rue Saint-Lazare, adjoining a large 
building of the same period, the whilom Folie-Beauvilliers, 
which the Beauvilliers still occupied, after passing through a 
period of slow ruin; and they there possessed some remnants 
of an admirable garden, with magnificent trees, likewise con- 
demned to disappear in the approaching transformation of 
the district. 

In the midst of his disaster, Saccard still dragged about 
with him a number of servants, the débris of his over- 
numerous household, a valet, a chef, and his wife who had 
charge of the linen, another woman who had remained no 
one Inew why, a coachman and two ostlers; and he filled up 
the stables and coach-houses, putting two horses and three 
carriages in them, and arranged a servants’ dining-hall on the 
ground floor of the house. He had not five hundred francs in 
ash in his coffers, but lived at the rate of two or three hundred 
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thousand francs a year. And with his own person he 
managed to fill the vast first-floor apartments, the three 
drawing- and five bed-rooms, not to mention the immense 
dining-roomt, where covers could be laid for fifty persons. 
Here a door had formerly opened upon an inner staircase, 
leading to another and smaller dining-room on the second 
floor, and the Princess, who had recently let this part of the 
second floor to an engineer, M. Hamelin, a bachelor, living 
with his sister, had contented herself with closing the 
door by the aid of a couple of stout screws. She herself 
shared the old servants’ staircase with the Hamelins, while 
Saccard had the main stairway at his own entire disposal. 
He partially furnished a few rooms with some remnants from 
his Parc Monceau establishment, and left the others empty, 
succeeding, nevertheless, in restoring some life to that series of 
bare, gloomy walls, whence an obstinate hand seemed to have 
torn even the smallest shreds of hangings on the very morrow 
of the Prince’s death. And here then he was able to indulge 
afresh his dream of a great fortune. 

The Princess d’Orviedo was at that time one of the most 
curious notabilities of Paris. Fifteen years previously she 
had resignedly married the Prince, whom she did not love, in 
obedience to the formal command of her mother, the Duchess 
de Combeville. At that period this young girl of twenty had 
been famous for her beauty and exemplary conduct, being very 
religious, and perhaps a little too serious, although loving 
society passionately. She was ignorant of the singular stories 
current regarding the Prince, the sources of his regal fortune 
estimated at three hundred millions of francs—his whole life 
of frightful robberies, perpetrated, not on the skirts of a wood 
and weapon in hand, after the fashion of the noble adventurers 
of former days, but according to the system of the correct 
modern bandit, in the broad sunlight of the Bourse, where 
amidst death and ruin he had emptied the pockets of poor 
credulous folks, Over therein Spain, and here in France, the 
Prince for twenty years had appropriated the lion’s share in 
every great legendary piece of rascality. Although suspecting 
nothing of the mire and blood in which he had just picked up 
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s0 many millions, his wife at their first meeting had felt a 
repugnance towards him, which even her religious sentiments 
were powerless to overcome; and to this antipathy was soon 
added a secret, growing rancour at having no child by this 
marriage, to which she had submitted for obedience’ sake. 
Maternity would have sufficed her, for she adored children ; 
and thus she came to hate this man, who, after taking from 
her all hope of love, had even been unable to satisfy her 
maternal longings. It was then that the Princess was seen to 
precipitate herself into a life of unheard-of luxury, dazzling 
Paris with the brilliancy of her fétes, and displaying in all 
things such magnificence that even the Tuileries were said to 
be jealous. Then suddenly, on the day after the Prince died 
from a stroke of apoplexy, the mansion in the Rue Saint- 
Lazare fell into absolute silence, complete darkness. Not a 
light, not a sound ; doors and windows alike remained closed ; 
and the rumour spread that the Princess, after violently 
stripping the lower part of the house, had withdrawn, like a 
recluse, into three little rooms on the second floor, with old 
Sophie, her mother’s former maid, who had brought her up. 
When she reappeared in public, she wore a simple black 
woollen dress, with a lace fichw concealing her hair. Short 
and still plump, with her narrow forehead and her pretty 
round face with pearly teeth hidden by tightly-set lips, she 
already had a yellow complexion, with the silent countenance 
of a woman who has but one desire, one purpose in life, like 
a nun long immured in the cloister. She had just reached 
thirty, and lived henceforth solely for deeds of charity on a 
‘colossal scale. 

The surprise of Paris was very great, and all sorts of extra- 
ordinary stories began to circulate. The Princess had 
inherited her husband’s entire fortune, the famous three 
hundred millions of francs,! which the newspapers were 
always talking about. And the legend which finally sprang 
up Was a romantic one. A man, a mysterious stranger 
dressed in black, it was said, had suddenly appeared one 
evening in the Princess’s chamber just as she was going to 
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bed, without her ever understanding by what secret door he had 
gained admission ; and what this man had told her no one in the 
world knew ; but he must have revealed to her the abominable 
origin of those three hundred millions, and perhaps have 
exacted from her an oath to offer reparation for so many 
iniquities, if she wished to avoid the most frightful cata- 
strophes. Then the man had disappeared ; and now during 
the five years that she had been a widow, either in obedience 
to an order received from the realms beyond, or through 
simple revolt of honesty when the record of her fortune had 
fallen into her hands, she had lived in a burning fever of 
renunciation and reparation. All the pent-up feelings of this 
woman, who had not known love, and who had not succeeded 
in becoming a mother, and especially her unsatisfied affection 
for children, blossomed forth in a veritable passion for the 
poor, the weak, the disinherited, the suffering, from whom 
she believed the stolen millions to be withheld, to whom she 
swore to restore them royally in a rain of alms. A fixed 
idea took possession of her, a thought she could not get rid of 
had been driven into her brain; she henceforth simply looked 
upon herself as a banker with whom the poor had deposited 
those millions, in order that they might be employed for 
their benefit in the most advantageous way. She herself 
was but an accountant, a business agent, living in a realm to 
, figures, amidst a population of notaries, architects, and work- 
men. She had established a vast office in town, where a score 
of employees worked. In her three small rooms at home she 
only received four or five intermediaries, her lieutenants; and 
there she passed her days, at a desk, like the director of some 
great enterprise, cloistered far away from the importunate 
among a growing heap of papers spread out all around her 
It was a dream to relieve every miscry, from that of the child 
who suffers from being born, to that of the old man who can- 
not die without suffering. During those five years, scattering 
gold by the handful, she had founded the St. Mary’s Infant 
Asylum at La Villette—an asylum with white cradles for the 
very little and blue beds for the bigger ones—a vast, well- 
lighted establishment, already occupied by three hundred 
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éhildren; then had come the St. Joseph’s Orphan Asylum at 
Saint Mandé, where a hundred boys and a hundred girls 
received such education and training as are given in bourgeais 
families; next an asylum for the aged at Chatillon, capable of 
accommodating fifty men and fifty women, and finally a 
hospital—the St. Marceau Hospital it was called—in one of 
the suburbs of Paris. Here the wards, containing a couple of 
hundred beds, had only just been opened. But her favourite 
foundation, that which at this moment absorbed her whole 
heart, was the Institute of Work,! a creation of her own, 
which was to take the place of the House of Correction, and 
where three hundred children, one hundred and fifty girls and 
one hundred and fifty boys, rescued from crime and debauchery 
on the pavements of Paris, were to be regenerated by good 
care and apprenticeship at a trade. These various founda- 
tions, with large donations to public establishments and a 
reckless prodigality in private charity, had in five years 
devoured almost a hundred millions of francs. At this rate, 
in a few years more she would be ruined, without having 
reserved even a small income to buy the bread and milk upon 
which she nowlived. When her old servant Sophie, breaking 
her accustomed silence, scolded her with a harsh word, 
prophesying that she would die a beggar, she gave a feeble 
smile, now the only one that ever appeared on her colourless 
lips, a divine smile of hope. 

It was precisely in connection with the Tasteute of Work 
that Saccard made Princess d’Orviedo’s acquaintance. He 
was one of the owners of the land which she bought for this 
institution, an old garden planted with beautiful trees reaching 
to the Park of Neuilly, and skirting the Boulevard Bineau. 
He had attracted her by his brisk way of doing business; and, 
certain difficulties arising with her contractors, she wished to 
see him again. He himself had become greatly interested 
in what she was doing—struck, charmed by the grand plan 
which she had imposed upon the architect: two monumental 
mings, one for the boys, the other for the girls, connected with 
each a by a main building containing the chapel, the 
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common departments, the offices, and various services; and 
each wing with its spacious yard, its workshops, its out- 
buildings of all sorts. But what particularly fired his enthu- 
siasm, given his own taste for the grand and the gorgeous, 
was the luxury displayed, the very vastness of the edifice, the 
materials employed in building it—materials which would 
defy the centuries—the marble lavished upon all sides, the 
kitchen walled and floored with fatence, and with sufficient 
accommodation for the roasting of an ox, the gigantic dining- 
halls with rich oak panellings and ceilings, the dormitories 
flooded with light and enlivened with bright paintings, the 
linen room, the bath room, and the infirmary, where all the 
appointments bespoke extreme refinement; and on all sides 
there were broad entrances, stairways, corridors, ventilated in 
summer and heated in winter; and the entire house, bathed 
in the sunlight, had the gaiety of youth, the complete comfort 
which only immense wealth can procure. When the anxious 
architect, considering all this magnificence useless, spoke to 
the Princess of the expense, she stopped him with a word: 
she had enjoyed luxury; she wished to give it to the poor, 
that they might enjoy it in their turn—they who create the 
luxury of the rich. Her fixed idea centred in this dream: to 
gratify every desire of the wretched, to provide them with the 
same beds, the same fare, as the fortunate ones of this world. 

There was to be no question of a crust of bread, or a chance 
pallet by way of alms; but life on a large scale within this 
palace, where they would be at home, taking their revenge, 
tasting the enjoyment of conquerors. Only, amidst all this 
Squandering, all these enormous estimates, she was abomi- 
nably robbed ; a swarm of contractors lived upon her, to say 
nothing of the losses due to inadequate superintendence ; the 
Property of the poor was being wasted. And it was Saccard 
who opened her eyes to this, begging her to let him set her 
accounts straight. And he did this in a thoroughly disinte- 
rested way, solely for the pleasure of regulating this mad dance 
of millions which aroused his enthusiasm. Never before had 
he shown himself so scrupulously honest. In this colossal, 
complicated affair he proved the most active, most upright of 
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helpers, giving his time and even his money, taking his 
reward simply in the delight which he felt at such large sums 
passing through his hands. Scarcely anyone but himself was 
known at the Institute of Work, whither the Princess never 
went, any more than she visited her other establishments, 
preferring to remain hidden within her three little rooms, like 
some invisible good fairy, whilst he was adored, blessed, over- 
whelmed with all the gratitude which she did not seem to 
desire. 

It was at this time undoubtedly that Saccard began nursing 
the indefinite project, which, when once he was installed as 
a tenant in the Orviedo mansion, became transformed into a 
sharp, well-defined desire. Why should he not devote himself 
entirely to the management of the Princess’s charitable enter- 
prises? In the period of doubt in which he found himself, 
vanquished on the field of speculation, not knowing how to 
rebuild his fortune, this course appeared to him like a new 
incarnation, a sudden deifical ascent. To become the dispenser 
of that royal charity, the channel through which would roll 
that flood of gold that was pouring upon Paris! There were 
two hundred millions left; what works might still be created, 
what a city of miracle might be made to spring from the 
soil! To say nothing of the fact that he would make those 
millions fruitful, double, triple them, know so well how to 
employ them that he would make them yield a world. Then, 
in his passionate fever, his ideas broadened ; he lived in this 
one intoxicating thought of scattering those millions broad- 
cast in endless alms, of drowning all happy France with 
them ; and he grew sentimental, for his probity was without 
a reproach—not a sou stuck to his fingers. In his brain—the 
brain of a visionary—a giant idyl took shape, the idyl of one 
free from all self-consciousness, an idyl in no wise due to any 
desire to atone for his old financial brigandage. There was 
the less cause for any such desire, as at the end there atill lay 
the dream of his entire life, the conquest of Paris. To be 
the king of charity, the adored God of the multitude of the 
poor, to become unique and popular, to occupy the attention 
of the world—it even surpassed his ambition. What prodigies 
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could he not realize, should he employ in goodness his bust- 
ness faculties, his strategy, obstinacy, and utter freedom from 
prejudice! And he would have the irresistible power which 
wins battles, money, coffers full of money, which often does 
so much harm, and which would do so much good as soon as 
it should be used to satisfy his pride and pleasure. 

Then, enlarging his project still further, Saccard came to 
the point of asking himself why he should not marry the 
Princess d’Orviedo. That would determine their mutual 
position, and prevent all evil interpretations. For a month 
he manceuvred adroitly, disclosed superb plans, sought to 
make himself indispensable; and one day, in a tranquil voice, 
again becoming ingenuous, he made his proposal, developed 
his great project. It was a veritable partnership that he pro- 
posed ; he offered himself as the liquidator of the sums stolen 
by the Prince; pledged himself to return them to the poor 
tenfold. The Princess, in her eternal black dress, with her 
lace fichu on her head, listened to him attentively, no emotion 
whatever animating her sallow face. She was very much 
struck with the advantages that such an association might 
offer, and quite indifferent to the other considerations. How- 
ever, having postponed her answer till the next day, she 
finally refused; she had upon reflection doubtless realized 
that she would no longer be sole mistress of her charities, 
and these she meant to dispense with absolute sovereignty, 
even if she did so madly. However, she explained that she 
would be happy to retain him as a counsellor; and showed 
how precious she considered his collaboration by begging him 
to continue to attend to the Institute of Work, of which he 
was the real director. 

For a whole week Saccard experienced violent chagrin, as 
one does at the loss of a cherished idea; not that he felt 
himself falling back into the abyss of brigandage; but, just 
a8 @ Sentimental song will bring tears to the eyes of the most 
abject drunkard, so this colossal idyl of good accomplished by 
dint of millions had moved his corsair soul. Once more he 
fell, and from a great height: it seemed to him that he was 
dethroned, From money he had always sought to derive, in 
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addition to the satisfaction of his appetites, the magnificence 
of a princely life, and never had he sufficiently achieved it. 
He grew enraged as one by one his tumbles carried away his 
hopes. And thus, when his project was destroyed by the 
Princess’s quiet, precise refusal, he was thrown back into a 
furious desire for battle. To fight, to prove the strongest in 
the stern war of speculation, to eat up others in order to keep 
them from eating him, was, after his thirst for splendour 
and enjoyment, the one great motive of his passion for busi- 
ness. Though he did not heap up treasure, he had another 
joy, the delight attending on the struggle between vast 
amounts of moncy pitted against one another—fortunes set in 
battle array, like contending army corps, the clash of con- 
flicting millions, with defeats and victories that intoxicated 
him. And forthwith there rcturned his hatred of Gunder- 
mann, his ungovernable longing for revenge. To conquer 
Gundermann was the chimerical desire that haunted him, 
each time that he found himself prostrate, vanquished. 
Though he felt the childish folly attaching to such an 
attempt, might he not at least cut into him, make a place for 
himself opposite him, force him to share, like those monarchs 
of neighbouring countries and equal power who treat each 
other as cousins? Then it was that the Bourse again 
attracted him; his head once more became full of schemes 
that he might launch ; conflicting projects claimed him in all 
directions, putting him in such a fover that he knew not what 
to decide until the day came when a supreme, stupendous 
idea evolved itself from amidst all the others, and gradually 
gained entire possession of him. 

Since he had been living in the Orvicdo mansion, 
Baccard had occasionally seen the sister of the engineer 
Hamelin, who lived in the little suite of rooms on the second 
floor, a woman with an admirable figure—Madame Caroline 
she was familiarly called. What had especially struck him, 
at their first meeting, was her superb white hair, a royal 
crown of white hair, which had a most singular effect on the 
brow of this woman, who was still young, scarcely thirty-six 
‘years old. At the age of five and twenty her hair had thus 
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turned completely white. Her eyebrows, which had 
remained black and very thick, imparted an expression of 
youth, and of extreme oddity, to her ermine-girt countenance. 
She had never been pretty, for her nose and chin were too 
pronounced, and her mouth large with thick lips expressive of , 
exquisite kindliness. But certainly that white fleece, that 
wavy whiteness of fine silken hair, softened her rather stern 
physiognomy, and added a grandmother’s smiling charm to the 
freshness and vigour of a beautiful, passionate woman. She 
was tall and strongly built, with a free and very noble 
carriage. 

Every time he met her, Saccard, shorter than she was, 
followed her with his eyes, in an interested way, secretly 
envying her tall figure, her healthy breadth of shoulders. And 
gradually, through the servants, he became acquainted with 
the whole history of the Hamelins, Caroline and George. 
They were the children of a Montpellier physician, a remark- 
able savant, an enthusiastic Catholic, who had died poor. At 
the time of their father’s death the girl was eighteen and the 
boy nineteen ; and, the latter having just entered the Poly- 
technic School, his sister followed him to Paris, where she 
Secured a place as governess. It was she who slipped five- 
franc pieces into his hand, and kept him in pocket-money 
during his two years’ course; later, when, having graduated 
with a low rank, he had to tramp the pavements, it was still 
she who supported him until he found employment. They 
adored each other, and it was their dream never to separate. 
Nevertheless, an unhoped-for marriage offering itself—the 
good grace and keen intelligence of the young girl having 
made the conquest of a millionaire brewer in the house where 
she was employed—George wished her to accept; a thing 
which he cruelly repented of, for, after a fow years of married 
life, Caroline was obliged to apply for a separation in order to 
avoid being killed by her husband, who drank and pursued 
her with a knife in fits of imbecile jealousy. She was then 
twenty-six years old, and again found herself poor, obstinately 
refusing to claim any alimony from the man whom she left. 
But her brother had at last, after many attempts, put his 
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hand upon a work that pleased him: he was about to start 
for Egypt, with the Commission appointed to prosecute the 
first investigations connected with the Suez Canal, and he 
took his sister with him. She bravely established herself at 
Alexandria, and again began giving lessons, while he travelled 
about the country. Thus they remained in Egypt until 1859, 
and saw the first blows of the pick struck upon the shore at 
Port Said by a meagre gang of barely a hundred and fifty 
navvies, lost amid the sands, and commanded by a handful 
of engineers. Then Hamelin, having been sent to Syria to 
ensure a constant supply of provisions, remained there, in 
consequence of a quarrel with his chiefs. He made Caroline 
come to Beyrout, where other pupils awaited her, and 
launched out into a big enterprise, under the patronage of a 
French company—the laying out of a carriage road from 
Beyrout to Damascus, the first, the only route opened through 
the passes of the Lebanon range. And thus they lived there 
three years longer, until the road was finished ; he visiting the 
mountains, absenting himself for two months to make a trip 
to Constantinople through the Taurus, she following him as 
soon as she could escape, and fully sharing the revivalist pro- 
jects which he formed, whilst tramping about this old land, 
slumbering beneath the ashes of dead and vanished civilisa- 
tions. He had a portfolio full of ideas and plans, and felt the 
imperative necessity of returning to France if he was to give 
shape to all his vast schemes, establish companies, and find 
the necessary capital. And so, after nine years’ residence in 
the East, they started off, and curiosity prompted them to 
return by way of Egypt, where the progress made with the 
works of the Suez Canal filled them with enthusiasm. In 
four years a city had grown up on the strand at Port Said; 
an entire people was swarming there; the human ants were 
multiplying, changing the face of the earth. In Paris, how- 
ever, dire ill-luck awaited Hamelin. For fifteen months he 
struggled on with his projects, unable to impart his faith to 
anyone, too modest as he was, too taciturn, stranded on that 
second floor of the Orviedo mansion, in a little suite of five 
rooms, for which he paid twelve hundred francs a year, farther 
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from success than he had even been when roaming over the 
mountains and plains of Asia. Their savings rapidly decreased, 
and brother and sister came at last to a position of great 
embarrassment. 

In fact, it was this that interested Saccard—the growing 
sadness of Madame Caroline, whose hearty gaiety was dimmed 
by the discouragement into which she saw her brother falling. 
She was to some extent the man of the household; George, 
who greatly resembled her physically, though of slighter build, 
had a rare faculty for work, but he became absorbed in his 
studies, and did not like to be roused from them. Never had 
he cared to marry, not feeling the need of doing so, his adora- 
tion of his sister sufficing him. This whilom student of the 
Polytechnic School, whose conceptions were so vast, whose 
zeal was so ardent in everything he undertook, at times 
evinced such simplicity that one would have deemed him 
rather stupid. Brought up, too, in the narrowest Romanism 
he had kept the religious faith of a child, careful in his obser- 
vance of all rites and ceremonies like a thorough believer ; 
whereas his sister had regained possession of herself by dint 
of reading and learning during the long hours when he was 
plunged in his technical tasks. She spoke four languages ; 
she had read the economists and the philosophers, and had 
for a time been moved to enthusiasm by socialistic and 
evolutionary theories. Subsequently, however, she had quieted 
down, acquiring—notably by her travels, her long residence 
among far-off civilisations—a broad spirit of tolerance and 
well-balanced common-sense. Though she herself no longer 
believed, she retained great respect for her brother’s faith. 
There had been one explanation between them, after which 
they had nover referred to the matter again. She, with her 
simplicity and good-nature, was a woman of real intelligence; 
and, facing life with extraordinary courage, with a gay bravery 
which withstood the cruel blows of fate, she was in the habit 
of saying that a single sorrow alone remained within her—- 
that of never having had a, child. 

Saccard was able to render Hamelin a service—some little 
work which he secured for him from some investors who 
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needed an engineer to report upon the output of a now machine, 
and thus he forced an intimacy with the brother and sister, and 
frequently went up to spend an hour with them in their salon, 
their only large room, which they had transformed into a 
work room. This room remained virtually bare, for its only 
furniture consisted of a long designing table, a smaller table 
covered with papers, and half a dozen chairs. Books were 
heaped up on the mantel-shelf, whilst on the walls an impro- 
vised decoration enlivened the blank space—a series of plans, 
of bright water-colour drawings, each held in place by four 
tacks. The plans were those which Hamelin had gathered to- 
gether in his portfolio of projects; they were the notes he had 
taken in Syria, the bases on which he hoped to build up all his 
future fortune; whereas the water-colours were the work of 
Madame Caroline—Eastern views, types, and costumes which 
she had noted while accompanying her brother about, which 
she had sketched with keen insight into the laws of colour, 
though in a very unpretending way. Two larger windows 
overlooking the garden of the Beauvilliers mansion admitted 
a bright light to illumine these straggling designs, typical of 
another life, of an ancient society sinking into dust, which the 
plans, firmly and mathematically outlined, seemed about to 
put upon its feet again, supported, as it were, by the solid 
scaffolding of modern science. And Saccard, when he had 
rendered himself useful, with that display of activity which 
made him so charming, would often linger before the plans 
and water-colours, seduced, and continually asking for fresh 
explanations. Vast schemes were already germinating in his 
brain. 

One morning he found Madame Caroline seated alone at 
the little table which she used as her desk. She was dread- 
fully sad, her hands resting among her papers. 

" * What can you expect ?’ said she, ‘ things are turning out 
very badly. I am brave, but everything seems about to fail 
us at once; and what distresses me is the powerlessness to 
which misfortune reduces my poor brother, for he is not valiant, 
bé hag no strength except for work. I thought of getting 
another situation as governess, that I might at least help him. 
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But I have sought, and found nothing. Yet I cannot go out 
working as a charwoman.’ 

Never had Saccard seen her so upset, so dejected. ‘The 
devil ! you have not come to that!’ he cried. 

She shook her head, and evinced great bitterness against 
life, which she usually accepted so jovially, even when at its 
worst. And Hamelin just then coming in with the news of a 
fresh disappointment, big tears ran slowly down her cheeks. 
She spoke no further, but sat there, her hands clenched on 
the table, her eyes wandering away into space. 

‘And to think,’ said Hamelin, ‘that there are millions 
awaiting us in the East, if someone would only help me to 
make them !’ 

Saccard had planted himself in front of a plan representing 
a view of a pavilion surrounded by vast storehouses. ‘ What 
is that?’ he asked, 

‘Oh! something I did for my amusement,’ explained the 
engineer, ‘It’s the plan of a dwelling at Beyrout for the 
manager of the Company which I dreamed of, you know, the 
United Steam Navigation Company.’ 

He became animated, and went into fresh particulars. 
During his stay in the East, he had noticed how defective were 
all the transport services. The various companies established 
at Marseilles were ruining one another by competition, and 
were unable to provide vessels in sufficient number or of suf- 
ficient comfort. One of his first ideas, the very basis indeed 
of his many enterprises, was to syndicate these services, to 
unite them in one vast, wealthy company, which should ex- 
ploit the entire Mediterranean, and acquire the sovereign con- 
trol thereof, by establishing lines to all the ports of Africa, 
Spain, Italy, Greece, Egypt, Asia, and even the remotest parts 
of the Black Sea. It was a scheme worthy at once of a shrewd 
organiser and a good patriot; it meant the East conquered, 
given to France, to say nothing of the close relations which it 
would establish with Syria, where lay the vast field of his 
proposed operations. 

‘Syndicates,’ murmured Saccard— yes, nowadays thefuture 
Seems to lie in that direotion. It is such a powerful form of 
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association! Three or four little enterprises, which vegetate 
in isolation, acquire irresistible vitality and prosperity as soon 
as they unite. Yes, to-morrow belongs to the association of 
capital, to the centralised efforts of immense masses. All in- 
dustry and commerce will end in a single huge bazaar, where 
a man will provide himself with everything.’ 

He had stopped again, this time before a water-colour which 
represented a wild locality, an arid gorge, blocked up by a 
gigantic pile of rocks crowned with brambles. ‘Oh! oh!’ he 
resumed, ‘here is the end of the world. There can be no 
danger of being jostled by passers-by in that nook.’ 

‘A Carmel gorge,’ answered Hamelin. ‘My _ sister 
sketched it while I was making my studies in that neighbour- 
hood,’ and he added simply: ‘See! between the cretaceous 
limestone and the porphyry which raised up that limestone 
over the entire mountain-side, there is a considerable vein of 
sulphuretted silver—yes, a silver mine, the working of which, 
according to my calculations, would yield enormous profits.’ 

‘A silver mine?’ repeated Saccard eagerly. 

Madame Caroline, with her eyes still wandering far away, 
had overheard them amid her fit of sadness, and, as if a vision 
had risen before her, she said : ‘Carmel, ah! what a desert, 
what days of solitude! It is full of myrtle and broom, which 
make the warm air balmy. And there are eagles continually 
circling aloft—and to think of all this silver, sleeping in that 
sepulchre, beside so much misery, where one would like to see 
happy multitudes, workshops, cities spring up—a whole people 
regenerated by toil.’ 

‘A road could easily be opened from Carmel to Saint Jean 
d’Acre,’ continued Hamelin. ‘And I firmly believe that iron, 
too, would be found there, for it abounds in all the mountains 
in the neighbourhood. I have also studied a new system of 
extraction, by which large savings could be made. Allis ready ; 
it is only a matter of finding the capital.’ 

‘The Carmel Silver Mining Company !’ murmured Saccard. 

But it was now the engineer who, with raised eyes, went 
from one plan to another, again full of this labour of his life, 
seized with fever, at thought of the brilliant future which wag 
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sleeping there while want was paralysing him. ‘And these 
are only the small preliminary affairs,’ he continued. ‘ Look 
at this series of plans; here is the grand stroke, a complete 
railway system traversing Asia Minor from end toend. The 
lack of convenient and rapid communication, that is the 
primary cause of the stagnation into which this rich country 
has sunk. You would not find a single carriage road there, 
travel and transport being invariably effected by means of 
mules or camels. So imagine the revolution if the iron horse 
could penetrate to the confines of the desert! Industry and 
commerce would be increased ténfold, civilisation would be 
victorious, Europe would at last open the gates of the East. 
Oh! if it interests you, we will talk of it in detail. And you 
shall see, you shall see ! ’ 

And such was his excitement that he could not refrain from 
straightway entering into explanations. It was especially 
during his journey to Constantinople that he had studied his 
projected railway system. The great, the only difficulty was 
presented by the Taurus mountains ; but he had explored the 
different passes, and asserted that a direct and comparatively 
inexpensive line was possible. However, it was not his inten- 
tion to make the system complete at one stroke. On obtaining 
a full grant from the Sultan, it would be prudent at the outset 
to merely lay down the mother line, from Broussa to Beyrout, 
by way of Angora and Aleppo. Later on, they might lay down 
branch lines from Smyrna to Angora, and from Trebizond to 
Angora, by way of Erzeroum and Sivas. ‘ And after that, and 
after that,’ he continued; but, instead of finishing, he con- 
tented himself with a smile, not daring to tell how farhe had 
carried the audacity of his projects. 

‘Ah! the plains at the foot of Taurus,’ said Madame 
Caroline, in the slow, low voice of an awakened sleeper ; ‘ what 
& delightful paradise! One has only to scratch the earth, and 
harvests spring up in abundance. The boughs of the fruit 
trees, peach, cherry, fig, and almond, break under their weight 
of fruit. And what fields of olive and mulberry—dense as 
woods! And what a natural, easy existence in that light 
atmosphere, under that sky for ever blue!' 
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Saceard began to laugh, with that shrill laugh betokening 
& fine appetite, which was his whenever he scented fortune. 
And, as Hamelin went on talking yet of more projects, 
notably of the establishment of a bank at Constantinople, 
with just an allusion to the all-powerful relations which he 
had left behind him, especially with the entourage of the 
Grand Vizier, he interrupted him to say gaily: ‘ Why, it is 
Tom Tiddler’s land, one could sell it!’ Then, very familiarly 
resting both hands on the shoulders of Madame Caroline, 
who was still sitting at the table, he added: ‘ Don’t despair, 
madame. I have great sympathy for you; between us, your 
brother and I, we will do something that will benefit all of 
us. You'll see; be patient, and wait.’ 

During the ensuing month Saccard again procured some 
little jobs for the engineer ; and though he talked no further 
of the latter’s grand enterprises, he must have steadily thought 
of them, hesitating the while on account of their crushing 
magnitude. 

The bond of intimacy between them was drawn tighter, 
‘however, by the wholly natural fashion in which Madame 
Caroline came to occupy herself with his household, the 
household of a single man, whose resources were diminished 
by useless expenses, and who was the worse served the more 
servants he had. He, so shrewd out of doors, famous for the 
vigour and cunning of his hand when any huge robbery had 
to be perpetrated, let everything go helter-skelter at home, 
careless of the frightful waste that tripled his expenses; and 
the absence of a woman was cruelly felt, even in the smallest 
matters. When Madame Caroline perceived how he was 
being pillaged, she at first gave him advice, and then inter- 
vened in person, with the result of effecting a saving in two 
or three directions, so that one day he laughingly offered her 
@ position as his housekeeper. Why not? She had sought 
a place as governess, and might well accept an honourable 
situation, which would permit her to wait. The offer made 
im jest became a serious one. Would it not give her oceu- 
pation, and enable her to assist her brother to the extent, at 
any rate, of the three hundred francs a month that Saccard 
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tvas willing to give? And so she accepted. She reformed 
the household in a week, discharging the chef and his wife, 
and replacing them by a female cook, who, with the valet 
and the coachman, would suffice for Saccard’s requirements. 
Further, she retained but one horse and one carriage, as- 
sumed authority over everything, and examined the accounts 
with such scrupulous care that at the end of the first fortnight 
she had reduced expenses by one-half. He was delighted, 
and jokingly told her that it was he who was now robbing her, 
and that she ought to have claimed a percentage on all the 
profits that she realised for him. 

Then a very intimate life began. Saccard had the idea of 
removing the screws that fastened the door which supplied 
communication between the two suites of rooms, and they 
went up and down freely, from one dining-room to the other, 
by the inner staircase. While her brother was at work, shut 
up from morning till night, busy with the task of putting his 
Ivastern designs in order, Madame Caroline, leaving her own 
houschold to the care of the one servant in her employ, came 
down at all hours of the day to give her orders, as though she 
were at home. It had become Saccard’s joy to see this tall, 
stately woman continually appear and cross the rooms with a 
firm, superb step, bringing with her the ever-unexpected 
gaicty of her white hair flying about her young face. Again 
she was very gay; she had recovered her courage now that 
she felt she was useful once more, her time occupied, her feet 
ever on the move. Without any affectation of simplicity, she 
always wore a black dress, in the pocket of which could be 
heard the jingling of her bunch of keys; and it certainly 
amused her—she, the woman of learning, the philosopher—to 
be solely a good housewife, the housekeeper of a prodigal, 
whom she was beginning to love as one loves naughty 
children. He, greatly attracted for a time, calculating that 
after all there was but a difference of fourteen years between 
them, had asked himself what would happen should he some 
day talk to her of love. He knew, however, that a friend of 
her brother’s, a Monsieur Beaudoin, a merchant whom they 
had left at Beyrout, and whose return to France was near at 
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hand, had been much in love with her, to the point indeed of 
offering to wait for the death of her husband, who had just 
been shut up in an ‘asylum, crazy with alcoholism. 

In this connection it suddenly happened that Madame 
Caroline subsided into deep sorrow. One morning she came 
down dejected, extremely pale, and with heavy eyes. Saccard 
could learn nothing from her; in fact, he ceased to question 
her, so obstinately did she declare that there was no trouble, 
and that she was just as usual. Only on the following day 
did he understand matters on finding in the rooms upstairs 
the printed notification of M. Beaudoin’s marriage to an English 
consul’s daughter, who was both very young and immensely 
rich. The blow must have been the harder because of the 
arrival of the news in this way, without any preparation, with- 
out even a farewell. It was a complete collapse in the 
unfortunate woman’s existence, the loss of the far-off hope to 
which she had clung in hours of disaster. And chance also 
proved abominably cruel, for only two days before she had 
Jearnt that her husband was dead ; for forty-eight hours she 
had been able to believe in the approaching realisation of her 
dream, and then her life had fallen into ruin, leaving her asif 
annihilated. That same evening, when, in accordance with 
her habit, she entered Saccard’s rooms to talk of the orders 
for the next day, he spoke to her of her misfortune so gently 
that she burst out sobbing ; and then the inevitable came to 
pass, words of comfort were at last followed by words of love, 
and Madame Caroline fell. 

For a fortnight afterwards she remained in a state of 
frightful sadness. The strength of life, that impulse which 
makes existence a necessity and a delight, had abandoned her. 
She attended to her manifold occupations, but like one whose 
mind was far away, without any illusion as to the ratio and 
interest of things. She personified the human machine still 
toiling on, but in despair over the annihilation of everything. 
And, amid this shipwreck of her bravery and gaiety, she had 
but one distraction, that of passing all her spare time with her 
brow pressed against the panes of one of the windows of the 
large work-room, her eyes fixed upon the garden of the 
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neighbouring mansion, that Hétel Beauvilliers where, since 
the first days of her sojourn in the neighbourhood, she had 
divined the presence of anguish, of one of those hidden 
miseries which are all the more distressing by reason of the 
effort made to save appearances. There, too, were beings who 
suffered, and her sorrow was, so to speak, steeped in their 
tears; at sight of which she was so overcome with melancholy 
as to deem herself insensible, dead, lost in the sorrow of 
others. 

These Beauvilliers—who, to say nothing of their immense 
estates in Touraine and Anjou, had formerly possessed & 
magnificent mansion in the Rue de Grenelle—now, in Paris, 
only owned this old pleasure-house, built at the beginning of 
the last century outside the city walls, and at present shut in 
among the gloomy buildings of the Rue Saint-Lazare. The 
few beautiful trees of the garden lingered there, as at the 
bottom of a well; and the cracked, crumbling entrance-steps 
were covered with moss. The place seemed like some corner 
of Nature put in prison, a meek, mournful nook where dumb 
despair reigned, and where the sun only cast a greenish light, 
which chilled one’s shoulders. And in this still, damp, cellar- 
like place, at the top of the disjoined steps, the first person 
noticed by Madame Caroline had been the Countess de 
Beauvilliers, a tall, thin woman of sixty, with perfectly white 
hair and a very noble old-time air. With her large straight 
nose, thin lips, and particularly long neck, she looked like a 
very old swan, meekly woeful. Then, almost immediately 
behind her, had come her daughter, Alice de Beauvilliers, 
now twenty-five years old, but with such an impoverished 
constitution that one would have taken her for a little girl, 
had it not been for the spoiled complexion and already drawn 
features of her face. She was her mother over again, but 
more puny and with less aristocratic nobility, her neck elon- 
gated to the point of ugliness, having nothing left her, indeed, 
but the pitiful charm that may cling to the last daughter of a 
great race. The two women had been living alone since the 
s0n, Ferdinand de Beauvilliers, had enlisted in the Pontifical 
Zouaves, after the battle of Castelfidardo, lost by Lamoriciére. 
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Every day, when it did not rain, they thus appeared, one 
behind the other, and, descending the steps, made the circuit of 
the little central grass-plot, without exchanging a word. The 
path was merely edged with ivy; flowers would not have 
grown in such a spot, or perhaps they would have cost too 
dear. And the slow promenade—undoubtedly a simple 
constitutional—made by those two pale women, under the 
centenarian trees which long ago had witnessed so many 
festivities, and which the neighbouring bourgeois houses were 
now stifling, was suggestive of a melancholy grief, as though 
they had been performing some mourning ceremony for old, 
dead things. 

Her interest aroused, Madame Caroline had watched her 
neighbours out of tender sympathy, without evil curiosity of any 
kind ; and gradually from her view of the garden she penetrated 
their life, which they hid with jealous care from the street. 
There was still a horse in the stable, and a carriage in the 
coach-house, in the care of an old domestic who was at once 
valet, coachman, and door-porter ; just as there was a cook, 
who also served as a chambermaid; but if the carriage went 
out at the main gate, with the horse properly harnessed, to 
take the ladies visiting, and if there was a certain display at 
table in the winter, at the fortnightly dinners to which a few 
friends came, how long were the fasts, how sordid the econo- 
mies that were hourly practised in order to secure this false 
semblance of fortune! In a little shed, screened from every 
eye, there were, in order to reduce the laundry bill, continual 
washings of wretched garments worn out by frequent soaping, 
and mended thread by thread; three or four vegetables were 
picked for the evening meal; bread was allowed to grow stale 
on @ board, in order that less of it might be eaten; all sorta 
of avaricious, mean, and touching practices were resorted to } 
the old coachman would sew up the holes in Mademoiselle’s 
boots, the cook would blacken the tips of Madame’s faded 
gloves with ink; and then the mother’s dresses were passed 
ever to the daughter after ingenious transformations; and 
hats and bonnets lasted for years, thanks to changes of flowers 
and ribbons. 
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When they were expecting no one, the reception rooms 
on the ground floor were kept carefully closed, as well as the 
large apartments of the first storey ; for, of the whole large 
pile, the two women now occupied but one small room, which 
they used both as their dining-room and boudoir. When the 
window was partly open, the Countess could be seen mending 
her linen, like some needy little bowrgeoise; while the young 
girl, between her piano and her box of water-colours, knit 
stockings and mittens for her mother. One very stormy day, 
both were seen to go down into the garden, and gather up the 
sand of the pathway, which the violence of the rain was 
sweeping away. 

Madame Caroline now knew their history. The Countess 
de Beauvilliers had suffered much from her husband, a rake 
of whom she had never complained. One evening they had 
brought him home to her at Vendome, with the death-rattle 
in his throat and a bullet-hole through his body. There was 
talk of a hunting accident, some shot fired by a jealous 
gamekeeper whose wife or daughter he had probably seduced. 
And the worst of it was that with him vanished that formerly 
colossal fortune of the Beauvilliers, consisting of immense 
tracts of land, regal domains, which the Revolution had 
already found diminished, and which his father and himself 
had now exhausted. Of all the vast property, a single farm 
remained, the Aublets, situated at afew leagues from Vendéme 
and yielding a rental of about fifteen thousand francs, the 
sole resource left for the widow and her two children. The 
mansion in the Rue de Grenelle had long since been sold; 
and that in the Rue Saint Lazare consumed the larger part of 
the fifteen thousand francs derived from the farm, for it was 
heavily mortgaged, and would in its turn be sold if they did 
not pay the interest. Thus scarcely six or seven thousand 
franes were left for the support of four persons, of the house- 
hold of a noble family still unwilling to abdicate. It was 
how eight years since the Countess, on becoming a widow 
with a son of twenty and a daughter of seventeen, had, amid 
the crumbling of her fortune, and with her aristocratic pride 
Waxing within her, sworn that she would live on bread and 
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water rather than fall. From that time she had indeed had 
but one thought—to hold her rank, to marty her daughter to 
@ man of equal nobility, and*to make a soldier of her son. 
At first Ferdinand had caused her mortal anxieties in conse- 
quence of some youthful follies, debts which it became 
necessary to pay; but, warned of the situation in a solemn 
interview with his mother, he had not repeated the offence, 
for he had a tender heart at bottom, albeit he was simply an 
idle cypher in the world, unfitted for any employment, any 
possible place in contemporary society. And, now that he was 
a soldier of the Pope, he was still a cause of secret anguish 
to the Countess, for he lacked health, delicate despite his 
proud bearing, with impoverished, feeble blood, which ren- 
dered the Roman climate dangerous for him. As for Alice’s 
marriage, it was so slow in coming that the sad mother’s eyes 
filled with tears when she looked at her daughter already 
growing old, withering whilst she waited. Despite her air of 
melancholy insignificance, the girl was not stupid; she had 
ardent aspirations for life, for a man who would love her, for 
happiness; but, not wishing to plunge the house into yet 
deeper grief, she pretended to have renounced everything ; 
making a jest of marriage, and saying that it was her voca- 
tion to be an old maid; though at night she would weep on 
her pillow, almost dying of grief at the thought that she 
would never be mated. The Countess, however, by prodigies 
of avarice, had succeeded in laying aside twenty thousand 
francs, which constituted Alice’s entire dowry. She had 
likewise saved from the wreck a few jewels—a bracelet, some 
finger-rings and ear-rings, the whole possibly worth ten 
thousand francs—a very meagre dowry, a wedding-gift of 
which she did not dare to speak, since it was scarcely enough 
to meet the necessary expenditure, should the awaited husband 
ever appear. And yet she would not despair, but struggled 
on in spite of everything, unwilling to abandon a single one 
of the privileges of her birth, still as haughty, as observant 
of the proprieties as ever, incapable of going out on foot, or 
of cutting off a single entremets when she was receiving 
guests, but ever reducing the outlay of her hidden life, con. 
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demning herself for weeks to potatoes without butter, in order 
that she might add another fifty francs to her daughter's ever- 
insufficient dowry. It was a painful, puerile daily heroism 
that she practised, whilst week by week the house was 
crumbling a little more about their heads. 

So far, however, Madame Caroline had not had an oppor- 
tunity of speaking to the Countess and her daughter. 
Although she finally came to know the most private details 
of their life, those which they hid from the entire world, she 
had as yet only exchanged glances with them, those glances 
that suddenly turn into a feeling of secret sympathy. The 
Princess d’Orviedo was destined to bring them together. She 
had the idea of appointing a sort of committee of superin- 
tendence for her Institute of Work—a committee composed of 
ten ladies, who would meet twice a month, visit the Institute 
in detail, and see that all the departments were properly 
managed. Having reserved the selection of these ladies for 
herself, she designated, among the very first, Madame de 
Beauvilliers, who had been a great friend of hers in former 
days, but had become simply her neighbour, now that she had 
retired from the world. And it had come about that the 
committee of superintendence, having suddenly lost its secre- 
tary, Saccard, who retained authority over the management 
of the establishment, had recommended Madame Caroline as 
a model secretary, such a one as could not be found elsewhere. 
The duties of the post were rather arduous ; there was much 
clerical work, and even some material cares, that were some- 
what repugnant to the ladies of the committee. From the 
start, however, Madame Caroline had shown herself an 
admirable hospitaller; for her unsatisfied longing for ma- 
ternity, her hopeless love of children, kindled within her an 
active tenderness for all those poor creatures whom it was 
sought to save from the Parisian gutter. In this wise, at the 
last meeting of the committee, she had met the Countess de 
Beauvilliers ; but the latter had given her rather a cold salute, 
striving to conceal her secret embarrassment, for she un- 
doubtedly realised that this Madame Caroline was an eye- 
Witness of her poverty. However, they now both bowed 
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whenever their eyes met, since it would have been gross 
impoliteness to pretend they did not recognise each other. 

One day, in the large workroom, while Hamelin was cor- 
recting a plan in accordance with some new calculations he 
had made, and Saccard, standing by, was watching his work, 
Madame Caroline, at the window as usual, gazed at the Coun- 
tess and her daughter as they made their tour of the garden. 
That morning she noticed that they were wearing shoes which 
a rag-picker would have scorned to touch. 

‘Ah! the poor women!" she murmured ; ‘ how terrible and 
distressing it must be, that comedy of luxury which they think 
themselves obliged to play!’ 

So saying, she drew back, hiding herself behind the window- 
curtain, for fear lest the mother should see her and suffer yet 
more intensely at being thus watched. She herself had grown 
calmer during the three weeks that she had been lingering 
every morning at that window; the great sorrow born of her 
abandonment was quieting down ; it seemed as if the sight of 
the woes of others induced a more courageous acceptance of 
her own, that fall which she had deemed the fall of her entire 
life. Again, indeed, she occasionally caught herself laughing. 

For a moment longer, and with an air of profound medita- 
tion, she watched the two women pace the garden, green with 
moss; then, quickly turning towards Saccard, she exclaimed : 
‘Tell me why it is that I cannot be sad. No, it never lasts, 
has never lasted; I cannot be sad, whatever happens to me. 
Is it egotism? Really, I do not think so. Egotism wouldbe 
wrong ; and, besides, it is in vain that lam gay; my heart seems 
ready to break at sight of the least sorrow. Reconcile these 
things; I am gay, and yet I should weep over all the unfortu- 
nates who pass if I did not restrain myself—understanding as 
I do that the smallest scrap of bread would serve their pur- 
pose better than my vain tears.’ 

So speaking, she laughed her beautiful brave laugh, like a 
courageous woman who prefers action to garrulous pity. 

‘And yet,’ she continued, ‘God knows that I have had 
occasion to despair of everything! Ah! fortune has not 
favoured me so far. After my marriage, falling as I did into 
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a perfect hell, insulted, beaten, I really believed that there was 
nothing for me to do but to throw myself into the water. I 
did not throw myself into it, however, and a fortnight later, 
when I started with my brother for the East, I was quite 
lively again, full of immense hope. And at the time of our 
return to Paris, when almost everything else failed us, I passed 
abominable nights, when I pictured ourselves dying of hunger 
amid all our fine projects. We did not die, however, and again 
I began to dream of wonderful things, happy things, that 
sometimes made me laugh as I sat alone. And lately, when 
I received that frightful blow, which I still don’t dare to speak 
of, my heart seemed torn away; yes, I positively felt it stop 
beating; I thought that it had ceased to be, I fancied that I 
myself no longer existed, annihilated as I was. But not at 
all! Here is existence returning; to-day I laugh, and to- 
morrow I shall hope; I shall be longing to live on, to live for 
ever. Is it not extraordinary that I cannot long be sad ?’ 

Saccard, who was laughing also, shrugged his shoulders. 
‘Bah! you are like the rest of the world. Such is life,’ he 
said. 

‘Do you think so?’ she cried, in astonishment. ‘ It seems 
to me there are some people who are so sad that they never 
know a gay moment, people who render their own life intole- 
rable, in such dark colours do they paint it. Oh! not that 
I entertain any illusion as to the pleasantness and beauty 
which it offers. In my case it has been too hard : I have seen 
it too closely, too freely, under all aspects. It is execrable 
when it is not ignoble. But what would you have? I love 
it all the same. Why? Ido not know. In vain does every- 
thing crumble around me; on the morrow I find myself stand- 
ing on the ruins, gay and confident. I have often thought 
that my case is, on a small scale, the case of humanity, which 
certainly lives in frightful wretchedness, cheered up, however, 
by the youth of each succeeding generation. After each crisis 
that throws me down, there comes something like a new youth, 
& epring time whose promise of sap warms me and inspirits 
my heart. So true is this that, after some severe affliction, if 
I go out into the street, into the sunshine, I straightway begin 
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loving, hoping, feeling happy again. And age has no influence 
upon me; Iam simple enough to grow old without noticing 
it. You see, I have read a great deal more than a woman 
should ; I no longer know where I myself am going, any more 
than this vast world knows where it is going, for that matter. 
Only, in spite of myself, it seems to me that I am going, in- 
deed that we are all going, towards something very good and 
thoroughly gay.’ 

Although affected, she ended by turning the matter into 
jest, trying to hide the emotion born of her hope; whilst 
her brother, who had raised his head, looked at her with 
mingled adoration and gratitude. 

‘Oh! you,’ he declared, ‘you are made for catastrophes ; 
you personify the love of life, whatever it may be.’ 

These daily morning conversations gradually became 
instinct with a kind of fever. If Madame Caroline returned 
to that natural inherent gaiety of hers, it was due to the 
courage which Saccard, with his active zeal for great enter- 
prises, imparted. It was, indeed, now almost decided: they 
were going to turn the famous portfolio to account ; and when 
the financier’s shrill voice rang out everything seemed to 
acquire life, to assume colossal proportions. They would, in 
the first place, lay hands on the Mediterranean, conquer it by 
means of their steamship company. And, enumerating all 
the ports where they would establish stations, he mingled dim 
classical memories with his stock-exchange enthusiasm, 
chanting the praises of that sea, the only one which the old 
world had known, that blue sea around which civilisation had 
blossomed, and whose waves had bathed the ancient cities— 
Athens, Rome, Tyre, Alexandria, Carthage, Marseilles—all 
those seats of commerce and empire that have made Hurope. 
Then, when they had ensured themselves possession of that 
vast waterway to the Kast, they would make a start in Syria 
with that little matter of the Carmel Silver Mining Company, 
just a few millions to gain en passant, but a capital thing to 
introduce, for the idea of a silver mine, of money found in the 
bowels of the earth and thrown up by the shovelful, was still 
attractive to the public, especially when ticketed with a pro- 
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digious, resounding name like that of Carmel. There were 
also coal mines there, coal just beneath the rock, which would 
be worth gold when the country should be covered with fac- 
tories; to say nothing of other little ventures, which would 
serve as interludes—the establishment of banks and industrial 
syndicates, and the opening up and felling of the vast Lebanon 
forests, whose huge trees were rotting where they stood for 
want of roads. Finally, he came to the giant morsel, the 
Oriental Railway Company, and then he began to rave, for 
that system of railroads cast over Asia Minor from one end to 
the other, like a net, to him meant speculation, financial life, 
at one stroke seizing hold of a new prey—that old world still 
intact, with incalculable wealth concealed under the ignorance 
and grime of ages. He scented the treasure, and neighed like 
a war-horse at the smell of powder. 

Madame Caroline, albeit possessed of sterling good sense, 
and not easily influenced by feverish imaginations, yielded at 
last to this enthusiasm, no longer detecting its extravagance. 
In truth, it fanned her affection for the Hast, her longing to 
again behold that wonderful country, where she had thought 
herself so happy; and, by a logical counter-effect, without 
calculation on her part, it was she who, by her glowing 
descriptions and wealth of information, stimulated the fever 
of Saccard. When she began talking of Beyrout, where she 
had lived for three years, she could never stop; Beyrout lying 
at the foot of the Lebanon range, on a tongue of land, 
between a stretch of red sand and piles of fallen rock; Bey- 
rout with its houses reared in amphitheatral fashion amid 
vast gardens; a delightful paradise of orange, lemon, and 
palm trees. Then there were all the cities of the coast: on 
the north, Antioch, fallen from its whilom splendour; on 
the south, Saida, the Sidon of long ago, Saint Jean d’Acre, 
Jaffa, and Tyre, now Sur, which sums them all up: Tyre, 
whose merchants were kings, whose mariners made the 
circuit of Africa, and which to-day, with its sand-choked 
harbour, is nothing but a field of ruins, the dust of palaces, 
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to a prudent remark: ‘ All this is the poetry of results, and 
we are not yet at the prose of starting.’ 

But Saccard’s enthusiasm was only increased by the 
extravagance of Madame Caroline’s conceptions, and matters 
even became worse when, on beginning to read some books 
about the East, he opened a history of Bonaparte’s Egyptian 
expedition. The memory of the Crusades already haunted 
him, the memory of that return of the West to its cradle the 
East, that great movement which had carried extreme Europe 
back to the original country, still in full flower, and where 
there was so much to learn. But he was struck still more by 
the towering figure of Napoleon, going thither to wage war, 
with a grand and mysterious object. Though he had talked 
of conquering Egypt, of installing a French establishment 
there, and of thus placing the commerce of the Levant in 
the hands of France, he had certainly not told all; and in all 
that was vain and enigmatical about the expedition, Saccard 
fancied he could detect some mysterious, hugely ambitious 
project, an immense empire refounded, Napoleon crowned at 
Constantinople as Emperor of the ast and the Indies, thus 
realising the dream of Alexander, and rising to a greater 
height than even Cesar and Charlemagne. Had he not said 
at Saint Helena, in speaking of Sidney Smith, the general 
who had stopped him before Saint Jean d’Acre: ‘That man 
ruined my fortune’? And it was this gigantic thought of 
conquering the East, the scheme which the Crusaders had 
attempted, and which Napoleon had been unable to accomplish, 
that inflamed Saccard; though, in his case, it was to be 
a rational conquest, effected by the double agency of science 
and money. Since civilisation had flown from the East to 
the West, why should it not come back towards the East, 
returning to the first garden of humanity, to that Eden of the 
Hindostan peninsula which had fallen asleep beneath the 
fatigue of centuries ? He would endow it with fresh youth; 
he would galvanise the earthly paradise, make it habitable 
again by means of steam and electricity, replace Asia Minor 
in the centre of the world, asa point of intersection of the 
great natural highways that bind the continents together, 
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And it was no longer a question of gaining millions, but 
milliards and milliards. 

After that, Hamelin and he engaged in long conversations 
every morning. Vast as was their hope, the difficulties that 
presented themselves were numerous and colossal. The 
engineer, who had been at Beyrout in 1862, at the very time 
of the horrible butchery of the Maronite Christians by the 
Druses—a butchery which had necessitated the intervention 
of France—did not conceal the obstacles which would be 
encountered among those populations, who were ever battling 
together, delivered over to the tender mercies of the local 
authorities. However, he had powerful relations at Con- 
stantinople, where he had assured himself the support of the 
Grand Vizier, Fuad Pasha, a man of great merit, an avowed 
partisan of reforms, from whom, he flattered himself, he would 
obtain all necessary grants. On the other hand, whilst 
prophesying the inevitable bankruptcy of the Ottoman Empire, 
he saw a rather favourable circumstance in its unlimited 
need of money, in the loans which followed one upon another 
from year to year: for although a needy Government may 
offer no personal guarantee, it is usually quite ready to come 
to an understanding with private enterprises, if it can detect 
the slightest profit in them. And would it not be a practical 
way of solving the eternal and embarrassing Eastern question 
to interest the empire in great works of civilisation, and 
gradually lead it towards progress, that it might no longer 
constitute a monstrous barrier between Europe and Asia? 
What a fine patriotic réle the French Companies would play 
in all this! 

.Then, one morning, Hamelin quietly broached the secret 
programme to which he sometimes alluded, and which he 
smilingly called the crowning of his edifice. 

‘When we have become the masters,’ said he, ‘ we will 
restore the kingdom of Palestine, and put the Pope there. At 
first we might content ourselves with Jerusalem, with Jaffa 
as a seaport. Then Syria will be declared independent, and 
can be annexed. You know that the time is near when it will 
be impossible for the Papacy to remain at Rome under the 
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revolting humiliations in store for it. Itis for that day that 
we must have all in readiness.’ 

Saccard listened open-mouthed whilst Hamelin said these 
things in a thoroughly unaffected way, actuated solely by his 
deep Catholic faith. The financier himself did not shrink 
from extravagant dreams, but never would he have gone to 
such a point as this. This man of science, apparently so cold, 
quite astounded him. ‘It’s madness!’ hecried. ‘The Porte 
won't give up Jerusalem.’ 

‘Oh! why not?’ quietly rejoined Hamelin. ‘It is always 
in such desperate need of money! Jerusalem is a burden to 
it; it would be a good riddance. The Porte, you know, often 
can’t tell what course to take between the various sects which 
dispute for possession of the sanctuaries. Moreover, the Pope 
would have true supporters among the Syrian Maronites, for 
you are not unaware that he has established a college for 
their priests at Rome. In fact, I have thought the matter 
over carefully, have calculated everything, and this will 
be the new era, the triumphant era of Catholicism. It 
may be said that we should be sending the Pope too far 
away, that he would find himself isolated, thrust out of 
European affairs. But with what brilliancy and authority 
would he not radiate when once he was enthroned in the 
holy places, and spoke in the name of Christ from the very 
land where Christ Himself spoke! That is his patrimony, 
there should be his kingdom. And, rest easy, we will build 
this kingdom up, firm and powerful; we will put it beyond 
the reach of political disturbances, by basing its budget— 
guaranteed by the resources of the country—on a vast bank 
for the shares of which the Catholics of the entire world will 
scramble.’ 

Saccard, who had begun to smile, already attracted by the 
magnitude of the project, although not convinced, could not 
help christening this bank with a joyous ‘Hureka! The 
Treasury of the Holy Sepulchre, ech? Superb! There you 
haye it!’ 

But just then his eyes met those of Madame Caroline, 
beaming with common-sense, She was smiling also, but like 
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one who is sceptical, even a little vexed. She felt ashamed 
of his enthusiasm. 

‘All the same, my dear Hamelin,’ said he, ‘it will be best 
for us to keep secret this crowning of the edifice, as you call 
it. Folks might make fun of us. And, besides, our pro- 
gramme is already a terribly heavy one; it is a good plan to 
reserve the final result, the glorious ending, for the initiated 
alone.’ 

‘Undoubtedly; such has always been my intention,’ 
declared the engineer. ‘ That shall be the mystery,’ 

And thereupon, that very day, they finally decided to turn 
the portfolio of schemes to account, to launch the whole huge 
series of projects. They would begin by founding a small 
financial establishment, to promote the first enterprises; then 
success aiding, they would, little by little, subjugate the 
market and conquer the world. 

The next day, as Saccard went up to take some order from 
the Princess d’Orviedo respecting the Institute of Work, he 
remembered the dream that he had for a moment cherished 
of becoming this queen of charity’s prince-consort, the mere 
dispenser and manager of the fortune of the poor. And he 
smiled, for he now thought all that a little silly. He was 
built to make life, not to dress the wounds that life has made. 
And now he was about to find himself at work again, in the 
thick of the battlo of interests, in the midst of that race for 
happiness which has brought about the very progress of 
humanity, from century to century, towards greater joy and 
greater light. 

That same day he found Madame Caroline alone in the 
work-room among the diagrams. She was standing at one of 
the windows, detained there by the appearance of the Countess 
de Beauvilliers and her daughter in the neighbouring garden 
at an unusual hour. The two women were reading a letter 
with an air of deep sadness; a letter, no doubt, from the son 
Ferdinand, whosegosition at Rome could not be a brilliant one. 
_,_ Wook,’ said Madame Caroline, on recognising Saccard. 
‘Another sorrow for those unfortunates, The poor women 
in the streets give me less pain,’ 
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‘Bah!’ he gaily cried, ‘ you shall ask them to come to 
seeme. We will enrich them also, since we are to make 
everybody’s fortune.’ 

And, in his happy fever, he sought her lips, to press a kiss 
upon them. But she abruptly drew back, and became grave 
and pale. 

‘No, I beg of you,’ said she. 

‘Really, would it pain you?’ 

‘Yes, deeply.’ 

‘But I adore you.’ 

‘No, do not say that—you are going to be so busy. 
Besides, I assure you that I shall feel true friendship for you 
if you prove the active man I think, and do all the great 
things you say. Come, friendship is far better!’ 

He listened to her, still smiling and irresolute. ‘Then, 
friends only ?’ said he. 

‘Yes, I will be your comrade, I will help you. Friends, 
great friends!’ With these words she offered him her cheeks, 
and he, conquered, and realizing that she was right, imprinted 
two loud kisses upon them. 
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CHAPTER III 


SACCARD MAKES A START 


Tut letter from the Russian banker at Constantinople, which 
Sigismond had translated, was a favourable reply awaited 
before launching the enterprise in Paris; and on the next day 
but one Saccard, on waking, had an inspiration that he must 
act at once, and, before night, form the syndicate which he 
wished to make sure of, in order to secure the immediate allot- 
ment of the fifty thousand shares of his projected company. 
The capital of the latter was to be five and twenty millions, 
each share representing five hundred francs. 

In jumping out of bed, he had at last just thought of a 
name for this company, such as he had long been seeking. 
The words ‘ Universal Bank’ had suddenly flamed up before 
him, fn letters of fire as it wero, in the stilldark room. ‘The 
Universal Bank,’ he kept on repeating whilst he dressed him- 
self, ‘the Universal Bank, that is both simple and grand; it 
takes in everything, covers the world. Yes, yes, itis excellent! 
the Universal Bank !’ 

Until half-past nine o’clock he walked up and down his 
spacious rooms, absorbed in doubt as to where he should 
begin hunting for the necessary millions in Paris. Twenty- 
five millions of francs—such a sum is still to be found at a 
turn of the street; it was rather the embarrassment of making 
& selection that made him reflect, for he wished to proceed 
With some method. He drank a glass of milk, and evinced no 
vexation when the coachman came up to tell him that his 
horse was not well, having undoubtedly caught cold, so that 
it would be prudent to send for the veterinary surgeon. 
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‘All-right, do so. I will take a cab,’ said Saccard. 

Once out of doors, however, he was surprised by the keen 
bitterness of the wind; it was like a sudden return of winter in 
thismonth of May, which only the night before had been so mild. 
It was not yet raining certainly, but dense yellow clouds were 
rising on the horizon. Still he did not take a cab ; a walk, he 
thought, would warm him up; he might, first of all, go on 
foot to Mazaud’s office, in the Rue de la Banque; for he had 
an idea of sounding the broker with regard to Daigremont, the 
well-known speculator, the lucky member of every syndicate. 
On reaching the Rue Vivienne, however, such a shower of hail 
and water fell from the sky, now overspread with livid clouds, 
that he took refuge under the carriage entrance of a house. 

He had been standing there for a moment, watching the 
downpour, when, above the noise it made, there arose a jing- 
ling sound of gold, which attracted his attention, Continuous, 
light, and musical, this sound seemed to come from the 
bowels of the earth, as in some tale of the ‘ Arabian Nights.’ 
He turned his head, took his bearings, and saw that he was 
standing in the doorway of a house occupied by a banker 
named Kolb, whose especial business it was to deal in gold. 
Buying up specie in states where it was cheap, he melted it, 
and sold it in ingots in the countries where it commanded 
higher prices ; and thus, from morning till night, on casting 
days there arose from the basement that crystalline jingle of 
gold coins carried by the shovelful from cases to the melting- 
pot. The ears of the passers-by fairly rang with the sound 
from one year’s end to the other. Saccard smiled with satis- 
faction as he heard this music, which was like the subter- 
ranean voice of the entire Bourse district. He interpreted it 
as a happy omen. 

The rain had ceased falling, so he crossed the Place, and 
at once found himself at Mazaud’s. Unlike the majority of 
his colleagues, the young broker had his private abode on the 
first floor of the very house in which his offices were situated. 
He had, in fact, simply taken over the rooms occupied by his 

unele, when, on the latter’s death, he had agreed with his 
joint heirs to purchase the business. 
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It was striking ten o’clock, and Saccard went straight up 
to the offices, at the door of which he met Gustave Sédille. 

‘Is Monsieur Mazaud in ?’ 

‘I do not know, monsieur; [ have just come.’ 

The young man smiled; always a late arrival, he took 
things at his ease, like the mere unpaid amateur he was, 
quite resigned to spending a year or two in this fashion, in 
order to please his father, the silk manufacturer of the 
Rue des Jetineurs. 

Saccard passed through the outer office, saluted by both 
cashiers, the one who dealt with specie and the one who dealt 
with stock, and then entcred the room set aside for the two 
‘authorised clerks,’ where he only found Berthier, the one 
whose duty was to receive customers, and who accompanied 
his employer to the Bourse. 

‘Is Monsieur Mazaud in ?’ 

‘Why, I think so; I just left his private room. But not 
he isn’t there. He must be in the “cash” office.’ 

Iie pushed open a door near at hand, and glanced round a 
rather large room, in which five employees were at work, 
under the orders of a head clerk. 

‘No; that’s strange. Look for yourself in the “ account ” 
office there, yonder.’ 

Saccard entered the account oftice. It was there that the 
head accountant, the pivot of the business as it were, aided 
by seven employees,! went through the memorandum-book, 
handed him by the broker every afternoon after the Bourse, 
and entered to the various customers the sales and purchases 
which had been eftected according to their orders. In doing. 
this, he referred to the numerous fiches in order to ascertain 
the customers’ names, for these did not appear in the memo- 
randum-book, which contained only brief notes of the transac- 
tions: such a stock, such an amount bought or sold, at such 
a rate, from such a broker. 

‘Have you seen Monsieur Mazaud ?’ inquired Saccard. 

But they did not even answer him. The head account- 

' Paris stockbrokers usually have separate staffs for their ‘cash’ and 
their ‘account’ transactions.—Trans. 
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ant having gone out, three of the clerks were reading their 
newspapers, and two others were staring up at the ceiling ; 
while the arrival of Gustave Sédille had just keenly interested 
little Flory, who in the morning made entries, and in the 
afternoon looked after the telegrams at the Bourse. Born at 
Saintes, of a father employed at the local registry office, he 
had started in life as a clerk to a Bordeaux banker; after 
which, reaching Paris towards the close of the previous 
autumn, he had entered Mazaud’s office with no other 
prospect before him than the possible doubling of his salary 
in ten years’ time. At first he had conducted himself well, 
performing his duties regularly and conscientiously. But 
during the last month, since Gustave had entered the office, 
he had been going astray, led away by his new comrade—a 
fellow of very elegant tastes, and well provided with money— 
who was launching out in no small degree, and had made him 
acquainted with women. With bearded chin and cheeks, 
Flory was possessed of a sensual nose, an amiable mouth, and 
soft eyes; and he had now reached the point of indulging in 
little secret, inexpensive pleasure parties, with a figurante of 
the Variétés—a slim grasshopper from the Parisian pave- 
ments, the runaway daughter of a Montmartre door-porter. 
She was named Mdlle. Chuchu, and was fairly amusing with 
her paprer-maché face, in which gleamed a pair of beautiful 
large brown eyes. 

Standing behind Flory and Gustave Sédille, Saccard 
heard them whispering women’s names. He smiled, and 
addressing himself to Flory, inquired: ‘Haven’t you seen 
Monsieur Mazaud ?’ 

‘Yes, monsieur, he came to give me an order, and then 
went down to his apartments again. J believe that his little 
boy is ill; he was told that the doctor had come. You had 

. better ring at his door, for he will very likely go out without 
coming up again.’ 

- Saceard thanked him, and hurried down to the floor below. 
Mazaud was one of the youngest of the official brokers, and 
an extremely lucky man to boot; for by the death of his 
uncle he had come into one of the largest businesses in Paris 
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at an age when one can still learn. Though short, he was 
very pleasant-looking, with a small brown moustache and 
piercing black eyes; and he displayed great activity, and a 
very alert mind. Ie was already known in the corbeille for 
his vivacity of mind and body, such a desideratum in his ¢all- 
ing, and one which, coupled with a kcen scent and remark- 
able intuition, was sure to place him in the first rank; to say 
nothing of the fact that he possessed a shrill piercing voice, 
received direct information from foreign Bourses, did business 
with all the great bankers, and was reputed to have a second 
cousin employed at the Havas News Agency. His wife, whom 
he had married for love, and who had brought him a dowry 
of twelve hundred thousand francs, was a charming young 
woman, and had already presented him with two children, a 
little girl now three years and a boy some eighteen months 
old. 

As Saccard came down he found Mazaud ushering out 
the doctor, who was laughingly tranquillising his paternal 
anxiety. 

‘Come in,’ said the broker to Saccard. ‘It’s true, you 
know—with these little creatures you at once get anxious ; 
the slightest ailment, and you think them lost.’ 

So saying, he ushered him into the drawing-room, where 
his wife was still seated, holding the baby on her knees, while 
the little girl, glad to see her mother gay, was raising herself 
on tip-toe to kiss her. 

‘You see that we were foolish,’ said he. 

‘Ah! that makes no difference, my friend,’ she answered. 
‘Iam so glad that he has reassured us!’ 

In presence of all this happiness, Saccard halted, bowing. 
The room, luxuriously furnished, was redolent of the happy 
life of this household, which nothing had yet disunited, 
During four years of wedlock, Mazaud had been accused of ‘ 
nothing save a fleeting curiosity with regard to a vocalist at 
the Opéra Comique. He remained a faithful husband, just as 
he had the reputation of not yet speculating too heavily on 
his own account, deapite all the natural impetuosity of youth. 
And a pleasant perfume of luck, of unclouded felicity could 
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really be detected here, amid the discreet peacefulness of the 
apartment, amid tho delicious odour with which a large 
bouquet of roses, overflowing from a china vase, had scented 
the entire room. 

Madame Mazaud, who was slightly acquainted with Sac- 
card, addressed him gaily: ‘Is it not true, monsieur, one need 
only wish it to be always happy ?”’ 

‘I am convinecd of it, madame,’ he answered. ‘And 
besides, there are persons so beautiful and good that mis- 
fortune never dares to touch them.’ 

She had risen, radiant. Kissing her husband in her turn, 
she went out, carrying the little boy, and followed by the 
little girl, who had been hanging on her father’s neck. The 
latter, wishing to hide his emotion, turned towards his visitor 
with the bantering remark: ‘ You see we don’t lead a dull life 
here.’ 

Then he quickly added: ‘You have something to say to 
me? Let us go upstairs,eh ? We shall be more at our ease 
there.’ 

Up above, in the cashiers’ office, Saccard recognised 
Sabatani, who had called for some money due to him ; and 
he was surprised to see how cordially the broker shook hands 
with his customer. However, as soon as he was seated in 
Mazaud’s private room, he explained his visit by questioning 
the broker as to the formalities which were necessary to 
secure the quotation of a new security in the official list. In 
a careless way he spoke of the affair which he was about to 
launch, the Universal Bank, with a capital of twenty-five 
millions. Yes, a financial establishment which would 
especially patronise certain great enterprises, which he just 
alluded to. Mazaud listened with perfect composure, and, in 
the most obliging way, explained the formalities that were 
requisite. However he was in no wise duped; Saccard had 
certainly not called on him merely with reference to this 
trifling matter, and so when his visitor at last mentioned 
the name of Daigremont he gave an involuntary smile. 
Certainly Daigremont had a colossal fortune behind him; it 
w (said that his fidelity was not of the surest : but then who 
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ig faithful in business and in love? Ngbody! For the 
rest, he (Mazaud) hardly cared to speak the full truth about 
Daigremont, for they had quarrelled, and their quarrel had 
been the talk of the whole Bourse. Daigremont now gave 
most of his orders to a Bordeaux Jew, named Jacoby, a tall 
man of sixty, with a broad, gay face, whose roaring voice was 
celebrated, but who was growing heavy and corpulent; and 
there was a sort of rivalry between him and Mazaud, between 
the young man favoured by fortune and the elder who owed 
his position to long service, for Jacoby had been a mere 
authorised clerk until—financed by sleeping partners—he had 
finally succeeded in purchasing his employer’s business. 
Though of very great experience and shrewdness, he was 
sorely handicapped by his passion for speculation, and, in 
spite of considerable profits, always seemed on the eve of a 
catastrophe. His money melted away on settling days. 

‘In any case,’ concluded Mazaud, yielding at last to his 
resentment against the man he had quarrelled with, spite of 
all his scruples, ‘it is quite certain that Daigremont played 
his allies false in that Caraccas affair, and swept away the 
profits—I consider him a very dangerous man.’ Then, after 
a pause, he added: ‘But why don’t you apply to Gunder- 
mann ?’ 

‘Never!’ cried Saccard, in a fit of passion. 

Just then Berthier, the authorised clerk, came in and 
whispered a few words in the broker’s ear. The Baroness 
Sandorff had come to pay her losses, and was raising all sorts 
of quibbling objections by way of trying to reduce her account, 
Mazaud generally hastened to receive her in person, but, 
when she had lost, he avoided her like the plague, certain as 
he was that his gallantry would be put to too severe a test. 
There are no worse clients than women, for as soon as they 
have to pay money away they become absolutely dishonest. 

_, ‘No, no; tell her that Iam not in,’ he answered testily, 
And don’t abate a centime, you understand ?” 

When Berthier had gone, seeing by Saccard’s smile that 
he had heard him, he continued: ‘It is true, my dear fellow, 
she’s very pretty, but you have no idea of her rapacity. Ah; 
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how our customers would love us if they always won! Yet 
the richer they are, the higher the society in which they move, 
God forgive me! the more I distrust them, the more I fear I 
may not be paid. Yes, there are days when, apart from the 
large banking houses, I conld wish that my connection was 
purely a provincial one.’ 

Just then a clerk came in, handed him some papers that 
he had asked for that morning, and then went out. 

‘See here!’ he resumed, ‘here is a receiver of dividends 
at Vendéme, a man named Fayeux. Well, you can have no 
idea of the number of orders that I reccive from him. To be 
sure, these orders, taken singly, are modest ones, coming as 
they do from folks of the petty Loz7geoisie, shopkeepers and 
farmers. But there are so many of them. Really, the best of 
our business, the very foundation of it, will be found among 
the people of modest means, the crowd of nobodies who specu- 
late.’ 

This somehow reminded Saccard of Sabatani, whom he 
had seen in the cashiers’ office. 

‘I see that you have Sabatani now,’ said he. 

‘I have had him for a year, I believe,’ replied the broker, 
with an air of amiable indifference. ‘ He’s a pleasant fellow, 
isn’t he? He began in a small way, he is very prudent, and 
he will end by making something.’ 

What he did not say, what he no longer even remembered, 
was that Sabatani had merely deposited two thousand frances 
with him by way of ‘cover.’ Hence the moderate ventures 
at the outset. Undoubtedly, like many others, the Levantine 
expected that the insignificance of this ‘ cover’ would be for- 
gotten ; and he evinced great prudence, increasing his orders 
in a stealthy gradual fashion, pending the day when, with a 
heavy settlement to meet, it would be necessary for him to 
disappear. But how could one distrust such a charming fellow, 
whose friend one has become? How could one doubt his 
solvency when one sees him gay, well-dressed, ‘ got up’ in that 
elegant style which is indispensable, the very uniform, as it 
were, of robbery at the Bourse ? 

‘ Very pleasant, very intelligent,’ repeated Saccard, suddenly 
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resolving to remember Sabatani whenever he might need a 
discreet and unscrupulous fellow. Then, rising and taking 
leave, he said: ‘ Well, good-bye; when our stock is ready, I 
will see you again, before trying to get it quoted.’ 

And as Mazaud shook hands with him on the threshold, 
saying: ‘You are wrong; you had better see Gundermann 
for your syndicate,’ he again shouted in a fury: ‘ No, never!’ 

On leaving the broker’s private room, he recognised Moser 
and Pillerault in the cashiers’ office; the first was pocketing 
with a woeful air his fortnight’s profits of seven or eight thou- 
sand francs; while the other, who had lost, paid over ten 
thousand francs with a loud voice, and a proud, aggressive air, 
as if after a victory. The luncheon and Bourse hour was 
approaching, and the office would then partly empty. Mean- 
time, from the ‘ account’ office, the door of which was ajar, 
there came a sound of laughter, provoked by a story which 
Gustave was telling Flory—a story of a boating party, at which 
a coxswain of the softer sex had fallen into the Seine. 

On reaching the street, Saccard consulted his watch. 
Eleven o’clock—what a lot of time he had lost! No, he would 
not go to Daigremont’s; and although he had flown into a 
passion at the very mention of Gundermann’s name, he sud- 
denly decided to go to see him. Besides, had he not warned 
him of his visit on that occasion at Champeaux’ restaurant, 
when he had spoken to him of his great scheme by way of 
silencing his malicious laugh ? He even excused the visit on 
the plea that he did not wish to get anything out of the men, 
but simply desired to confront and triumph over one who ever 
affected to treat him as an urchin. And so,asa fresh shower 
began to lash the pavement with a flood of water, he leaped 
into a cab, bidding the Jehu drive him to the Rue de Pro- 
vence, 

Gundermann there occupied an immense mansion, just 
large enough for his innumerable family. He had five 
daughters and four sons, of whom three daughters and three 
80ns8 were married, and these had already given him fourteen 
grandchildren. At the evening meal, when all were gathered 
together, there were, counting his wife and himself, thirty-one 
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at table. And, excepting two of his sons-in-law, who did not 
live in the house, all had their apartments there, in the left 
and right wings facing the garden; for the central block was 
entirely occupied by the spacious banking offices. In less 
than a century a monstrous fortune of a milliard of franes! 
had been amassed by this one family, thanks partly to thrift, 
and partly to fortunate combinations of circumstances. This 
wealth seemed a sort of predestination, which keen intelli- 
gence, persistent labour, prudent and invincible effort—con- 
tinually directed to the same end—had largely assisted. 
Every river of gold now flowed into that sea ; other millions 
were absorbed by those which Gundermann already possessed ; 
it was a swallowing-up of the public wealth by the ever- 
increasing wealth of a single individual; and Gundermann 
was the true master, the omnipotent ae feared and obeyed 
by Paris and by the world. 

As Saccard ascended the broad stone stairway, the steps of 
which were worn by the continual ascent and descent of scores 
of feet—more worn indeed than the thresholds of many old 
churches—he felt inextinguishable hatred for this man rising 
within him. Ah! the Jew! Against the Jew he harboured 
‘all the old racial resentment, to be found especially in the 
South of France; and it was something like a revolt of his 
very flesh, a repugnance of the skin, which, at the idea of the 
slightest contact, filled him with disgust and anger, a sensa- 
tion which no reasoning could allay, which he was quite 
unable to overcome. And the singular thing was that he, 
Saccard, the terrible company promoter, the spendthrift with 
unclean hands, lost all self-consciousness as soon as a Jew 
Was in question, and spoke of him with the harshness, the 
revengeful indignation of an honest man who lives by the 
labour of his arms, unstained by any usurious dealings. He 
indicted the whole Hebrew race, the cursed race without a 
country, without a prince, which lives as a parasite upon the 
nations, pretending to recognise their laws, but in reality only 
obeying its Jehovah—its God of robbery, blood, and wrath; and 
he pointed to it fulfilling on all sides the mission of ferocious 
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conquest which this God has assigned to if, establishing itself 
among every people, like a spider in the centre of its web, in 
order to watch its prey, to suck the blood of one and all, to 
fatten itself by devouring others. ‘ Did anyone ever see a Jew 
working with his fingers?’ he would ask.! Were there any 
Jewish peasants and working men? ‘No,’ he would say ; 
‘labour diseraces, their religion almost forbids it, exalting. 
only the exploitation of the labour of others. Ah! the 
rogues!’ Saccard’s rage was all the greater because he 
admired them, envied their prodigious financial faculties, that 
innate knowledge of arithmetic, that natural facility evinced 
by them in the most complicated operations, that scent and 
that luck which assure triumph in everything they undertake. 
‘Christians,’ he would say, ‘ make sorry financial rogues, they 
always end by coming to grief; but take a Jew who does not 
even understand book-keeping, throw him into the troubled 
waters of any shady affair, and he will not only save himself, 
but bring out all the profit on his back.’ It was the gift of the 
race, the reason why it ever subsisted among all the other 
nationalities that start up and disappear. And he would 
passionately predict the final conquest of every nation by the 
Jews, when they should at last have secured possession of the 
entire fortune of the globe, a feat which it would not take 
them long to accomplish, since they were allowed every day 
to freely extend their kingdom, and one could already see in 
Paris a Gundermann reigning on a firmer and more respected 
throne than the Emperor’s. 

When, after climbing the stairs, he was on the point of 
entering the spacious ante-room, he felt an inclination to turn 
back, for he saw that it was full of remisiers and other 
applicants, a tumultuous swarming crowd of men and women. 
The remisiers especially were struggling for first place, in 
the improbable hope of carrying off an order; for the great 
banker had his own agents; but it was already an honour, & 


* Saccard should have visited Whitechapel. It should be remembered 
that M. Zola is not himself attacking the Jews. He is merely sketching 
the portrait of a Jew-hater. As a matter of fact, M. Zola has many 
personal friends among members of the Hebrew race.—Trans. 
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recommendation, even to be received by him, and each of them 
wished to be able to boast of it. Accordingly the ‘ waits’ 
were never long, the two office attendants had little else to do 
than to organise the procession—a continuous procession it 
was, a real gallop through the swinging doors. And thus, in 
spite of the crowd, Saccard was almost immediately admitted 
with the stream. 

Gundermann’s private office was a vast apartment, of 
which he simply occupied a little corner at the farther end, 
near the last window. Seated at a simple mahogany writing 
table, he was so placed as to turn his back to the light, his 
face remaining completely in the shade. Up at five o'clock 
every morning, he was at work when Paris was still asleep ; 
and when at about nine the scramble of appetites began, 
rushing past him at a gallop, his day’s work was already 
done. In the middle of the office, and at larger tables, stood 
two of his sons, and one of his sons-in-law who assisted him, 
rarely sitting down, but moving about hither and thither amid 
a world of clerks. All this, however, was the inner working 
of the establishment. The crowd from the street went 
straight across the room to him, the master, seated in his 
modest corner, as for hours and hours he held this open 
reception with an impassive gloomy air, often contenting 
himself with a mere sign, and only now and again speaking 
a, word when he wished to appear particularly amiable. 

As soon as he perceived Saccard, a faint, somewhat 
sarcastic smile lighted up his face. 

‘Ah! so it’s you, my friend,’ he said. ‘Be seated a 
moment, if you have anything to say to me. I will be at your 
disposal directly.’ 

Then he pretended to forget him. Saccard, however, was 
not impatient, for he felt interested in the procession of 
remisiers, who, at each other’s heels, entered the room with 
the same profound bow, drawing from their irreproachable 
frock coats the same little cards setting forth the same Bourse 
quotations, which they presented to the banker with the same 
suppliant and respectful gestures. Ten of them, twenty of 
them, passed by; the banker each time took the list, glanced 
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at it and then returned it; and nothing equalled the patience 
he displayed beneath this avalanche of offers, unless indeed 
it were his absolute indifference. 

At last Massias appeared, with the gay yet anxious air of 
a good dog who is often whipped. At times folks received 
him so badly that he could have cried. That day, un- 
doubtedly, his stock of humility was exhausted, for he ven- 
tured to insist in the most unexpected fashion. 

‘See! monsieur, Mobiliers are very low. How much shall 
I buy for you ?’ 

‘ Without taking the proffered list, Gundermann raised his 
sea-green eyes upon this young man, who was £o familiar, and 
roughly answered: ‘I say, my friend, do you think it amuses 
me to receive you ?' 

‘Well, monsieur,’ retorted Massias, turning pale, ‘it 
amuses me still less to come every morning for nothing, as I 
have done for three months past.’ 

‘Then don’t come again.’ 

The remisier bowed and withdrew, after exchanging with 
Saccard the furious, distressful glance of one who has sud- 
denly become conscious that he will never make his fortune. 

Saccard meantime was asking himself what interest 
Gundermann could have in receiving all these people. 
Evidently he had a special power of isolating himself; he re- 
mained absorbed, continued thinking. Moreover, in all this 
there must be some question of discipline, a habit of passing 
the market in review every morning, which invariably 
conduced to some little profit or other. In a greedy fashion 
Gundermann deducted eighty francs from the amount claimed 
by some jobber to whom he had given an order the day 
before, and who, it should be said, was certainly robbing him. 
Then a dealer in curiosities arrived, bringing an enamelled 
gold box of the last century, which had been considerably 
restored, a trick which the banker immediately scented. Next 
came two ladies, an old one with the beak of a night-bird, and 
& young one, a very beautiful brunette ; they wished to show 
him at their house a Louis XV. commode, which he promptly 
refused to go and see. Then came a jeweller with some 
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rubies, a couple of inventors, some Englishmen, Germans, 
and Italians, folks of both sexes and every language. And 
meantime the procession of remisiers went on just the same, 
between the other visits, endless to all appearance, with an 
incessant repetition of one and the same gesture—the 
mechanical presentation of tho list; while, as the hour for 
the opening of the Bourse approached, the clecks crossed the 
room in greater numbers than ever, bringing telegrams, or 
coming to ask for signatures. 

But the tumult reached a climax when a little boy of five 
or six, riding astride a stick, burst into the office, playing 
a trumpet and followed by two other children—little girls, 
one three years old, and the other eight—who besieged their 
grandfather’s arm-chair, tugged at his arms, and hung upon 
his neck ; to all which he placidly submitted, kissing them 
with all the Jewish passion for one’s offspring—the numerous 
progeny which yields strength, and which one defends. 

Suddenly, however, he seemed to remember Saccard: ‘ Ah! 
my good friend, you must excuse me; you see that I haven’t a 
minute to myself. Come now, explain your business to me.’ 

And he was beginning to listen to him, when an employee, 
who had introduced a tall, fair gentleman, came to whisper a 
name in his ear. He rose promptly, yet without haste, and 
went to confer with the gentleman in question at another 
window, while one of his sons continued receiving the re- 
misiers and coultssiers in his stead. 

In spite of his secret irritation, Saccard was beginning to 
experience a feeling of respect. In the tall, fair gentleman he 
had recognised the ambassador of one of the Great Powers, 
full of arrogance at the Tuileries, but here standing with his 
head slightly inclined, smiling like one who solicits some 
favour. At other times officials of high rank in the publie 
service, the Emperor’s ministers themselves, would be received 
standing in this way, in this room as public as a square, and re- 
sounding with the noisy mirth of children. And here was 
affirmed the universal sovereignty of this man, who had his 
own ambassadors in every court of the world, his consuls in 
every province, his agents in every city, and his vessels on every 
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sea. He was not a speculator, a soldier of fortune manewuvring 
with the millions of others, dreaming, like Saccard, of heroic 
combats in which he should prove conqueror and win colossal 
booty for himself, thanks to the aid of mercenary gold enlisted 
under his orders ; he was, as he quietly said, a simple money 
merchant, but the most shrewd, most eareful there could be. 
Nevertheless, to establish his power, it was essential that he 
should rule the Bourso; and so with each settlement there 
was a new battle, in which the victory infallibly remained with 
him, thanks to the decisive power of his big battalions. Fora 
moment, Saccard, as he sat watching him, was overwhelmed 
by the thought that all the money which this man set in motion 
was his own, that he held in his cellars an inexhaustible supply, 
in which he trafficked like a shrewd and prudent merchant, like 
an absolute master, obeyed at a glance, bent on hearing evory- 
thing, seeing everything, doing everything himself. A mil- 
liard of one’s own thus manipulated is an invincible force. 

‘We shan’t have a minute, my good friend,’ said Gun- 
dermann, when he came back. ‘I am going to breakfast ; 
come with me into thenext room. Perhaps they will leave us 
in peace there.’ 

It was the little dining-room of the mansion, the one used 
for the morning meal, and where the entire family was never 
gathered together. That day there were only nineteen at table, 
eight of them children. The banker sat in the middle, and all 
he had in front of him was a bowl of milk. 

He remained for a moment with his eyes closed, exhausted 
by fatigue, his face very pale and contracted; for he suffered 
from a complaint of the liver and the kidneys. Then, when 
with trembling hands he had lifted the bowl to hig lips, and 
had drunk a mouthful, he sighed: ‘Ah! I am tired out to-day.’ 

‘Why do you not take a rest?’ asked Saccard. 

Gundermann turned his eyes upon him in astonishment, 
and naively answered: ‘But I can’t.’ 

In fact, he was not allowed even to drink his milk in 
_ peace, for the reception of the remisiers had begun again ; the 
gallop now went on across the dining-room, while the members 
of the family, men and women, accustomed to all this stir and 
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bustle, laughed and ‘ate heartily of the cold meats and 
pastries, and the children, excited by two thimblefuls of pure 
wine, raised a deafening din. 

Meantime Saccard, who was still watching him, marvelled 
at seeing him slowly swallow his milk with such an effort 
that it seemed as if he would never manage to empty the 
bowl. He had been put on a milk diet; he was no longer 
allowed to touch even a bit of meat or pastry. And that 
being the case, thought Saccard, of what use was his milliard 
to him? Moreovor, women had never tempted him ; for forty 
years he had remained strictly faithful to his wife; and now 
virtue was compulsory on his part, irrevocably definitive. 
Why then should he rise at five o'clock, ply this awful trade, 
weigh himself down with such immense fatigue, lead a 
galley-slave’s life which no beggar would have accepted, 
with his memory crammed with figures, and his skull fairly 
bursting with a whole world of cares? Why, too, add so 
much useless gold to so much gold already possessed, when 
one may not buy and eat so much as a pound of cherries, or 
carry a passing girl off to some waterside wineshop, when 
one may not enjoy any of the things that are sold, nor even 
idleness and liberty? And Saccard, who despite his terrible 
appetites made due allowance for the disinterested love of 
money, simply for the power that it gives, felt seized with a 
sort of holy terror as he gazed upon that face, not that of 
the classical miser who hoards, but that of the blameless 
workman, without a fleshly instinct, who in his ailing old age 
had become as it were an abstract of himself, and obstinately 
continued building his tower of millions, with the sole dream 
ef bequeathing it to his descendants, that they might raise it 
yet higher, until it should overshadow the entire earth. 

At last Gundermann leaned over, and let him explain in 
an undertone the projected launching of the Universal Bank. 
Saccard, however, was sparing of details, simply alluding to 
the schemes in Hamelin’s portfolio, for from the first words 
he had felt that the banker was trying to draw him, with the 
predetermination to refuse him his support. 

‘Another bank, my good friend, another bank!’ he re- 
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peated in his sneering way. But the affair into which I 
would sooner put my money would be a machine, yes, o 
guillotine, to cut off the heads of all the banks already 
established. ...A rake, eh? to clean out the Bourse. 
Your engineer hasn’t something of that sort among his 
papers, has he?’ Then, affecting a paternal air, he continued 
with tranquil cruelty: ‘Come, be reasonable; you know 
what I told you. You are wrong to go into business again ; 
I render you a real service in refusing to launch your syndi- 
cate; you will inevitably come to grief, it is mathematically 
certain, for you are much too enthusiastic, you have too 
much imagination; and besides, matters always end badly 
when one deals with other people’s money. Why doesn’t 
your brother find you a good post, eh? a prefecture, or else 
a financial receivership—no, not a receivership, that also is too 
dangerous. Beware, my good friend, beware.’ 

Saccard had risen, quivering: ‘ You have made up your 
mind, then; you won’t take any stock, you won’t be with us ?’ 

‘With you? Never in my life. You will be cleared out 
within three years.’ 

There was a spell of silence, instinct with conflict; a 
sharp exchange of defiant glances. 

‘Then, good afternoon. I have not breakfasted yet, and 
am very hungry. We shall sec who will be cleared out.’ 

And thereupon Saccard Ieft the grcat financier in the 
midst of his tribe; and whilst they finished noisily stuffing 
themselves with pastry, the master went on receiving the last 
belated brokers, wearily closing his eyes every now and then, 
and draining his bowl with little sips, his lips all white with 
milk. 

Throwing himself into his cab, Saccard gave his own ad- 
dress, Rue Saint-Lazare. One o’clock was striking, the day 
was lost; he was going home to lunch quite beside himself. 
Ah! the dirty Jew! There indeed was a fellow whom he 
would have been pleased to crunch with his teeth as a dog 
crunches a bone! Certainly he was a terrible morsel, too big 
to eat. But could one ever tell? The greatest empires had 
crumbled, a time always comes when the powerful succumb. 

: H 
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And without eating him entirely at the first bite, might he 
not manage to get his teeth into him, tear from him some 
shreds of his milliard ? That done, yes, he might afterwards 
eat him—why not ?—and in the person of their undisputed 
king destroy those Jews who thought the feast to be entirely 
intended for themselves. These reflections, this wrath with 
which he had come away from Gundermann’s, filled Saccard 
with a furious hankering, an imperative desire for traffic, im- 
mediate success. He would have liked to found his banking- 
house, set it working, triumph and crush all rival houses at a 
wave of his hand. All at once, the thought of Daigremont 
came back to him ; and without debating the matter, swayed by 
an irresistible impulse, he leaned forward and called to the 
driver to go up the Rue Larochefoucauld. If he wanted to see 
Daigremont, he must make haste and postpone lunch till 
later, for he knew that it was Daigremont’s habit to go out at 
about one o’clock. No doubt this Christian was worse than 
any two Jews, and passed for an ogre who devoured the 
young enterprises entrusted to his care. But at that moment 
Saccard would have negotiated with Cartouche ! himself in 
order to conquer, and even on condition of dividing the spoil. 
Later on, they would see, he himself would prove the stronger. 

Meanwhile the cab, after ascending the steep hill with 
some difficulty, stopped in front of the lofty monumental en- 
trance of one of the last grand mansions of this neighbour- 
hood, which once had some very fine ones. The detached 
buildings, at the rear of a vast paved courtyard, wore an air 
_ of royal grandeur ; and the garden beyond, in which cente- 
narian trees were still growing, remained a veritable park, 
isolated from the populous streets. All Paris knew that man- 
sion for its splendid entertainments, and especially for the 
admirable collection of pictures assembled there, which nota 
grand-duke on his travels failed to visit. Married toa woman 
who was famous for her beauty, like his pictures were for 
theirs, and who had achieved a great success in society as 
vocalist, the master of the house led a princely life, was as 
proud of his racing stable as of his gallery, belonged to one of 

1 The French Jack Sheppard.—Trans. 
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the principal clubs, paraded the most costly women, and had 
a box at the Opera, a chair at the Hétel Drouot,! and a foot- 
stool at the questionable resorts most in vogue. And all this 
profuse life, this luxury coruscating in an apotheosis of caprice 
and art, was entirely paid for by speculation, by a fortune 
which was incessantly on the move, and which seemed infinite 
like the sea, though, like the sea, it had its ebb and flow— 
balances in one or the other sense of two and three hundred 
thousand francs at each fortnightly settlement. 

When Saccard had climbed the majestic entrance steps, a 
valet announced him, and escorted him through three recep- 
tion rooms filled with marvels, to a little smoking room 
where Daigremont was finishing a cigar before going out. 
Already forty-five years of age, and struggling against stout- 
ness, he was of high stature and very elegant, with his hair 
carefully trimmed, and wearing only a moustache and imperial, 
like a fanatic of the Tuileries. He affected great amiability, 
having absolute confidence in himself, a firm conviction of 
conquering. 

He at once darted forward. ‘Ah! my dear friend, what 
is becoming of you?’ said he. ‘Only the other day I was 
thinking about you. But are you not now my neighbour ?’ 

He calmed down, however, and set aside this effusive 
manner, which he kept for the common herd, when Saccard, 
deeming it useless to beat about the bush, forthwith broached 
the object of his visit, expatiating on his great enterprise, 
and explaining that, before establishing the Universal Bank 
with a capital of twenty-five millions of francs, he wished to 
form a syndicate of friends—bankers and manufacturers— 
who would preassure the success of the issue by agreeing to 
take four-fifths of the shares, that was, some forty thousand. 
Daigremont had become very serious, and listened to him, 
and watched him, as if searching to the depths of his brain, 
to ascertain what effort, what labour useful to himself, he 
might yet get out of this man whom he had known 80 
active, so full of marvellous qualities amidst all his blundering 
fever. At first he hesitated. ‘No, no,’ said he, ‘I am over- 

1 The great Paris auction-mart.—Trans. F 
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whelmed already; I do not wish to take anything fresh in 
hand.’ 

Then, tempted nevertheless, he asked some questions, 
wished to know what projects the new venture would patronise, 
projects which Saccard was prudent enough to speak about 
with the extremest reserve. And when Daigremont had 
been made acquainted with the first enterprise which it was 
intended to launch, that idea of syndicating all the Mediter- 
ranean transport companies under the name of the United 
Steam Navigation Company, he seemed very much struck with 
it, and suddenly yielded. 

‘Well, I consent to go in. But on one condition only. 
How do you stand with your brother, the minister ?’ 

Saccard was so surprised at the question that he frankly 
displayed his rancour. ‘With my brother? Oh! he does 
his business, and Ido mine. He hasn’t very fraternal feel- 
ings, that brother of mine.’ 

‘Then so much the worse!’ flatly declared Daigremont. 
‘I won't be with you unless your brother is with you too. 
You understand, I won’t have you two at loggcrheads 
together.’ 

With an angry gesture of impatience Saccard began protest- 
ing. What need had they of Rougon? Would it not be seek- 
ing chains with which to bind themselves hand and foot? But 
at the same time the voice of prudence, stronger than his irri- 
tation, repeated to him that it was at least necessary that they 
should assure themselves of the great man’s neutrality. And 
yet, after all, he brutally refused. ‘No, no, he has always 
been too hoggish with me. I will never take the first step.’ 

‘Listen,’ resumed Daigremont. ‘I expect Huret here at 
five o’clock with respect to a commission he has undertaken 
for me. You will hurry off to the Corps Législatif, take 
Huret into a corner, tell him your plans, and he will at once 
speak of the matter to Rougon, find out what the latter thinks 
of it, and we shall have the answer here at five o’clock. 
That’s it, eh? An appointment here at five o'clock ?’ 

With his head low, Saccard reflected. ‘ Mon Dieu !’ said 
he, ‘ if you insist upon it,’ 
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‘Oh, absolutely ! Without Rougon, nothing ; with Rougon, 
anything you like.’ . 

‘All right, I will go then.’ 

They had shaken hands vigorously, and Saccard had 
started off, when the other called him back. ‘Ah, TI say, if 
you find things promising, just call on your way back upon 
the Marquis de Bohain and Sédille; tell them that I am 
going in, and ask them to join—I want them with us.’ 

At the door Saccard found his cab, which he had kept, 
although he had only to go down to the end of the street to 
get home. He now dismissed the vehicle, in the idea that he 
could have his own horse in the afternoon; and then he 
hurried back to get something to eat. They had long since 
given him up; however, the cook served him a bit of cold 
meat, which he devoured whilst quarrelling with the coachman ; 
for when the latter had been summoned, and had given an 
account of the veterinary surgeon’s visit, it appeared that the 
horse must be allowed three or four days’ rest. Thereupon 
Saccard, with his mouth full, accused the coachman of neglect, 
and threatened him with Madame Caroline, who would see to 
it all. Finally, he shouted for him to go for another cab. 
Just then a diluvian shower again swept the street, and he 
had to wait more than a quarter of an hour for a vehicle, into 
which he stepped, under the torrential downpour, shouting 
the address: ‘ To the Corps Législatif!’ 

His plan was to arrive before the sitting, so that he might 
get hold of Huret, and quietly interview him. Unfortunately 
an exciting debate was feared that day, for a member of the 
Left was to bring up the eternal question of Mexico, and 
Rougon no doubt would be obliged to reply. 

As Saccard entered the Salle des Pas Perdus,! he was lucky 
enough to meet the deputy, and led him into one of the little 
reception-rooms near by, where they found themselves alone, 
thanks to the great excitement prevailing inthe lobbies. The 
opposition was growing more and more formidable, a wind 
of catastrophe was beginning to blow—a wind destined to 
increase and sweep everything away. Thus Huret, who was 


1 The large vestibule gallery of the Palais Bourbon.—Trans. 


102 MONEY 


very preoccupied, did not at first understand Saccard, and the 
latter had to repeat his request. On the deputy realising 
what was wanted of him, his dismay increased: ‘Oh, my 
dear friend, how can you think of such a thing!’ he 
exclaimed. ‘Speak to Rougon at such a moment as this! 
He will send me to the deuce, you may be sure of it.’ 

Then his anxiety as to his personal interests became 
manifest. His very existence depended on the great man, to 
whom he owed his selection as an official candidate, his 
election, his situation as a kind of general servant living on 
-the crumbs of his master’s favour. By following this calling 
for a couple of years, he had, thanks to bribes and pickings 
prudently realised, been able to increase his extensive Calvados 
estates, intending to retire and enthrone himself there after 
the Downfall. | 

His fat, cunning, peasant-like face had now darkened, and 
expressed all the embarrassment he felt at this sudden request 
for intervention, which gave him no time to consider whether 
he would gain orlose thereby. ‘No, no! I cannot,’ he repeated. 
‘I told you your brother’s decision; I cannot disturb him 
again. The devil! think of me a little. He’s by no means 
gentle when he’s bothered; and, plainly now, I’ve no desire 
to pay for you at the cost of my own credit.’ 

Thereupon, Saccard, understanding, strove to convince 
him that millions of money were to be gained by the launching 
of the Universal Bank. With broad touches and glowing 
words, which transformed a pecuniary affair into a poet's tale, 
he explained all the superb enterprises which were in view, 
and dwelt on their certain and colossal success. Daigremont, 
whose enthusiasm was roused, would place himself at the 
head of the syndicate. Bohain and Sédille had already asked 
to come into it. It was impossible that he, Huret, should 
not be one of them: the others absolutely wanted him to 
join them on account of his high political position. They 
even hoped that he would consent to become a member of the 
board of directors, for his name was a guarantee of method 
and probity. 

At this promise that he should be made a director, the 
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deputy looked Saccard full in the face. ‘ Well, what isit that 
you want of me, what reply do you wish me to get from 
Rougon ?’ he asked. 

“Qh! for my part,’ replied Saccard, ‘I would willingly 
have dispensed with my brother. But Daigremont insists 
on a reconciliation. Perhaps he is right—so I think that 
you ought simply to speak of our affair to tho terrible fellow, 
and obtain, if not his help, at least a promise that he won’t 
oppose us.’ 

Huret, his eyes half closed, still seemed undecided. 

‘You see, if you can only draw an amiable word from him 
—just an amiable word, you understand—Daigremont will 
be satisfied with it, and we will settle the matter this afternoon 
between us three.’ 

‘Well, I will try,’ suddenly declared the deputy, affecting 
a, peasant’s bluntness, ‘but I shall only do so for your sake, 
for he is not a pleasant customer by any means—no indeed, 
especially when the Left is tormenting him. At five o’clock, 
then ?’ 

‘ At five o’clock.’ 

For nearly an hour longer Saccard lingered at the Palais 
Bourbon, greatly disturbed by the rumours of battle which 
were afloat. Hearing one of the great orators of the Opposi- 
tion announce that he meant to speak, he momentarily felt a 
desire to go in search of Huret again, and ask him if it would 
not be prudent to postpone the interview with Rougon until 
the next day. Then, fatalist that he was, believing in chance, 
he trembled lest he might compromise everything if he altered 
existing arrangements. Perhaps, too, in the scramble, his 
brother would the more readily speak the desired word. And 
thereupon, in order to let things take their course, he started 
off, and again got into his cab, which was already recrossing the 
Pont de la Concorde, when he recollected the desire expressed 
by Daigremont: ‘ Driver,’ he called, ‘ Rue de Babylone.’ 

It was in the Rue de Babylone that the Marquis de Bohain 
lived, occupying a grand mansion’s former dependencies—a 
pavilion which had once sheltered stablemen, but had now 
been transformed into a very comfortable modern house, the 
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luxurious appointments of which were coquettishly aristocratic. 
The Marquis’s wife, by the way, was never seen; her health 
was bad, he said; infirmities kept her in her apartments. 
Nevertheless, the house and furniture were hers ; he lived with 
her only as a lodger, having nothing of his own save his 
clothes, a trunkful, which he could have carried away ona cab. 
He and she had been legally separated, so far as estate went, 
since he had begun living by speculation. On two disastrous 
occasions already he had flatly refused to pay up what he 
owed, and the official receiver, after looking into matters, had 
not even taken the trouble to send him any stamped paper. 
The sponge was passed over the claims against him. He 
pocketed as long as he won, but as soon as he lost he did not 
pay; folks knew it, and resigned themselves to it. On the 
other hand, he bore an illustrious name, and his presence and 
manners were of a kind to adorn a board of directors, so that 
new companies in search of a little gilding disputed with each 
other for his services, and he never knew a slack time. Atthe 
Bourse he had his chair on the Rue Notre-Dame-des-Victoires 
side frequented by the rich speculators, who pretended to take 
no interest in the little rumours of the day. They respected 
and frequently consulted him. He had often influenced the 
market. And, briefly, he was quite a personage. 

Though Saccard knew the Marquis well, he was nevertheless 
impressed by the loftily polite reception accorded him by this 
handsome old man of sixty, whose small head was perched 
upon a colossal body, a brown wig setting off his pale face, the 
expression of which was exceedingly aristocratic. 

‘Monsieur le Marquis, I come as a veritable solicitor,’ said 
Saccard, explaining the motive of his visit, but without enter- 
ing into details. 

At his first words, however, the Marquis stopped him. ‘No 
no, all my time is taken. Ihave at this moment a dozen pro- 
posals which I must refuse.’ 

Then, as Saccard added, smiling, ‘Daigremont sent me; 
he thought of you,’ he immediately exclaimed, ‘Oh! is 
Daigremont in it? Well, well, if Daigremont is with you, so 
amI, Rely on me.’ 
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Then, as his visitor wished to furnish him with at least a 
little information, so that he might know what sort of an 
undertaking he was joining, he closed his mouth, with the 
amiable, easy-going manner of a grand seigneur, who docs 
not descend to such details, and has a natural confidence in 
people’s probity. 

‘Not another word, I beg of you. I do not wish to know. 
You need my name, I lend it to you, and Iam very glad to do 
so; that is all. Simply tell Daigremont to arrange the matter 
to his liking.’ 

On stepping into his cab again, Saccard, feeling quite gay, 
laughed inwardly. ‘He will cost us dear,’ he thought, ‘ but 
he is really charming.’ Then he added aloud: ‘Driver, Rue 
des Jetineurs.’ 

It was here that Sédille had his warehouses and offices on 
a vast ground-floor at the far end ofacourtyard. After thirty 
years’ toil, Sédille, who was a native of Lyons and had retained 
some workshops there, had at last succeeded in making his 
silk business one of the best known and best established in 
Paris, when a passion for gambling, due to chance circum- 
stances, broke out and spread within him with the destructive 
violence of a conflagration. A couple of strokes, which one 
after the other yielded him considerable profit, made him 
altogether lose his head. What was the use of giving thirty 
years of one’s life to the earning of a paltry million, when, in 
a single hour, by a simple transaction at the Bourse, one can 
put the same amount in one’s pocket? From that time he 
gradually ceased to take any interest in his business, which 
simply continued working thanks to pre-acquired motive 
power. He lived in the sole hope of some triumphant stroke 
of speculation ; and, having fallen on a vein of persistent ill- 
luck, soon sank in gambling all the profits of his business. 
The worst of such a fever as this is that a man becomes dis- 
gusted with legitimate gains, and finally even loses an exact 
idea of money. And ruin lay inevitably at the end, for in 
vain did the Lyons workshops bring Sédille in a couple of 
hundred thousand francs a year, since speculation swept away 
three hundred thousand. 
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rd found him agitated and anxious, for this merchant 
gambler lacked phlegm and philosophy. He lived in a state 
of remorse, always hoping, always dejected, sick with uncer- 
tainty, and all this because he was still honest at heart. The 
settlement at the end of April had proved disastrous to him. 
However, his fat face, fringed with large fair whiskers, flushed 
at the first words: ‘Ah! my dear fellow, if it is luck that you 
bring me, you are welcome!’ Then seized with a fit of terror 
he added: ‘ But no, no, do not tempt me. I should do better 
to shut myself up with my goods, and nover stir from my 
counting-house.’ 

Wishing to let him calm himself, Saccard began speaking 
to him of his son Gustave, whom he had seen, he said, that 
morning at Mazaud’s. But to the merchant this was another 
subject of chagrin, for he had dreamt of transferring the 
responsibility of his establishment to this son, and the latter 
despised commercial pursuits, and cared only for mirth and 
festivity, having the white teeth of a parvenu’s son, teeth only 
fit to devour the fortune that might some day fall to them. 
Still, his father had placed him with Mazaud to see if he would 
nibble at finance. 

‘Since the death of his poor mother,’ murmured the 
manufacturer, ‘he has given me very little satisfaction. But 
in a broker’s office he will perhaps learn some things that 
may be useful to me.’ 

‘Well,’ resumed Saccard abruptly, ‘are you with us? 
Daigremont told me to come and tell you that he was going 
in.’ 

Sédille raised his trembling arms to heaven, and, in a voice 
expressive both of desire and fear, replied: ‘Why, yes, I am 
with you. You know very well that I can’t do otherwise than 
goin with you! If I should refuse and your enterprise should 
prosper, I should fall ill with regret. Tell Daigremont that I 
will go in.’ 

When Saccard found himself in the street again, he pulled 
out his watch, and saw that it was scarcely four o’clock. The 
time that he had before him, and the desire that he felt to 
walk a little, induced him to dismiss his cab. He repented of 
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it almost immediately, however, for he had not reached the 
boulevard when a fresh shower, a deluge of water mingled 
with hail, again forced him to take refuge in a doorway. 
What cursed weather, when one had to scour Paris! After 
watching the rain fall for a quarter of an hour, he grew 
impatient again, and hailed an empty cab which was pass- 
ing. It was a victoria, and in vain did he tuck the leather 
apron about his legs, for he was quite drenched when he 
reached the Rue Larochefoucauld, a good half-hour before his 
time. 

The valet stated that his master had not yet returned, but 
conducted him to the smoking-room, where with slow short 
steps he paced up and down looking at the pictures. Then as 
a superb female voice, a contralto of deep and melancholy 
power, suddenly broke the silence of the mansion, he ap- 
proached the open window io listen: it was Madame Daigre- 
mont rehearsing at her piano a composition which she 
doubtless meant to sing that evening in some salon. Lulled 
by the music, Saccard began thinking of the extraordinary 
stories that had been told him of Daigremont: the story of 
the Adamantine Company especially, that loan of fifty mil- 
lions, all the securities of which he had kept in hand, selling 
them and re-selling them five times in succession, through 
agents of his own, until he had created a market, established 
a price for them. Then had come the genuine sale, followed 
by the inevitable fall from three hundred to fifteen frances, 
enormous profits being made out of a little world of simple- 
tons, who were ruined at one blow. Ah! Daigremont was 
indeed a strong, a terrible man. Meantime his wife’s voice 
still rang out, exhaling a wild, loving plaint of tragic intensity ; 
while Saccard, stepping back to the middle of the room, 
halted before a Meissonier, which he valued at a hundred 
thousand francs. 

Just then, however, some one came in, and on turning he 
was surprised to recognise Huret. ‘What! here already? 
It is not yet five o’clock. Is the sitting over, then ?’ 

‘Qver! what an idea! They are still squabbling.’ 

And thereupon he explained that, as the deputy of the 
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Opposition was still speaking, Rougon would certainly not be 
able to answer until the next day. On realising that, he had 
ventured to tackle the minister, during a short adjournment, 
between two doors. 

‘Well,’ asked Saccard nervously, ‘and what did my 
illustrious brother say ?’ 

Huret did not answer immediately. ‘Oh! he was as surly 
as a bear. I will own that I relied on the exasperation in 
which I found him, for I hoped that he would simply tell me 
to be off. Well, I told him of your affair, and said that you 
did not wish to undertake anything without his approval.’ 

‘And then ?’ 

‘Then he seized me by both arms, and shook me, shout- 
ing in my face: “ Let him go and get hanged !”’ and there he 
planted me.’ 

Saccard, who had turned pale, gave a forced laugh. 
‘That was pleasant,’ said he, 

‘Why yes, pleasant indeed,’ answered the deputy, in a 
tone of conviction. ‘I did not ask for so much; with that we 
can go ahead.’ Then as in the next room he heard the foot- 
fall of Daigremont, who had just returned, he added in a low 
voice: ‘ Let me arrange it all.’ 

It was becoming evident that Huret greatly desired to see 
the Universal Bank established, and to become connected 
with it. No doubt he had already satisfied himself as to 
what kind of part he might play in the affair. Consequently, 
as soon as he had shaken hands with Daigremont, he put on 
a radiant expression, and waved his armintheair. ‘ Victory!’ 
he exclaimed, ‘ victory!’ 

‘Ah! really. Tell me about it.’ 

‘Well! the great man did as he was bound to do. He 
answered me, “ Let my brother succeed! ’’’ 

Daigremont was in an ecstasy, so charming did he find 
the phrase ‘Let him succeed!’ It implied everything : ‘If 
he is so stupid as not to succeed, I shall drop him; but let 
him succeed, and I will assist him.’ Really it was quite 
exquisite ! 

‘ And, my dear Saccard, we shall succeed,’ said Daigremont. 
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‘Be easy on that point. We are going to do everything that 
is necessary to that end.’ 

Then, the three men having sat down, in order to decide 
upon the principal points, Daigremont rose up and went to 
close the window ; for his wife’s voice, gradually swelling in 
volume, was giving vent to a sob of infinite despair, which 
prevented them from hearing one another. And even with 
the window closed, the stifled lamentation resounded like an 
accompaniment while they decided upon founding a financial 
establishment to be called the Universal Bank, with a capital 
of twenty-five millions of francs, divided into fifty thousand 
shares of five hundred francs each. It was further agreed 
that Daigremont, Huret, Sédille, the Marquis de Bohain, and 
a few of their friends, should form a syndicate to take four- 
fifths of the stock in advance, and divide it among themselves, 
so that in the first place the success of the issue would be 
assured, whilst later on, keeping the shares in their possession, 
they would be able to create a scarcity in the market, and 
send the price up at will. However, everything nearly fell 
through when Daigremont demanded a premium of four 
hundred thousand francs to be divided among the forty 
thousand shares of the syndicate, at the rate of ten frances a 
share. Saccard protested, declaring that it was not reason- 
able to make the cow bellow before milking her. Matters 
were bound to be difficult at the outset; why make the situa- 
tion any worse? Nevertheless he had to yield, in view of 
the attitude of Huret, who quietly regarded the matter as 
quite natural, saying that it was always done. 

They were separating, having fixed an appointment for 
the next day, an appointment at which Hamelin the engineer 
was to be present, when Daigremont suddenly clapped his 
hand to his forehead with an air of despair. ‘And Kolb, 
whom I was forgetting!’ he said. ‘Oh! he would never for- 
give me; he must be one of us. My little Saccard, if you 
want to oblige me, you will go to his place directly. It isn’t 
six o’clock yet ; you will still find him there. Yes, go yourself 
and not to-morrow, but to-night, because that will have an 
effect on him, and he may be useful to us.’ 
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With all docility Saccard started off again, knowing that 
lucky days do not come twice over. But he had again 
dismissed his cab, having hoped to go home—a distance of a 
few steps—on leaving Daigremont’s; and so, as the rain 
seemed to have stopped at last, he descended the street on 
foot, happy to feel under his heels the pavement of Paris, 
which he was reconquering. In the Faubourg Montmartre 
afew drops of rain made him take to the covered passages, 
the Passage Verdeau, the Passage Jouffroy and the Passage 
des Panoramas, which last brought him out again into the 
Rue Vivienne. 

Here at the moment when he was about to enter Kolb’s he 
once more started and stopped. A soft, crystalline music, 
coming as it were from the bowels of the earth, like the voices 
of legendary fairies, enveloped him; and he recognised the 
musical voice of gold, the continual jingle which pervaded 
this neighbourhood of trade and speculation, and which he 
had already heard in the morning. The end of the day was 
like its beginning ; and the caressing sound of this voice made 
him radiant, it seemed hke the confirmation of a good omen. 

Kolb happened to be downstairs in the casting shop, and, 
as & friend of the house, Saccard went down to join him there. 
In the bare basement, ever lighted by large flaming gas-jets, 
the two founders were emptying by the shovelful several zinc 
lined boxes, filled that day with Spanish coins which they 
threw into the melting-pot on the great square furnace. The 
heat was intense ; they had to shout to make themselves heard 
amid this harmonica-like music vibrating under the low vaulted 
ceiling. Freshly cast ingots, golden paving-stones, having all 

“the glittering brilliancy of new metal, stood in rows upon the 
table of the assayer, who determined the standard. And since 
morning more than six millions of francs had passed through 
the founders’ hands, assuring the banker a profit of no more 
than three or four hundred frances; for the difference realised 
between two quotations is of the smallest, being measured by 
thousandths, so that in gold arbitrage, as the traffic is called, 
a profit only accrues when large quantities of metal are dealt 
with, Hence this tinkling of gold, this streaming of gold, 
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from morning till night, from year’s end to year’s end, in the 
depths of that cellar, whither the gold came in coins, and 
whence it went away in ingots, to come back again in coins 
and go away again in ingots indefinitely, with the sole object 
of leaving in the trader’s hands.a few particles of the precious 
metal. ° 

As soon as Kolb—a little man with a very dark com- 
plexion, whose nose, shaped like an eagle’s beak, and 
emerging from a thick beard, proclaimed his Jewish origin— 
had understood Saccard’s offer, which the gold almost 
drowned with a sound of hail, he accepted it. ‘ Certainly,’ 
he cried. ‘I am very glad to be in it, if Daigremont is! 
And thank you for having put yourself out on my account.’ 

However, they scarcely heard each other, and relapsed 
into silence, lingering there a moment longer, deafened, but 
experiencing a sensation of beatitude amid that clear provok- 
ing jingling, which made their flesh quiver, like some altisstmo 
note prolonged upon the strings of violins to the point of 
provoking spasm. 

Outside, although the fine weather had returned, although 
it was now a clear May evening, Saccard, worn out with fatigue, 
once more took a cab to go home. It had been a hard, but a 
well-filled day. 
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CHAPTER IV 


THE BANK I8 FOUNDED 


DiFFIcuLtrss arose, the affair dragged along, and in fact five 
months rolled by without anything being settled. The latter 
days of September had already been reached, and it enraged 
Saccard to find fresh obstacles continually arising, a whole 
series of secondary questions, which it was necessary to solve 
beforehand, if they wished to establish anything serious and 
substantial. His impatience became so great, that at one 
moment he was on the point of renouncing the idea of a syndi- 
cate, haunted and seduced by the sudden thought of carrying 
out the affair with the Princess d’Orviedo alone. She had the 
millions necessary for the first launching; why should she not 
put them into this superb affair, leaving the smaller investors 
to come in later on, at the time of the future increase of capital 
which he had already in view ? He thought of this in all good 
faith, convinced that he was offering her an investment in 
which she could increase her fortune tenfold—that fortune of 
the poor, which she was scattering in charities ever on a more 
extensive scale. 

So one morning he went up to the Princess’s rooms, and, 
like a friend who is also a man of business, he explained to her 
the motive and the mechanism of the bank which he dreamed 
of. He told her everything, spread the contents of Hamelin’s 
portfolio before her, did not omit one of the many Oriental 
enterprises. Yielding to the faculty he possessed of becoming 
intoxicated by his own enthusiasm, and of acquiring faith by 
his burning desire to succeed, he even revealed the mad dream | 
of the Papacy established at Jerusalem, spoke of the final 
tpiamph of Catholicism, the Pope enthroning himse'f in the 
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Holy Land, dominating the world, and assured of a royal 
budget, thanks to the creation of the Treasury of the Holy 
Sepulchre. 

The Princess, an ardent devotee, was solely struck by this 
supreme project, this crowning of the edifice, the chimerical 
grandeur of which was in keeping with the disorderly imagina- 
tion which prompted her to throw away her millions in good 
works of colossal and useless luxury. The French Catholics 
had just been startled and irritated by the treaty which the 
Emperor had concluded with the King of Italy, and by which 
he pledged himself, under certain conditions, to withdraw the 
French troops from Rome. It was very certain that this 
meant the abandonment of Rome to Italy ; and the Catholics 
already saw the Pope driven away, reduced to soliciting alms, 
and wandering through the cities of Europe leaning on a 
beggar’s staff. But what a prodigious dénowement that would be : 
the Pope again finding himself Pontiff and King at Jerusalem, 
installed and sustained there by a bank in which the Catholics 
of the whole universe would regard it an honour to become 
shareholders! It was so beautiful a conception that the Princess ° 
declared it the grandest idea of the century, worthy to incite 
the enthusiasm of any well-born person possessed of faith. 
Success seemed to her absolutely certain, and her esteem for 
the engineer Hamelin, whom she treated with consideration, 
knowing him to be a constant worshipper, increased. Never- 
theless, she flatly refused to go into the affair ; she intended to 
remain faithful to her oath to restore her millions to the poor, 
without ever deriving from them a single copper of interest, for 
she desired that this money, the fruit of gambling, should be 
lost, drunk up by poverty, like some poisoned water that must 
disappear. The argument that the poor would profit by the 
speculation did not touch her ; it even irritated her. No, no! 
the accursed source must be dried up, exhausted; she had 
undertaken no other mission. 

Disconcerted, Saccard could only profit by her sympathy 
‘to obtain from her an authorisation which he had hitherto 
vainly solicited. It had been his idea to instal the Universal 
. Bank in the mansion itself; or, atleast, Madame Caroline hed 

I 


Eta MONEY 


suggested this idea to him; for he himself saw things on a 
grander scale, and would have liked a palace forthwith. How- 
ever, they might content themselves with roofing the court. 
yard with glass and transforming it intoa central hall ; whilst 
the entire ground floor, the stables, and coach-houses might be 
fitted up as offices. Then on the first floor he would give up 
his salon, which would do duty as a board-room, whilst his 
dining-room and six other rooms could be turned into addi- 
tional offices. For himself, he should merely retain a bed- 
chamber and dressing-room, taking his meals and passing his 
evenings upstairs with the Hamelins; so that at small expense 
they would provide the Bank with somewhat limited but 
very respectable quarters. The Princess, as proprietor, had 
at first refused her consent, through her hatred of all traffic in 
money. Never, said she, should her roof shelter such abomina- 
tion. But when she found that religion entered into the 
matter, she was moved by the grandeur of the purpose, and 
consented. It was an extreme concession, and she felt alittle 
shudder pass through her at the thought of that infernal ma- 
chine, a financial establishment, a house of speculation and 
jobbery, with its machinery of ruin and death, being set up 
underneath her. 

Finally,a week after this abortive effort, Saccard had the joy 
- of seeing the affair, so long thwarted by obstacles, concluded 
in a few days’ time. Daigremont called to tell him that 
he had secured all needful support, and that they could go 
ahead. Then, for the last time, they went together over the 
proposed bye-laws, and drew up the articles of association. 
And it was a great time too for the Hamelins, whose circum- 
stances were growing difficult again. Hamelin had for years 
had but one dream—to become the consulting engineer of a 
great financial establishment ; as he expressed it, he undertook 
to bring the water to the mill. So, little by little, Saccard’s 
fever had gained upon him, and he now burned with the same 
geal and impatience. Madame Caroline, on the contrary, after 
her first enthusiasm at the idea of the beautiful and useful 
things which they were going to accomplish, seemed to grow 
colder and wore a dreamy air, now that they were reaching 
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tho briars and bogs of execution. Her great good sense, her 
upright nature, scented all sorts of dark and unclean holes ; 
and she particularly trembled for her brother, whom she adored 
and whom she sometimes laughingly called ‘a big stupid’ in 
spite of all his science ; not that she in the least doubted the 
perfect honesty of their friend, whom she saw so devoted to 
their fortune; but she experienced a singular sensation, as if 
the earth were moving under her feet, and feared lest she 
should fall and be swallowed up at the first false step. 

That morning, Saccard, when Daigremont had gone, went 
up to the workroom with a beaming face. ‘At last, it 1s 
settled!’ he cried. 

Hamelin, in a transport, stepped forward with moist eyes, 
and grasped his hands, as if he would crush them. And as 
Madame Caroline simply turned towards him, a little pale, 
Saccard added: ‘ Well, and you, is that all you have to say 
tome? Doesn't this news please you ?’ 

Thereupon she smiled pleasantly. ‘Why, yes, I am very 
glad, very glad, I assure you.’ 

And when he had given her brother particulars respecting 
the syndicate now definitely formed, she intervened with her 
peaceful air: ‘So it is permissible, eh ? for several persons to 
meet and divide stock among themselves, before it has been 
issued ?’ 

He made a violent gesture of affirmation. ‘ Why, certainly, 
it is permissible! You don’t think us silly enough to risk a 
failure? To say nothing of the fact that we need the support 
of men of standing, men who can control the market should 
matters be difficult at the outset. And now, at any rate, four- 
fifths of our shares are placedin sure hands. We can proceed 
to sign the articles of association at the notary’s,’ 

She was daring enough to oppose him. ‘I thought that 
the law required the subscription of the entire capital before 
that was done ?’ 

This time, greatly surprised, he looked her in the face. 
‘You read the Code then ?’ he asked. 

She coloured slightly, for he had guessed the truth. On 
the previous day, yielding to her uneasiness, that secret fear 
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without any precise cause, she had read the law which 
regulated joint-stock companies. Still, just for a moment, 
she was on the point of denying it. Then she confessed with 
a laugh: ‘ Yes, it’s true; I read the Code yesterday ; and after 
my perusal, I found myself examining into my own honesty 
and that of others, just as after reading medical books one 
fancies oneself afflicted with every disease.’ 

He, however, took offence ; for the circumstance that she 
had wished to inform herself showed that she distrusted him, 
and was prepared to watch him, with her searching intelligent 
woman’s eyes. 

‘Ah!’ he replied, with a gesture which swept all vain 
scruples away, ‘do you suppose that we are going to conform 
to the trumperies of the Code? Why! we could not take 
two steps ; we should be met by obstacles at every turn, while 
others, our rivals, would go ahead at full speed and outstrip 
us. No, no, I certainly shan’t wait till all the capital is sub- 
scribed; moreover, I prefer to reserve some shares for our- 
selves, and I shall find a man with whom I will open an 
account, and who, in short, will be our man of straw.’ 

‘It is forbidden,’ she declared, simply, in that beautiful, 
grave voice of hers. 

‘Qh yes, it is forbidden, but all companies do it.’ 

‘ They do wrong, then, since it isn’t right.’ 

Calming himself by a sudden effort of will, and smiling 
in his turn, Saccard thereupon thought it best to turn to 
Hamelin, who, in his embarrassment, was listening without 
intervening. ‘I hope that you don’t doubt me, my dear 
friend; I am an old stager of some experience; you can 
trust yourself in my hands, so far as the financial side of the 
affair is concerned. Bring me good ideas, and I will under- 
take to make them yield all desirable profit with the least 
possible risk. I believe that a practical man can say nothing 
better.’ 

The engineer, with his invincible timidity and weakness, 
turned the matter into a joke, in order to avoid giving a 
direct answer. ‘Oh! you will have a real censor in Caroline,’ 
said he, ‘She is a born schoolmistress,’ 
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‘But I am quite willing to join her class,’ declared 
Saccard gallantly. 

Madame Caroline herself had begun laughing again. And 
the conversation continued in a familiar good-natured way. 

‘You see,’ she said, ‘I love my brother very much, and I 
like you yourself more than you think, and it would give me 
great sorrow to see you engage in shady transactions with 
nothing but disaster and grief at the end of them. Thus I 
may say, now that we are upon the matter, that I have a great 
terror of speculation and Bourse gambling. I was so glad, 
therefore, to read in the eighth clause of the proposed bye- 
laws which you made me copy that the company forbade 
itself all dealings “for account.” That was a prohibition 
of gambling, was it not? And then you disenchanted me 
by laughing at me and explaining that if was simply a 
show clause, a formula which all companies made it a point 
of honour to insert in their bye-laws, but which none of them 
ever observed. Do you know what I should like? Why, that 
instead of these shares, these fifty thousand shares which you 
are going to issue, you should issue only debentures. Oh! 
you see that I have become very learned since I read the 
Code; I am no longer ignorant that folks do not gamble in 
debentures, that a debenture-holder is a simple lender who 
receives a certain percentage for his loan without being 
interested in the profits, whereas the shareholder is a partner 
who runs the risk of profit and loss. So, why not deben- 
tures? That would tranquillise me so much; I should be 
so happy!’ 

She jocularly exaggerated the supplicating tone of her 
request in order to conceal her real anxiety. And Saccard 
answered in the same tone, with comical passion : ‘ Deben- 
tures, debentures! No, never! What would you have us do 
with debentures? They are so much dead matter. You 
must understand that speculation, gambling, is the central 
mechanism, the heart itself, of a vast affair likeours. Yes, it 
attracts blood, takes it from every source in little streamlets 
collects it, sends it back in rivers in all directions, and 
establishes an enormous circulation of money, which ig the 
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very life of great enterprises. But for this, the great move- 
ments of capital and the great civilising works that result 
therefrom would be impossible. It is the same with joint- 
stock companies. Has there not been a great outcry against 
them? Has it not been said again and again that they are 
gambling, cut-throat institutions? But the truth is that 
without them we should have no railways nor any of the 
huge modern enterprises that have made the world a new one ; 
for no single fortune would have sufficed to carry them through, 
just as no single individual or group of individuals would 
have been willing to run the risk. The risk and the grandeur 
of the object are everything, There must be a vast project, 
the magnitude of which will strike the imagination; there 
must be the hope of a considerable gain, of some stroke that 
will increase the investment tenfold, provided it is not swept 
away; and then passions kindle, life abounds, each brings his 
money, and you can knead the earth over again. What evil 
do you see in that? The risks incurred are voluntary, they 
are spread over an infinite number of persons, they are 
unequal, limited by the fortune and audacity of each. One 
man loses, but another wins; all hope to secure a lucky 
number, but must always expect to draw a blank; and 
humanity has no more obstinate, no more ardent dream, than 
that of trying fortune, of striving to obtain everything from 
its capricious decisions, of becoming a king, a demi-god!' 
Little by little, Saccard had ceased laughing, and 
straightening himself upon his short legs, he becameinflamed 
with a lyric ardour, indulging the while in gestures that 
scattered his words to the four corners of heaven. ‘See!’ he 
cried, ‘ we, with our Universal Bank, are we not going to open up 
a broad horizon, pierce through that old world of Asia, that un- 
limited field for the pickaxe of progress and the dreams of the 
goldfinder ? Certainly there was never a more colossal am- 
bition, and, I grant it, never were the chances of success or 
failure more obscure. But, precisely for that reason, we are 
within the very terms of the problem, and shall arouse, I am 
convinced, extraordinary infatuation among the public as seon 
as we become known. Our Universal Bank will, in the first 
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place, be one of the orthodox establishments which transact 
all banking and discount business, which receive funds on 
deposit, and contract, negotiate, or issue loans, But- what I 
especially wish to make of it, is a machine to launch your 
brother’s grand projects: that will be its real réle, the réle in 
which it will find increasing profits and a gradually com- 
manding power. We establish it, in short, in order that it 
may assist the financial and industrial companies which we 
shall organise in foreign countries, the companies whose 
shares we shall place, and which will owe us life and assure 
us sovereignty. And now that we are already in sight of this 
dazzling future of conquest, you come and ask me if it is 
allowable to form a syndicate and grant a premium to the 
syndicators, a premium which will be charged among the 
initial expenses. You worry yourself about inevitable petty 
irregularities, such as unsubscribed shares, which the Bank 
will do well to retain under cover of a* man of straw; in 
short, you start on a campaign against gambling—gambling, 
good heavens! which is the very soul, the furnace, of the me- 
chanical giant that I dream of! Know then that all this is 
nothing ! that this paltry little capital of twenty-five millions 
is a simple faggot thrown under the machine to heat it! that I 
hope to double, quadruple, quintuple this capital as fast as 
our operations extend! that we must have a hail of gold, a 
dance of millions, if we wish to accomplish over yonder the 
prodigies we have predicted! Ah! I won’t say there will 
be no breakage—one can’t move the world, you know, without 
crushing the feet of a few passers by.’ 

She looked at him, and, in her love of life, of all that was 
strong and active, she ended by finding him handsome, seduc- 
tive, by reason of his fervour and faith. Accordingly, without 
espousing his theories, at which the uprightness of her clear 
intelligence revolted, she pretended to be vanquished. 

‘ Well, then, say that I am only a woman, and that the 
battles of existence frighten me. Only do try to crush as 
nie people as possiblo, and especially crush none of those I 

ve." 

Saccard, intoxicated by his own outburst of eloquence, as 
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triumphant at the mere exposition of his vast plans as though 
the work were already done, made a display of great good- 
nature. ‘Oh, don’t be afraid!’ said he; ‘if I play the ogre, 
it is for fun. We shall all be rich.’ 

Then they talked quietly of the arrangements which had 
to be made, and it was agreed that Hamelin should proceed 
to Marseilles and thence to the Hast, to hasten the launching 
of their grand enterprises. 

Rumours were already spreading, however, about the 
Parisian market; the name of Saccard emerged from the 
troubled depths in which it had temporaiily sunk; and the 
reports which circulated, at first in a whisper, but gradually 
in a louder key, so clearly trumpeted approaching success that 
once again, as at the Parc Monceau in former days, his ante- 
room became filled every morning with applicants. He saw 
Mazaud call, as if by chance, to shake hands with him and 
talk over the news of the day; he received other brokers, 
Jacoby the Jew with the thundering voice, and his brother-in- 
law, Delarocque, a stout red-haired man who made his wife 
very unhappy. The cowlisse came also, personified by Nathan- 
sohn, a little fair-haired, active man, borne onward on the 
wave of fortune. And as for Massias, resigned to the hard 
lot of an unlucky remuster, he already appeared every morn- 
ing, though as yet there were no orders to be received. Day 
by day the crowd increased. 

One morning at nine o’clock Saccard found the ante-room 
full. Not having yet engaged any special staff, he had to 
content himself with such assistance as his valet could give, 
and, as a rule, he took the trouble to usher in his visitors 
himself. That day, as he opened the door of his private 
room, Janirou wished to be admitted, but among those 
waiting Saccard caught sight of Sabatani, for whom he had 
been searching for two days past. 

‘Excuse me, my friend,’ said he, stopping the ex-professor 
in order to receive the Levantine first. 

Sabatani, with his disturbing, caressing smile and adder- 
like suppleness, left the speaking to Saccard, and the latter, 
like one who knew his man, plainly set forth his proposition, 
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‘My dear fellow,’ said he, ‘I have need of you. We want the 
loan of your name. I will open an account with you, set 
you down as the buyer of a certain number of our shares, 
which you will pay for simply by a manipulation of accounts, 
Nou can see that I come straight to the point, and treat you 
as a friend.’ 

The young man looked at him with his handsome velvet 
eyes gleaming softly in his long dark face. 

‘The law, dear master, formally specifies that payment 
must be made in cash. Oh! it is not for myself that I tell 
you that. You treat me as a friend, and I am very proud of 
it. Anything you like.’ 

Thereupon Saccard, to be agreeable to him, spoke of the 
esteem in which he was held by Mazaud, who was now willing 
to take his orders without cover. ‘And, by the way,’ he added, 
‘we shall also need signatures to make certain operations 
regular—transfers, for instance. Can I send you the papers 
to sign ?’ 

‘Why, certainly, dear master. Anything you like!’ 

He did not even raise the question of payment, knowing 
that such services are priceless; and, as the other added that 
they would give him a franc per signature to compensate him 
for his loss of time, he acquiesced with a simple nod of the 
head, Then, with his familiar smile, he said: ‘I hope, too, 
dear master, that you won’t refuse me your advice. As you 
will be so well placed, I shall come to you for information.’ 

‘Quite so,’ concluded Saccard, who understood. ‘ Till we 
meet again, be careful of yourself; don’t listen too readily to 
the ladies.’ 

Then, with a laugh, for Sabatani was reported to be for 
some mysterious reason a remarkable favourite with the 
fair sex, he dismissed him by a private exit, which enabled 
him to send people away without making them pass through 
the ante-room again. 

Having gone to open the other door, he next called 
Jantrou, who, as he saw at a glance, was in sore straits, at the 
very end of his tether, clad in a frock-coat, the sleeves of 
which hed been worn threadkare by long leaning on café 
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tables during his endless ‘ wait’ for a situation. The Bourse 
continued to be a hard-hearted mother to him, and yet he 
bore himself jauntily, with his fan-shaped beard, still cynical 
and lettered, at times dropping a flowery phrase, betokening 
the former university man. 

‘I meant to write to you shortly,’ said Saccard. ‘ We are 
drawing up a list of employees, upon which I have inscribed 
your name among the first, and I expect I shall place you in 
the issue office.’ 

Jantrou stopped him with a gesture. ‘ You are very kind, 
and I thank you. But 1 have a proposal to make to you.’ 

He did not explain himself forthwith, but, starting with 
generalities, inquired what part the Press would play in the 
launching of the Universal Bank. The other took fire at the 
first words, declared that he was for advertising on the largest 
scale, and would devote all available money to it. Nota 
trumpet was to be disdained ; not even the penny trumpets; 
for he laid it down as an axiom that every noise was good 
from the simple fact that it was a noise. The ideal would be 
to have every paper at one’s service ; only that would cost too 
much. 

‘Is it your idea, then, to organise our advertising ?’ he at 
last inquired. ‘Perhaps that wouldn’t be a bad scheme. We 
will talk it over.’ 

‘Yes, later, if youlike. But what would you say to a paper 
of your own, completely your own, and which I should manage 
for you? Every morning there would be a page reserved for 
you, articles that would sing your praises, or paragraphs 
reminding people of you, with allusions to you in contri- 
butions altogether foreign to financial matters—in short, a 
regular campaign, in which, d propos of everything and 
nothing, you would be incessantly exalted on the slaughtered 
bodies of your rivals. Does that tempt you ?’ 

‘Why yes, if it doesn’t cost the devil.’ 

* No, the price will be reasonable.’ 

And at last he named the paper he had in view— 
‘L’Espérance,’ which had been founded two years previously 
by a little group of Catholic notabilities, the violent members 
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of the party, who waged ferocious war upon the Empire. 
The success of their efforts was however absolutely null, and 
every week there circulated a fresh report of the paper's dis- 
appearance. 

‘Oh, it doesn’t print two thousand copies!’ cried 
Saccard. 

‘ But it will be our business to raise its circulation.’ 

‘ And besides, it is impossible: it drags my brother in the 
mud; I cannot afford to offend him at the very outset.’ 

Jantrou gently shrugged hisshoulders. ‘ There is no need 
to offend anyone. You know as well as I do that, when a 
financial house has a paper of its own, it is of little conse- 
quence whether this paper supports or attacks the Govern- 
ment; if it is an officious journal, the house is certain to be 
included in all the syndicates organised by the Minister of 
Finance to insure the success of the State and Communal loans; 
while if it is an opposition print, the same minister is very 
considerate in his treatment of the bank which it represents, 
prompted by a desire to disarm it and win it over, which often 
finds expression in still more favours. So don’t trouble 
yourself as to the politics of “‘ L’Hspérance.” Havea paper, it 
is a power.’ 

Silent for a moment, Saccard, with that alertness of 
intellect which in a trice enabled him to appropriate 
another’s idea, examine it, and adapt it to his needs, to the 
point of making it entirely his own, swiftly thought out a 
complete plan: he would buy ‘ L’Espérance,’ silence its bitter 
diitacks, lay it at the feet of his brother—who would be 
obliged to show his gratitude—but at the same time keep it 
Catholic, as a menace, a machine ever ready to resume its 
terrible campaign in the name of the interests of religion. 
And, if the folks in power were not amiable with him, he 
would brandish Rome in their faces, and risk the grand 
Jerusalem stroke. It would be a pretty trick to finish with. 

‘Should we be free to do as we chose?’ he asked 
abruptly. 

‘Absolutely free. They have had enough of it; the paper 
has fallen into the hands of a needy fellow who will hand it 


124 MONEY 


over to us for ten thousand francs or so. We can then do 
what we like with it.’ 

Saccard reflected a minute longer. ‘ Well, it is settled,’ 
he eventually said. ‘Make an appointment and bring your 
man here. You shall be director, and I will see to centralising 
all our advertising in your hands. I wish it to be something 
unheard of, enormous—oh! later on when we have the 
wherewithal to set the machine going properly.’ 

He had risen. Jantrou also rose, concealing the joy he 
felt at finding bread, beneath a bantering laugh, the laugh of 
one who has lost caste, and is weary of all the mire of Paris. 

‘At last, then, I shall return to my element, my dear 
belles lettres |’ : 

‘Don’t engage anybody as yet,’ said Saccard, as he escorted 
him to the door. ‘ And while I think of it, just make a note 
of a protégé of mine, Paul Jordan, a young man whom I find 
remarkably talented, and in whom you will have an excellent 
literary contributor. I will write him a letter and tell him to 
call upon you.’ 

As Jantrou was going out by the private door, this happy 
arrangement of the two outlets struck him. ‘Why, this is 
convenient,’ said he, in his familiar style. ‘One can conjure 
people away. When beautiful ladies come, like the one I 
saluted just now in the ante-room, the Baroness Sandorff——’ 

Saccard did not know that she was there, and with a 
shrug of his shoulders he sought to express his indifference ; 
but the other chuckled, refusing to believe in such disinter- 
estedness. Then the two men exchanged a vigorous hand- 
shake, and Jantrou went off. 

When he was alone, Saccard instinctively approached the 
mirror, and brushed back his hair, in which not a white 
thread as yet appeared. He had not, however, spoken falsely 
to Jantrou, for women scarcely entered his thoughts, now that 
business had again taken entire possession of him; and he 
merely yielded to the involuntary gallantry which makes it 
impossible for a Frenchman to find himself alone with a 
woman without fearing that she will look upon him as a 
blockhead if he does not conquer her, And so, as soon as he 
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had ushered in the Baroness, he showed himself remarkably 
attentive. 

‘Be seated, madame, I pray you.’ 

Never had he seen her so strangely seductive, with her red 
lips, and her burning eyes with bruised lids, set deeply under 
thick eyebrows. What could she want of him? And he was 
much surprised, almost mortified, when she had explained to 
him the motive of her visit. 

‘Mon Diew! monsieur, I beg your pardon for disturbing 
you without advantage to yourself; but between people who 
move in the same circle it is necessary one should render each 
other these little services. You lately had a cook, a chef, 
whom my husband is on the point of engaging. I have 
therefore simply come to inquire about him.’ 

Thereupon he allowed himself to be questioned, answering 
with the greatest obligingness, and at the same time never 
taking his eyes off her; for he fancied that all this was a 
mere pretext: in her heart she cared little or nothing about 
the cook, she evidently came for something else. And, in 
fact, by manceuvring, she finally referred to a common friend, 
the Marquis de Bohain, who had spoken to her of the 
Universal Bank. So much trouble and worry were attached 
to investments, said she, it was so difficult to find reliable 
securities. And at last he understood that she would willingly 
take some shares, with the premium of ten per cent. given to 
the syndicators; and he understood still better that, if he 
should open an account with her, she would not pay. 

‘I have my private fortune, she said, ‘my husband never 
meddles with it. It gives me a deal of worry, but supplies a 
little amusement also, I confess. People are astonished—are 
they not ?—to see a woman busy herself with money matters, 
especially a young woman, and they are tempted to blame 
her. There are days when I am in mortal embarrassment, 
having no friends who are willing to advise me. Last fort- 
night, for want of proper information, I lost a considerable 
sum. Ah! now that you will be in such a good position to 
know things, if you would be obliging, if you would only-——’ 

Through the woman of society pierced the gambler, the 
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Gerce mad gambler. Such was the passion of this daughter 
of the Ladricourts, one of whose ancestors had taken Antioch, 
this diplomat’s wife before whom the foreign colony of Paris 
bent almost double—a passion which led her, like some 
equivocal applicant, to the offices of everyone who dabbled in 
finance. Her lips bled, her eyes flamed more brightly, her 
desire shot forth, seemingly stirring all her ardent nature. 
And he was simple enough to believe that she was prepared 
for everything, provided that he admitted her into his great 
enterprise, and gave her some useful financial tips when 
opportunity offered. 

‘Why, I ask nothing better, madame,’ said he, ‘ than to 
lay my experience at your feet.’ 

He had drawn his chair nearer, and he took her hand. 
But at this she at once seemed sobered. Ah! no, she had not 
yet come to that point! And she rose up in a revolt of birth 
and breeding. 

‘So you say, monsieur, that you were satisfied with your 
chef ?’ she exclaimed. 

Quite astonished, Saccard rose in his turn. Had she 
hoped that he would put her name on the list and give her 
information for nothing ? However, he merely replied: ‘ Very 
well satisfied, I assure you. It was only a change in my 
household arrangements which led me to part with him.’ 

The Baroness Sandorff hesitated, though scarcely for a 
second. Then she responded witha simple inclination of her 
head to the respectful bow with which he bade her good-day ; 
and he was accompanying her to the little door when it was 
suddenly opened in a familiar manner. The intruder was 
Saccard’s son Maxime, who was to breakfast with him that 
morning. He stepped aside, likewise bowing, and allowed 
the Baroness to pass. When she had gone, however, he gave 
a slight laugh, followed by a few bantering words. 

Then seating himself in a large arm-chair, and taking up 
s newspaper, he added : ‘Don’t mind me; finish your receiving, 
if I am not in the way. I have arrived too early, but the 
fact is I wanted to see my doctor, and I did not find him at 
heme,’ 
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Just then the valet came in to say that the Countess de 
Beauvilliers requested to be received. Saccard, a little 
surprised, although he had already met his ‘ noble neighbour,’ 
as he called her, at the Institute of Work, gave orders for 
her immediate admittance ; then, recalling the valet, he told 
him to send everybody else away, as he was tired and very 
hungry. 

When the Countess entered, she did not even see Maxime, 
who was hidden by the back of the large arm-chair. And 
Saccard was still more astonished to find that she had brought 
her daughter Alice with her. This lent additional solemnity 
to the visit: these two women so sad and so pale, the mother 
slender, tall and very white, with a past-century air, and the 
daughter already ageing, with a neck elongated to the point of 
ugliness. He set chairs for them with a bustling politeness, 
the better to show his deference. ‘I am extremely honoured, 
madame,’ said he; ‘can I have the happiness to be of any use 
to you?’ 

With great timidity, which her haughty manners failed 
to conceal, the Countess finally explained the motive of her 
Visit. 

‘Monsieur,’ she said, ‘ it is in consequence of a conversation 
T lately had with my friend, the Princess d’Orviedo, that the 
idea occurred to me of calling on you. I confess to you that 
I hesitated-at first, for at my age one cannot easily change 
one’s ideas, and I have always been very much afraid of 
certain things of nowadays which I do not understand, At 
last, however, I have talked matters over with my daughter, 
and I believe it is my duty to stifle my scruples, so that I 
may try to assure the happiness of my children.’ 

And she continued; saying how the Princess had spoken 
to her of the Universal Bank, certainly a financial establishment 
like the rest of them in the eyes of the profane, but endowed 
in the eyes of the initiated with an irreproachable excuse, an 
object so meritorious and lofty as to silence the most timorous 
consciences. She named neither the Pope nor Jerusalem; 
those were matiers not to be spoken of, scarcely to be whispered 
among the faithful; therein lay the mystery destined to 
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excite enthusiasm; but each of her words, allusions, and 
hints revealed a hope and faith which imparted a true 
religious flame to her belief in the success of the new bank. 

Saccard himself was astonished at her suppressed emotion, 
at the trembling in her voice. As yet he had only spoken of 
Jerusalem in the poetical phases of his fever. In his heart 
he distrusted that mad project, scenting something ridiculous 
in it, and quite prepared to abandon it and laugh at it if it 
should be greeted with jests. And the emotional application 
of this pious woman who brought her daughter with her, the 
earnest way in which she gave him to understand that she and 
all her kindred, the entire French nobility, would believe and 
become infatuated with the scheme, struck him forcibly, gave 
substance to what had been purely a dream, and infinitely 
enlarged his field of evolution. Was it true, then, that he 
had a lever here, the employment of which would permit him 
to move the world? With his gift of rapid assimilation, he 
at once entered into the situation, talking in mysterious terms 
of this final triumph which he would pursue in silence; and 
his speech was full of fervour, for he had really just acquired 
faith—faith in the excellence of the instrument placed in his 
hands by the crisis through which the Papacy was passing. 
He indeed had the happy faculty of believing, as soon as the 
success of his plans required it. 

‘In short, monsieur,’ continued the Countess, ‘I have 
decided upon a thing which has hitherto been repugnant to 
me, Yes, the idea of making money work, of putting it out 
at interest, had never entered my head. Mine are the old 
ways of viewing life, scruples that are becoming a little stupid, 
I know; but what would you have? One cannot easily throw 
off the ideas acquired in childhood, and I imagined that land 
alone, extensive estates, ought to support people like ourselves. 
Unfortunately, large estates——’ 

She blushed slightly, for she was coming to the confession 
of the ruin which she had so carefully concealed. ‘Large 
estates can now scarcely be found in France; we have been 
sorély tried, and now we have but one farm left.’ 

Thereupon Saccard, to spare her further embarrassment, 
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began blazing away. ‘ But nowadays, madame, no one lives 
on lard. The landed fortune of olden times is an out-of-date 
form of wealth, which has ceased to have its raison d’étre. 
It was the very stagnation of money, the value of which we 
have increased tenfold by throwing it into circulation, and by 
inventing paper money, and securities of all sorts, commercial 
and financial. It is by this means that the world is to be 
renewed, for nothing would be possible—neither the applica- 
tions of science nor the final universal peace—without money, 
liquid money which flows and penetrates everywhere. Oh! 
landed wealth! it has gone to keep company with the old 
stage-coaches. With a million in land a man dies; whereas 
with a fourth of that capital invested in good enterprises at 
fifteen, twenty, and even thirty per cent., he lives.’ 

Gently, and with infinite sadness, the Countess shook her 
head. ‘I scarcely understand you, and, as I have told you, 
I am a survivor of an epoch in which these things were feared, 
as things wicked and forbidden. However, I am not alone; 
above all, I must think of my daughter. In the last few 
years I have succeeded in laying aside, oh! a little sum——’ 

Her blush appeared again. 

‘Twenty thousand francs, which lie idle at home in a 
drawer. Later on perhaps I might feel remorseful at having 
left them thus unproductive; and since your enterprise has a 
good object, as my friend has confided to me, and since you 
_are going to labour for what we all wish, and wish most 
ardently, I will make the venture. In short, I shall be grateful 
to you if you can reserve for me some shares in your bank, say 
to the amount of ten or twelve thousand francs. I wanted 
my daughter to accompany me, for I will not conceal from 
you that this money is hers.’ 

So far Alice had not opened her mouth, but had kept 
quite in the background, in spite of her look of keen intelli- 
gence. Now, however, she made a gesture of loving reproach. 
‘Oh, mine, mamma! Have I anything that is not yours ?' 

‘And your marriage, my child?’ 

* But you know very well that I do not wish to marry.’ 

She had said thig tog quickly ; the chagrin of her solitude 
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eried out in her shrill voice. Her mother silenced her with a 
distressful glance; and they looked at each other for a 
moment, unable to lie, compelled as they were to share each 
other’s daily sufferings and secrets. 

Saccard was greatly moved. ‘Madame,’ said he, ‘even 
though there were no more shares left, I would find some for 
you. Yes, if necessary, I will take them from my own. 
Your application touches me infinitely ; Iam highly honoured 
by your confidence.’ And at that moment he really believed 
that he was making the fortune of these unfortunates; he 
associated them for a share in the golden rain that was about 
to pour upon him and around him. 

The ladies had risen and were retiring. Only at the door 
did the Countess venture on a direct allusion to the grand 
affair, which they did not speak of. ‘I have received,’ she 
said, ‘from my son Ferdinand, who is at Rome, a distressing 
letter respecting the sadness which the announcement of the 
withdrawal of our troops has produced there.’ 

‘Patience !’ declared Saccard, in a tone of conviction, ‘ We 
are here to save everything.’ 

They exchanged profound bows, and he accompanied them 
to the landing, passing this time through the ante-room, which 
he fancied was empty. But, as he came back, he noticed, on 
a bench, a tall, withered fellow of fifty, clad like a working 
man in his Sunday best, and accompanied by a pretty girl of 
eighteen, slender and pale. 

‘What! What do you want ?’ 

The girl had risen first, and the man, intimidated by this 
abrupt reception, began to stammer @ confused explanation. 

‘I had given orders that everybody was to be sent away !’ 
added Saccard. ‘Why are you here? Tell me your name at 
doast.’ 

‘Dejoie, monsieur, and I have come with my daughter 
Nathalie——’ 

Then he again became confused, so much so that Saccard 
in his impatience was about to push him to the door, when he 
finally understood that Madame Caroline had known the fellow 
for a long time and had told him to wait, 


THE BANK IS FOUNDED 13t- 


‘Ah! you are recommended by Madame Caroline! You 
should have said so at first. Come in, and make haste, for I 
am very hungry.’ 

On returning to his room, he allowed Dejoie and Nathalie 
to remain standing ; nor did he even sit down himself, wishing 
to despatch them more quickly. Maxime, who had risen on 
the departure of the Countess, was no longer discreet enough 
to hold aloof, but scrutinised the new-comers with an air of 
curiosity. And Dejoie told his story at length. 

‘This is how it is, monsieur. After I served my term in 
the army I was engaged as office-porter by M. Durieu, Madame 
Caroline’s late husband, when he was a brewer. Then I 
entered the employ of M. Lamberthier, the salesman at the 
Central Markets; after which I worked for M. Blaisot, a 
banker, whom you must haveknown. He blew his brains out 
two months ago, and so I am now out of work. I must tell 
you first of all that I had married. Yes, I married my wife, 
Josephine, when I was with M. Durieu, and when she was 
cook to Monsieur’s sister-in-law, Madame Levéque, whom 
Madame Caroline knew very well. Then, when I was with 
Monsieur Lamberthier, she could not get a situation there, 
but got suited at a doctor’s in Grenelle, Monsieur Renaudin. 
Then she went to the linen-draper’s shop, the Trois-Fréres, in 
the Rue Rambuteau, where by ill-luck I could never get a 
situation——’ 

‘In short,’ interrupted Saccard, ‘you come to ask me for , 
employment, don’t you?’ 

Dejoie, however, was determined to explain the great grief 
of his life, the ill-forturle which had led him to marry a cook 
with whose employers he had never succeeded in obtaining a 
situation. It was as if they had not been married, never 
having a home they could call their own, but having to 
meet at wine-shops, and kiss each other behind kitchen- 
doors. However, a daughter was born, Nathalie, whom he 
had been obliged to put out to nurse until she was eight years 
oid, until indeed he was tired of living alone, and took her to 
join him in his little bachelor lodging. And in this wise he had 
hecome the little one’s real mother, bringing her up, taking 
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her to school, watching cver her with infinite care, his heart 
overflowing the while with growing adoration. 

‘Ah! I may certainly say, monsieur,’ he continued, ‘ that 
she has given me satisfaction. She’s educated, and well 
behaved. And, as you can see yourself, she’s as nice-looking 
as can be.’ 

Indeed Saccard found this blonde flower of the Paris pave- 
ments quite charming with her slight graceful figure and 
large eyes shining from under quivering ringlets of light hair. 
She complacently allowed her father to admire her, virtuous 
as yet, having no reason to be otherwise, yet allowing a fero- 
cious, quiet egotism to be seen in the limpid brilliancy of her 
eyes. 

‘And so, monsieur,’ continued Dejoic, ‘she’s now of an 
age to marry, and a capital suitor has just come forward, the 
son of a pasteboard maker, our neighbour. But he wants to 
set up in business himself, and asks for six thousand frances. 
It isn’t much ; he might expect a girl who would bring him 
more. I must tell you that I Jost my wife four years ago and 
that she left us her savings, her little profits as a cook, you see. 
Well, I have four thousand francs, but that’s not six thousand, 
and the young man is ina hurry. Nathalie too——’ 

The girl, who stood listening, smiling, with a clear, cold 
decided look, here expressed assent with her chin. ‘Of 
course,’ said she, ‘1 want to end the matter, one way or 
another.’ 

Saccard again interposed. He had already gauged the 
man—his intellect might be limited, but he was upright, had 
a kindly heart, and was accustomed to military discipline. 
Moreover, it sufficed that he had presented himself with 
Madame Caroline’s recommendation. 

‘Very well, my friend,’ said the financier, ‘I am about to 
purchase a newspaper, and I will engage you as office attend- 
ant. Let me have your address, and now good-day.’ 

Dejoie did not take his departure, however, but with fresh 
embarrassment resumed: ‘It’s very kind of you, monsieur. 
I'll accept the situation gratefully, for sure enough I shall have 
to work when I have arranged Nathalie's matter. But I came 
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for something else. Yes, I have heard through Madame 
Caroline and other people too, that you are about to start a 
big enterprise, monsieur, and will be able to place your friends 
and acquaintances in a position to make as much money as 
you may choose them to make. So if you would be kind 
enough, monsieur, to interest yourselves in us, if you would 
consent to let us have some of your shares——’ 

A second time was Saccard moved, more moved even than 
he had been on the first occasion when the Countess likewise 
had intrusted her daughter’s dowry to him. Did not this 
simple man, this microscopical capitalist, with savings scraped 
up copper by copper, personify the believing, truthful multi- 
tude, the great multitude that means abundant, substantial 
custom, the fanatical army that endows a financial establish- 
ment with invincible power? If this worthy fellow hurried 
to him in this fashion, before a single announcement had been 
made, a single advertisement issued, what would it be when 
the offices opened? He smiled with emotion upon this first 
little shareholder, in whose coming he beheld an omen of 
immense success. 

‘Agreed, my friend, you shall have some shares,’ said he. 

Dejoie’sface became radiant, as though some great unhoped- 
for favour had been promised him. ‘You are very kind, 
monsieur. And with my four thousand frances I shall be able, 
shan’t I? to gain two thousand more, in six months’ time or 
s0, and then we can make up the amount we want. And 
since you consent, monsieur, I would rather settle the matter 
at once. I’ve brought the money.’ 

He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out an envelope which 
he offered to Saccard, who stood there motionless, silent, 
struck with admiration at this final proof of confidence. And 
he, the terrible corsair, who had levied tribute on so many 
fortunes, ended by bursting into a hearty laugh, honestly 
resolved that he would enrich this trusting man as well as all 
the others. 

‘But, my good fellow,’ he said, ‘ things are not managed in 
that way. Keep your money. I will put your name down, 
aud you will pay up at the proper time and place.’ 
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Thereupon he finally dismissed them, after Dejoic had 
made Nathalie thank him, which she did with a smile of con- 
tent lighting up her hard, yet candid eyes. 

When Maxime at last found himself alone with his father 
he remarked with that insolently jeering air of his: ‘And so 
now you dower young girls ?’ 

‘Why not?’ Saccard answered gaily. ‘It’s a good thing 
to invest in other people’s happiness.’ Then before leaving 
his room he turned to set some papers in order, and all at once 
exclaimed: ‘And you, by the way, don’t you want some 
shares ?’ 

Maxime, who was slowly walking up and down, turned 
round with a start, and planted himself in front of his 
father. ‘Ohno, indeed! Do you take me to be a fool?’ he 
acked. 

Saccard made an angry gesture, for he found the answer 
sadly disrespectful and witty. He was on the point of shout- 
ing that the affair was really a superb one, and that he, 
Maxime, credited him with little common sense if he imagined 
him to be a mere thief like others; but as he looked at the 
young fellow, a feeling of pity came over him for this poor 
boy of his, who at five and twenty was already exhausted, worn- 
out, settled down, and even avaricious—so aged by vice, so 
anxious as to his health that he no longer ventured on any 
expenditure or enjoyment without carefully calculating the 
profits that might accrue to him. And thereupon, thoroughly 
consoled, quite proud of the passionate imprudence which he 
himself displayed at the age of fifty, he once more began 
laughing, and tapped his son on the shoulder: ‘Come, let’s 
go to breakfast, my poor youngster, and mind you are careful 
of your rheumatism.’ 

Two days later, October 5, Saccard, accompanied by 
Hamelin and Daigremont, repaired to the offices of Maitre 
Lelorrain, notary, in the Rue Sainte Anne, and there 
executed the deed which established the joint stock company 
of the Universal Bank, with a capital of five and twenty 
millions of francs, divided into fifty thousand shares of fye 
hundred francs each, a fourth part of the amount alone having 
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to be paid on allotment. The offices of the company were 
fixed at the Orviedo mansion in the Rue St. Lazare, and a 
copy of the bye-laws, drawn up in accordance with the deed, 
was deposited at Maitre Lelorrain’s office. Then, on leaving 
the notary’s, as it happened to be a very bright, sunny 
autumn day, the three gentlemen lighted cigars, and slowly 
sauntered homeward by way of the boulevard and the Rue de 
la Chaussée d’Antin, feeling well pleased with life, and as 
merry as boys escaped from school. 

The initial general meeting was not held until the follow- 
ing week, in a hall in the Rue Blanche which had formerly 
been used for public balls, and in which a scheming individual 
was now endeavouring to start a fine art exhibition. The 
members of the syndicate had already disposed of those 
shares which they had taken, but did not wish to keep for 
themselves ; and there came to the meeting one hundred and 
twenty-two shareholders, representing nearly forty thousand 
shares, which should have given a total of two thousand votes, 
since twenty shares were necessary to entitle one to sit and 
vote. However, as no one shareholder was allowed more than 
ten votes, whatever might be the amount of stock held by him, 
the exact total number of votes proved to be sixteon hundred 
and forty-three. 

Saccard positively insisted upon Hamelin presiding. He 
himself had voluntarily disappeared among the crowd. He 
had put down the engineer’s name and his own for five hun- 
dred shares apiece, which were to be paid for, temporarily at 
all events, by a manipulation of accounts. All the members 
of the syndicate were present: Daigremont, Huret, Sédille, 
Kolb, and the Marquis de Bohain, each with the group of 
shareholders marching under his orders. Sabatani, one of the 
latgest subscribers, was also noticed there, together with 
Jantrou, accompanied by several of the higher officials of the 
bank, who had entered upon their duties a couple of days pre- 
viously. And all the decisions which had to be arrived at had 
‘been so well foreseen and setiled beforehand, that never wag 
there a shareholders’ meeting at which more splendid calm- 
ness, simplicity, and harmony were displayed. The sincerity 
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of the declaration that the entire capital had been subseribed, 
and that one hundred and twenty-five francs per share had 
been paid on allotment, was endorsed by an unanimous vote ; 
and then with all solemnity the company was declared to be 
established. Immediately afterwards came the appointment 
of the board of directors, which was to consist of twenty mem- 
bers, who, in addition to attendance fees, calculated at an 
annual total of fifty thousand francs, were, according to the 
bye-laws, to receive ten per cent. upon the net profits. 

This was not to be despised, so each member of the syndi- 
cate had insisted upon having a seat on the board; and natu- 
rally, at the head of the list of those who were elected, came 
Daigremont, Huret, Sédille, Kolb, the Marquis de Bohain, and 
Hamelin, whom his colleagues wished to appoint chairman, 
followed by fourteen others of minor importance, selected from 
among the most subservient and ornamental of the share- 
holders. At last Saccard, who so far had remained in the 
background, came forward on Hamelin proposing him for the 
post of general manager. A murmur of sympathy greeted 
the mention of his name, and he also obtained a unanimous 
vote. 

It then only remained for them to elect the two auditors, 
whose duty it would be to examine and report on the balance 
sheets and in this way check the accounts supplied by the 
management—functions, at once delicate and useless, for 
which Saccard had designated a certain Sieur Rousseau and a 
Sieur Lavigniére, the first completely under the influence of 
the second, who was a tall, fair-lhaired fellow with very polite 
manners and a disposition to approve of everything, being 
consumed with a desire to become a member of the board when 
the latter, later on, should express satisfaction with his services. 
Rousseau and Lavigniére having been appointed, the meeting 
was about to end, when the chairman thought it his duty to 
refer to the premium of ten per cent. granted to the members 
of the syndicate, in all four hundred thousand frances, which, at 
his suggestion, the meeting charged to the preliminary ex- 
penses account. It was a trifle; it was necessary to make an 
allowance to the promoters; and, this point being settled; 
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whilst the crowd of petty shareholders hurried away like a 
flock of sheep, the larger subscribers lingered behind, shak- 
ing hands with one another on the footway with smiling 
faces. rs 

On the very next day the directors met at the Orvicdo 
mansion, in Saccard’s former salon, now transformed into a 
board room. A huge table, covered with a green velvet cloth 
and encompassed by twenty arm-chairs upholstered in the 
same material, occupied the centre of the apartment, where 
there was also a couple of bookcases, the glass doors of which 
were provided with silk curtains, also green. Deep red hang- 
ings darkened the room, whose three windows overlooked the 
garden of the Beauvilliers mansion, whence came a kind of 
twilight, the peacefulness as it were of some old cloister, 
sleeping in the greeny shade of its trees. Altogether the 
apartment had a severe, aristocratic appearance, conveying 
an impression of antique honesty. 

The board had met to select its officers, and when four 
o’clock struck almost all the members were present. With 
his lofty stature and little pale aristocratic head, the Marquis 
de Bohain was quite typical of ‘old France ;’ whilst Daigre- 
mont, with his affability, personified the lofty fortune of the 
Empire in all the splendour of its success. Seédille, less 
worried than usual, began talking to Kolb of an unexpected 
turn which business was taking on the Vienna market; and 
around them the other directors, the band, stood listening, 
trying to glean some information, or else chatting together 
about their own affairs, being there merely to make up the 
requisite number, to pick up their share of the spoils on the 
days when there might be booty to divide. As usual, it was 
Huret who came late, out of breath, after escaping at the 
last moment from some committee of the Chamber on which 
he served. He apologised, and then they all seated them- 
selves in the arm-chairs ranged round the table. 

The eldest of the directors, the Marquis de Bohain, had 
taken his seat in the presidential arm-chair, which was higher - 
and more lavishly gilded than the others. Saccard, as 
general manager, had placed himself at the other end of the 
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table in front of him; and upon the Marquis &nnouncing 
that they were first about to select a chairman Hamelin at 
once rose up to decline nomination. He had reaggon to believe, 
said he, that several gentlemen present had ghought of him 
for the chairmanship, but he wished to call their attention to 
the fact that he must start for the East imrflediately, that he 
was altogether without experience in banking, Bourse, and 
book-keeping matters, and that the chairmanship altogether 
carried with it a weighty responsibility which he was unable 
to accept. Saccard listened to him in great surprise, for 
only the day before the matter had been quite decided between 
them; and he at once divined that Madame Caroline had 
brought her influence to bear upon her brother. They had, 
he knew, had a long conversation together that morning. 
And so, as he was unwilling to have any other director as 
chairman—any independent individual who might embarrass 
him—he ventured to interVene, explaining that the office was 
mainly one of honour, and that it sufficed for the chairman 
to put in an appearance at the general meetings, and there 
support the proposals of the board and deliver the customary 
speeches. Moreover, said he, they were going to elect a 
vice-chairman, who would be empowered to sign for the 
board. As for the rest, the purely technical parts of their 
business, the account-keeping, the Bourse, the thousand and 
one details connected with the inner management of a great 
financial establishment, would not he, Saccard, be there, he 
the manager, expressly appointed to attend to the matters in 
question? According to the bye laws he had to direct all the 
office work, see that money was collected and paid, attend to 
current affairs, carry out the decisions of the board—in a word, 
aot as the company’s executive officer. All this seemed 
sensible enough. Nevertheless, Hamelin resisted for a con- 
siderable time longer, and it became necessary for Daigremont 
and Huret to insist in the most pressing fashion, whilst the 
majestic Marquis de Bohain affected to take no interest in the 
matter. 

At last the engineer yielded and was named chairman; 
and then the vice-chairmanship was bestowed on an obscure 
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agriculturist, the Viscount de Robin-Chagot, formerly a 
Counsellor of State and a gentle niggardly fellow, who would. 
prove a first-rate signing machine. As for the secretary, it 
was proposed that he should be selected not from among the 
board members but from among the bank staff, and thereupon 
the head of the issue department was chosen. Thon, as dusk 
was falling in the spacious, severe-looking room, a greeny 
dusk of infinite sadness, the work accomplished was judged 
good and sufficient, and they separated after fixing their 
meetings at two a month—the petty board on the 15th, and 
the full board on the 80th. 

Saccard and Hamelin went up together to the workroom, 
where Madame Caroline was awaiting them. By her brother’s 
embarrassment she clearly realised that he had once more 
yielded through weakness; and for a moment she was quite 
angry with him. 

‘But come now, thisisn’t reasonable!’ exclaimed Saccard. 
‘ Remember that the chairman receives thirty thousand francs a 
year—which amount will be doubled when our business shall 
have extended. You are not rich enough to despise such an 
advantage. And besides, what is it that you fear, tell me ?’ 

‘Why, I fear everything,’ answered Madame Caroline. 
‘My brother won’t be here and I myself understand nothing 
about money matters. And about those five hundred shares 
which you have put him down for, without his paying for 
them at once, isn’t that irregular ? Would he not find himself 
in trouble if the enterprise should come to grief ?’ 

Saccard had begun laughing. ‘A fine affair!’ said he. 
‘Five hundred shares, a first call of sixty-two thousand five 
hundred francs! Why, if he won’t be able to pay that out of 
his first profits before six months are over our heads, we might 
just as well, all of us, throw ourselves into the Seine at once, 
rather than take the trouble to launch anything at all. No, 
you can be easy, speculation only devours fools.’ 

She retained her severity of demeanour in the growing 
darkness which was filling the room. However, a couple of 
lamps were brought, and a broad light then illumined the. walla, 
the large plans, the bright water-colours, which so often made 
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her dream of the countries over yonder. The plains were 
still barren, the mountains still barred the horizon, and once 
more she conjured up a vision of the distressful wretchedness of 
that old world asleep on its treasures, but which science was 
going to reawaken in its filth and its ignorance. What great 
and beautiful and good things there were to be accomplished ! 
Little by little, her vision showed her the generations of the 
future, a stronger and happier humanity springing from the 
ancient soil which progress would once more plough. 

‘Speculation, speculation!’ she mechanically repeated, 
struggling with her doubts. ‘Ah! the idea of it fills my 
heart with disturbing anguish.’ 

Saccard, who was well acquainted with her usual train of 
thought, had watched that hope in the future dawning on her 
face. ‘Yes,’ said he, ‘speculation. Why does the word 
frighten you? Speculation—why, it is the one inducement 
that we have to live; it is the eternal desire that compels us 
to live and struggle. Without speculation, my dear friend, 
there would be no business of any kind. Why on earth 
would you have me loosen my purse strings and risk my 
fortune, if you do not promise me some extraordinary enjoy- 
ment, some sudden happiness which will open heaven to me ? 
With the mere legitimate, moderate remuneration of labour, 
the mere living wage—with nothing but well-balanced 
equilibrium in all transactions, life becomes a desert of dreary 
flatness, a marsh in which all forces slumber and stagnate. 
But, all at once, just make some dream flare up on the 
horizon, promise men that with one sou they shall gain a 
hundred, propose to all these sleepers that they shall join you 
in the chase after the impossible, and gain millions in a couple 
of hours, amidst the most fearful hazards—why then the 
race at once begins, all energies are increased tenfold, and 
amidst the scramble of people toiling and sweating for their 
own gratification, birth is given to great and beautiful living 
things. Itis the same asin love. In love asin speculation 
there is much filth; in love also, people think only of their 
own, gratification ; yet without love there would be no Life, 
awd the world would come to an end,’ 
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Madame Caroline was not prudish, and made up her mind 
to laugh. ‘And so,’ said she, ‘your conclusion is that we 
must resign ourselves since all this enters into Nature's 
plan. You are right, life is by no means clean.’ 

Genuine bravery came to her at the thought that each 
forward step in the world’s history and development is made 
through blood and mire. One must have will-power, deter- 
mination. Meantime her eyes, straying along the walls, had 
not ceased gazing at the plans and drawings, and the future 
appeared to her with its ports, canals, highways, railways, 
rural districts with immense farms equipped like factories, new, 
healthy, and intelligent cities, where the human race would 
live to a great age and in the enjoyment of much knowledge. 

‘Well,’ she resumed gaily, ‘I must give way, I suppose, 
as usual. Let us try to do a little good, that we may be for- 
given.’ 

Her brother, who had remained silent, now drew near and 
embraced her. She threatened him with her finger. ‘Oh! 
you,’ said she, ‘you are a coaxer. I know you well. To- 
morrow, when you have left us, you will trouble yourself but 
little as to what may go on here; and as soon as you have 
buried yourself in your work over yonder, you will find 
everything going well and be dreaming of triumph, whilst 
here, perhaps, the soil will be cracking bencath us.’ 

‘ But,’ cried Saccard in ajocular way, ‘ since it’s understood 
that he will leave you here like a gendarme to lay hold of me 
if I behave badly.’ 

All three burst out laughing. 

‘Yes,’ said Madame Caroline, ‘you may rely upon it, I 
shall lay hold of you. Remember what you have promised, 
to ourselves to begin with, and then to so many others, my 
worthy Dejoie for instance, whom I strongly recommend to you. 
Ah! and our neighbours also, those poor Beauvilliers ladies, 
whom I saw to-day superintending their cook whilst she 

.washed some of their linen, by way of reducing the laundry 
bill, no doubt.” 
For another moment all three continued talking in a very 
friendly way, and Hamolin’s departure was definitely settled, 
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Then, ag Saccard went down again to his private room, he 
learnt from his valet that a woman had been obstinately 
waiting to see him, although she had been told that there was 
a board meeting that afternoon, and that he would in all 
probability be unable to receive her. At first, feeling quite 
tired, Saccard became angry, and gave orders to send her 
away; then the thought that he ought to be grateful for 
success and the fear that he might change his luck should 
he close his door caused him to alter his mind. The stream 
of applicants was increasing day by day, and the swarming of 
this throng brought him intoxication. 

His private room was lighted by a single lamp and he 
could not see his visitor very clearly. 

‘It was Monsieur Busch who sent me, monsieur,’ she 
began. 

His anger kept him standing, and he did not even tell the 
woman to sit down. By that shrill voice emanating from an 
unsightly mass of flesh he had recognised Madame Méchain. 
There was a pretty shareholder for you—a creature who 
bought securities by the pound weight ! 

She, however, calmly explained that Busch had sent her 
to get some information respecting the issue of the Universal 
Bank shares. Were there any still available? Could one 
hope to secure some with the premium accorded to the 
members of the syndicate ? But all this was surely a pretext, 
8, dodge to get in to see the house, to spy out what was being 
done there, and to feel him, Saccard; for her tiny eyes, 
gimlet-holes as they seemed, pierced in her puffy face, were 
ferreting everywhere, and incessantly returning to him, as 
though to probe him to the very soul. Busch, indeed, after 
long and patient waiting, ripening the famous affair of the 
abandoned child, was now making up his mind to act, and had 
sent her out to reconnoitre. 

‘There are none left,’ answered Saccard brutally. 

"ite realised that she would learn nothing further, and that 

any attempt that day would be imprudent. And so, without 
Waiting for him to push her out, she at once stepped ee 
‘the door, 
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‘Why don’t you ask me for some shares for yourself ?’ 
be resumed with the intention of offending her. 

Thereupon, in her lisping, pointed voice in which there 
was a touch of mockery, she replied: ‘Me! Oh! that isn’t 
my style of business—I—vwait.’ 

And, at that moment, catching sight of the huge, worn 
leather bag which never left her, he felt a shudder pass 
through him. To think of it, on a day when everything had 
gone off so well, when he had at last felt so happy at be- 
holding the long-desired birth of that great financial establish- 
ment, this woman came to him. Would she, rascally old 
creature that she was, prove to be the wicked fairy, the fairy 
who in the familiar tales throws a spell over princesses 
in their cradles? That bag which she had been carrying 
through the offices of his nascent bank was—he realised— 
full of depreciated securities, stock that had ceased to be 
quoted. And he understood, so he fancied, that she meant 
to wait as long as might be necessary in order to bury his own 
shares in it, when the fall of his enterprise should come. 
Her reply was like the cry of the raven that starts with the 
army when it sets out on the march, that follows it until the 
night of the carnage, then hovers and swoops ioe knowing 
there must be dead to eat. 

‘Au revoir, monsieur,’ added La Méchain, as she retired 
panting and yery polite, 
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CHAPTER V 


THE LITTLE MONSTER 


A montm later, in the early days of November, the installation 
of the Universal Bank was not yet finished. Carpenters were 
still putting up wainscotings, and painters were applying putty 
to the enormous glass roof with which the courtyard had been 
covered. 

This delay was due to Saccard, who, dissatisfied with the 
smallness of the quarters, prolonged the work for the sake of 
adding unreasonable luxuries to it; and, not being able to set 
back the walls in order to realise his continual dream of the 
enormous, he had at last become angry, and thrown upon 
‘Madame Caroline the duty of finally dismissing the contractors. 
She it was, therefore, who superintended the placing of the 
last wickets. There was an extraordinary number of these. 
The courtyard, transformed into a central hall, was sur- 
rounded by them; grated wickets they were, severe and 
dignified, surmounted by beautiful brass plates, bearing in- 
scriptions in black letters. In short, the installation, although 
effected in rather limited quarters, was a very happy one. On 
the ground floor were the departments which were to be in 
constant relation with the public, the different cash, issue, and 
other offices, where every current banking operation went on; 
and upstairs was the inner mechanism, £0 to speak, of the es- 
tablishment, the managing, correspondence, and accountant’s 
offices—that for disputed claims, and that of the staff. Alto- 
gether more than two hundred employees moved about in this 
restricted space. And what struck one as soon as one entered, 
even amidst the bustle of the workmen driving in their last 
nails while the gold jingled in the wooden bowls, was an air 
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of severity, of ancient probity, vaguely suggestive of a sacristy, 
and due undoubtedly to the premises—to that old, dark, damp 
mansion, standing silent in the shadow of the trees of the 
neighbouring garden. It seemed to you, indeed, as though 
you were entering a house of piety. 

One afternoon, on returning from the Bourse, Saccard 
himself experienced this sensation, which surprised him. It 
consoled him, however, for the absence of gilding, and he ex- 
pressed his satisfaction to Madame Caroline. ‘ Well, all the 
same, for a beginning it is very nice,’ said he. ‘It has a 
family air; it’s a real little chapel. Later on we shall see. 
Thank you, my beautiful friend, for all the trouble you have 
taken in your brother’s absence.’ 

And as he made it a principle to utilize unexpected circum- 
stances, he thenceforward exercised his ingenuity in developing 
the austere appearance of the house. He imposed upon his 
employees the manners of young priests; they spoke only in 
measured tones; they received and paid out moncy with quite 
priestly discretion. 

Never had Saccard in his tumultuous life so actively ex- 
pended his energy. In the morning at seven o’clock in 
advance of all the clerks, and before the office porter had even 
lighted his fire, he was already at his desk, opening his corre- 
spondence, and answering the most pressing letters. Then, 
until eleven o’clock, there was an interminable gallop—the 
principal friends and customers of the house, brokers, remisiers, 
the whole host of the financial world, to say nothing of the 
procession of heads of departments, coming for orders. He 
himself, as soon as he had a minute's rest, rose and made a 
rapid inspection of the various offices, where the employees 
lived in terror of his sudden appearances, which never occurred 
at the same hours two days running. At eleven o’clock he 
went up to breakfast with Madame Caroline, ate heartily and 
drank heartily, with the ease of a thin man whom food does 
not inconvenience; and the full hour which he spent there 
was not wasted, for that was the time when, as he put it, he 
confessed his beautiful friend—that is, asked her for her 
opinion about men and things, although as a rule he did not 
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know how to profit by her great good sense, At noon he want 
off to the Bourse, wishing to be one of the first to arrive 
there, in order to see and talk. However, he did not gamble 
openly, but repaired to the spot as to a natural place of 
appointment, where he was certain to meet the customers 
of his bank. 

Moreover, his influence was already felt at the Bourse; 

he had re-entered the building as a conqueror, a substantiad 
man, supported henceforth by real millions; and the shrewd 
ones talked in low tones as they looked at him, whispering 
extraordinary rumours, and predicting his approaching sove- 
reignty. Towards half-past three he was always back at the 
bank again, settling down to the irksome task of signing, and 
so trained in this mechanical movement of the hand that, his 
head free and speaking at his ease, he summoned employees, 
gave answers, and decided important matters without once 
ceasing to sign. Then, until six o’clock, he again received 
visitors, finished the work of the day, and prepared that of the 
morrow. And when he went up again to Madame Caroline, 
it was for a more copious meal than that at eleven o’clock 
—delicate fish and particularly game, with caprices in the 
matter of wine that led him to dine on one evening with 
Burgundy, on another with Bordeaux, and on another with 
Champagne, according to the fortune that had attended him 
that day. 
' ¢Dare to say that I am not well-behaved!’ he cried some- 
times, with a smile. ‘Instead of frequenting clubs and 
theatres, I live here, like a good bourgeois, beside you. 
You must write that to your brother to reassure him.’ 

He was not as well-behaved as he pretended, having about 
that time taken a fancy to a little singer at the Bouffes; but 
he lived in such a desire, such an anxiety, for success, that all 
other appetites were bound to remain diminished and para- 
lysed until he should feel himself triumphant, fortune’s undis- 
puted master. 

“Bah !’ Madame Caroline would answer, ‘ my brother haa 
always been so staid that staidness is to him a natural con- 
dition, and not a merit, I wrote to him yesterday that I hed 
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induced you not to re-gild the board-room. That will please 
him much more.’ 

It was about this time, one very cold afternoon in the 
early days of November, at the moment when Madame Caro- 
line was giving the head painter an order to merely clean the 
paint in the board-room, that a servant brought her a card, 
saying that the person who had delivered it strongly insisted 
upon seeing her. The card, a dirty one, bore the name of 
Busch, coarsely printed. She did not know the name; siill 
she gave orders for the person to be shown up to her brother's 
room, where she usually received. 

If for six long months Busch had remained patient, and 
had not utilised the extraordinary discovery which he had 
made of Saccard’s natural son, it was in the first place for the 
reasons that he had originally advanced—the comparatively 
trifling result that there would be in simply obtaining pay- 
ment of the six hundred francs, which the notes given to the 
mother represented, and the extreme difficulty of blackmailing 
Saccard in order to obtain more, that is, a reasonable sum of a 
few thousand francs or so. A widower, free from all ‘ incum- 
brances,’ and but little afraid of scandal—how could one 
terrorise him, how make him pay a stiff price for that ugly 
present, a natural child, who had grown up in the mud, and 
was fated possibly to become a brute and an assassin? La 
Méchain had certainly made out a long bill of expenses, about 
six thousand francs: first small sums lent to Rosalie Chavaille, 
her cousin, the little one’s mother; then what the poor 
woman’s sickness had cost her, her burial, the care of hér 
grave, and finally what had been spent for Victor himself, 
since he had fallen to her charge, in the way of food, clothing, 
and a multitude of other things. But if Saccard should not 
prove an affectionate father, was it not likely that he would 
send them about their business ? For there was nothing in the 
world to prove that he was the father except the resemblance 
between himself and the child; and at most they might merely 
get from him the amount represented by the notes, provided 
always that he did not contend that they were barred by the 
statute of limitation. 
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Another reason why Busch had delayed action so long was 
that he had just spent several weeks of frightful anxiety by 
the side of his brother Sigismond, who was in bed stretched 
low by consumption. For a fortnight especially, this terrible 
‘stirabout’ had neglected everything, forgotten the thousand 
and one complicated skeins which he was unravelling, no 
more appearing at the Bourse, and no longer pursuing a single 
debtor—never indeed leaving the bedside of his patient, but 
watching over him, caring for him, and changing his linen 
like a mother. Becoming prodigal, he who was so stingy, 
he summoned the best doctors of Paris, and would have paid 
an enhanced price for drugs if by this means they could only 
have been rendered more efficacious ; and, as the doctors had 
forbidden all work, and Sigismond in this respect was obstinate, 
he carefully hid all the young fellow’s papers and books. A 
war of ruses was then carried on between them. As soon as 
his nurse, overcome by fatigue, fell asleep, the young man, 
drenched with perspiration and devoured by fever, would 
manage to find a bit of pencil, and on the margin of a news- 
paper would again begin making his calculations, distributing 
wealth according to his dream of justice, and assuring to one 
and all a due share of happiness and life. And Busch, on 
waking, was irritated to find him worse, and felt heartbroken 
at the thought that he thus bestowed on his chimera the little 
life that was left him. He allowed him to play with these 
stupid theories, as he called them, just as one allows a child to 
play with jumping-jacks, when he was in good health; but to 
kill himself with such mad, impracticable ideas, really it was 
imbecile! At last, however, having consented to be prudent 
through affection for his elder brother, Sigismond had re- 
covered some strength and was beginning to get up. 

Then it was that Busch, going back to his work, declared 
that it was time to settle the Saccard matter, especially as 
Saccard had re-entered the Bourse as a conqueror, and had ° 
again become a personage of indisputable solvency. The report 
which Busch had received from La Méchain, whom he had 
sent to the Rue Saint Lazare, was excellent. Nevertheless, 
he still hesitated to attack his man in front, and was delaying 
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mutters in the hope of discovering some method by which he 
might conquer him, when a word dropped by La Méchain 
with regard to Madame Caroline, the lady who kept the house, 
and of whom all the shopkeepers in the neighbourhood had 
spoken to her, started him on a new plan of campaign. Was 
this lady perchance the real mistress, the one who held the 
keys of the cupboards and of the heart? He frequently obeyed. 
what he called the stroke of inspiration, yielding to sudden 
divination, starting upon the chase with a mere indication due 
to his scent, and then collecting facts which would bring him 
certainty, and enable him to form a resolution. Thus it was 
that he betook himself to the Rue Saint Lazare to see Madame 
Caroline. 

Upstairs in the work-room, she stopped short in surprise 
at sight of this stout, ill-shaven man, with a flat dirty face, 
greasy frock-coat, and white cravat. He, on the other hand, 
searched her very soul, finding her such as he desired her to 
be, so tall and healthy-looking, with her wonderful white hair, 
which, so to say, illumined her young face with gaiety and 
gentleness ; and he was especially struck by the expression of 
her rather large mouth, such an expression of kindliness that 
he at once made up his mind. 

‘Madame,’ said he, ‘I wished to see Monsieur Saccard, but 
they just told me he was not in.’ 

He lied; he had not even asked for Saccard, for he knew 
very well that he was not in, having watched his departure 
for the Bourse. 

‘And so,’ he resumed, ‘I ventured to apply to you, really 
preferring this, for I am not ignorant who it is that I 
address. It is a question of a communication so serious and 
80 delicate——’ 

Madame Caroline, who had so far not asked him to sit 
down, pointed out a chair with anxious alacrity. 

‘Speak, monsieur, I am listening.’ 

Carefully lifting the skirts of his coat, which he seemed to 
be afraid of soiling, Busch settled in his own mind that this 
woman must be Saccard’s mistress. 

*You see, madame,’ said he, ‘it is not an easy thing to 
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séy, ‘and I confess to you that at the last moment I ask 
myself if I really ought to confide such a matter to you. I 
hope that you will see in the step I am taking nothing but 4 
desire to enable Monsieur Saccard to repair old wrongs.’ 

With a gesture she put him at his ease, having, in her turn, 
understood with what sort of personage she had to deal, 
and desiring to curtail all useless protests. For the rest, he 
did not insist, but began to tell the old story in great detail— 
the seduction of Rosalie in the Rue de Ia Harpe, the birth 
of a child after Saccard’s disappearance, the death of the 
mother in poverty and debauchery, and the fate of Victor left 
in the charge of a cousin too busy to watch him, and growing 
up in the midst of abomination. She listened to him, aston- 
ished at first by this romance which she had not expected, for 
she had imagined that it was a question of some shady financial 
transaction ; and afterwards she visibly softened, moved by 
the mother’s sad fate and the abandonment of the child, 
deeply stirred in the maternal instinct which was so strong 
within her, childless though she was. 

‘But,’ said she, ‘are you certain, monsieur, of the things 
that you tell me? Very strong proofs are needed, absolute 
proofs, in support of such stories.’ 

He smiled. ‘Oh, madame, there is a certain proof, the 
extraordinary resemblance of the child to Monsieur Saccard. 
Besides, there are the dates—everything agrees and proves the 
facts beyond a doubt.’ 

She was trembling, and he observed it. After.a pause he 
continued: ‘You will understand now, madame, how embar- 
rassing it was for me to address myself direct to Monsieur 
Baccard. I would say that I have no personal interest in the 
matter; I only come in the name of Madame Méchain, the 
cousin, whom chance alone has put on the track of the 
father; for,as I have had the honour to tell you, the twelve 
notes of fifty francs each given to the unfortunate Rosalie 
were signed with the name of Sicardot, a thing which I do not 
permit myself to judge—excusable, mon Dieu / in this terrible 
life of Paris. Only Monsieur Saccard, you see, might | 

Aiiniziderstood the nature of my intervention. And’ 
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then that I was inspired with the idea of seeing you first, 
madame, so that I might be guided entirely by you as to the 
best course to follow, knowing what an interest you take in 
Monsieur Saccard. There! you have our secret. Do you 
think that I had better wait for him and tell him all to-day ?’ 

Madame Caroline evinced increasing emotion. ‘No, no, 
later on,’ she replied. 

But she herself did not know what to do, so strange was 
the story told her. Meanwhile, Busch continued to study her, 
well pleased with the extreme sensibility that placed her in his 
power, perfecting his plans, and henceforth feeling certain that 
he should be able to get from her far more than Saccard would 
ever have given. 

‘You see,’ he murmured, ‘it is necessary to come to some 
decision.’ 

‘Well, I will go—yes, I will go to this Cité you speak of. I 
will go to see this Madame Méchain and the child. It is better, 
much better, that I should first see things for myself.’ 

She thought aloud; she had just decided to make a 
careful investigation before saying anything whatever to the 
father. Then, if she were convinced of.the truth of the story, 
there would be time to tell him. Was she not there to watch 
over his house and his peace of mind ? 

‘ Unfortunately, the case is pressing,’ replied Busch, bring- 
ing her little by little to the desired point. ‘The poor boy is 
suffering. He is in abominable surroundings.’ 

She had risen. ‘I will put on my bonnet and go at once,’ 
said she, 

In his turn he had to leave his seat, and he added care- 
lessly : ‘I say nothing of the little bill there will be to settle, 
Of course, the child has been an expense; and there was also 
some money lent during the mother’s life. Oh! I don’t know 
how much. I would not undertake that part of the matter. 
However, all the papers are there.’ 

‘Very well, I will see them.’ 

Then he seémed to be moved himself. 

‘Ah! madame, if you knew all the queer things that I see 
in the course of business! The most respectable people have 
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to suffer later on through their passions, orywhat is worse, 
through the passions of their relatives. For instance, I could 
give you an example. Your unfortunate neighbours, those 
Beauvilliers ladies——’ 

With a sudden movement he had approached one of the 
windows, and was now darting inquisitive glances into the 
neighbouring garden. Undoubtedly, since his very arrival, 
he had been planning this attempt at spying, anxious as he 
always was to know his battle-ground. He had made a correct 
guess in the matter of the acknowledgment of ten thousand 
francs, signed by the Count de Beauvilliers in favour of Léonie 
Cron; the information he had received from Vendéme corro- 
borated his theory of the adventure; the seduced girl, con- 
sumed by a desire to come to Paris, had left the paper as 
security with the usurer Charpier for some trifling loan, and 
then had taken herself off. But, although he had speedily 
found the Beauvilliers, he had employed La Méchain in scour- 
ing Paris for six months without managing to put his hand 
upon Léonie. She had first become maid of all work toa 
process-server, and he had traced her to three other situations, 
but, dismissed for misbehaviour, she had at last disappeared, 
and in vain had he searched every gutter. This exasperated 
him the more, as he could make no attempt upon the Countess 
until he could secure the girl and utilise her to threaten a 
scandal. However, he still nursed the affair; and, standing 
at Madame Caroline’s window, he felt happy at being able to 
spy into the garden of the mansion, of which latter he had 
previously seen nothing save the facade in the street. 

‘Are those ladies also threatened with some annoyance?’ 
asked Madame Caroline, with anxious sympathy. 

_ He affected ignorance. ‘No, I do not think so. I was 
simply referring to the sad situation in which the Count’s 
misconduct has left them. Yes, I have friends at Vendéme ; I 
know their story.’ And as he finally made up his mind to 
leave the window, he felt, amid the emotion which he feigned, 
a sudden and singular reaction upon himself. ‘ And after all,’ 
said he, ‘if there were only money losses! But it is when 
death enters a house |’ 
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This time real tears moistened his eyes. He had just 
thought of his brother, and was choking. She fancied that 
he had recently lost a relative, and discreetly refrained from 
questioning him. She had not been deceived as to the abject 
calling of this personage who inspired her with such a feeling 
of repugnance; and these unexpected tears determined her 
more than his shrewdest tactics would have done; her desire 
increased to hasten off to the Cité de Naples at once. 

‘Then, madame, I rely upon you?’ said Busch. 

‘I start immediately,’ she answered. 

An hour later, having taken a cab, she was wandering 
about behind the Butte Montmartre, unable to find the Cité. 
At last, in one of the deserted streets running out of the Rue 
Marcadet, an old woman pointed it out to the cabman. At 
the entrance it was like some broken-up country road blocked 
with mud and refuse, and leading across a tract of waste land. 
It was only after an attentive glance that you distinguished 
the miserable shanties, compounded of earth, old boards, 
and zine, and looking like heaps of rubbish around the inner 
courtyard. At the street corner, a one-storey house built 
of freestone, but repulsively decrepit and filthy, seemed to 
command the entrance, like a gaol. And here, indeed, lived 
La Méchain, like a vigilant proprietress, ever on the watch, 
exploiting in person her little population of starving tenants. 

As soon as Madame Caroline had stepped from the cab, 
she saw La Méchain appear on the threshold, with her 
enormous figure swaying in an ancient blue silk dress, frayed 
at the folds and cracked at the seams, and with cheeks so 
puffy and red that her tiny nose, almost lost to sight, seemed 
to be cooking between two live coals. At this sight Madame 
Caroline hesitated, filled with a sudden feeling of uneasiness, 
but all at once the woman’s gentle voice, which had the shrilly 
charm of a shepherd’s pipe, reassured her. 

‘Ah! madame, Monsieur Busch sends you; youcame for 
little Victor. Come in, come in. Yes, this is really the Cité 
de Naples. The street is not classified; we have no numbers 
yet. Comein. We must talk it all over first. Mon Dieu, 
it is so annoying, it is so sad!” 
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And then Madame Caroline had to accept a dilapidated 
chair, in a dining-room black with grease, where a red-hot 
stove kept up a stifling temperature and odour. La Méchain 
next had a deal to say about the visitor’s luck in finding her 
there, for she had so much business to attend to in Paris that 
she seldom reached home before six o’clock. It became 
necessary to interrupt her. 

‘Excuse me, madame, I came about this poor child.’ 

‘Precisely, madame, I am going to showhimto you. You 
know that his mother was my cousin. Ah! I can say that I have 
done my duty. Here are the papers, here are the accounts.’ 

Going to a cupboard, she thereupon took from it a package 
of papers, carefully arranged, and enclosed in a blue wrapper 
such as lawyers use. And she talked on endlessly about the 
unhappy Rosalie, who had undoubtedly ended by leading a 
fearful life, though originally she had been a good hard- 
working girl. 

‘You see, madame, I lent her all this money in sums of 
forty sous and a hundred sous at atime. Here are the dates: 
June 20, forty sous; June 27, forty sous again; July 8, one 
hundred sous. And see, she must have been ill about this 
time, for here is an endless line of items of one hundred sous. 
Then I had Victor to dress. I have placed a V before all the 
expenditures made for the boy. To say nothing of the fact 
that, when Rosalie died—oh ! in a very dreadful way—he foll 
completely into my charge. So, look, I have put down fifty 
francs a month. That is very reasonable. The father is rich ; 
he can easily give fifty francs a month for his boy. In short, 
it makes five thousand four hundred and three francs, which, 
with the amount of the notes, six hundred francs, would 
make a total of six thousand francs. Yes, everything for six 
thousand francs; there you have it!’ 

In spite of the nausea, which was making her turn pale, 
Madame Caroline remarked: ‘But the notes do not belong to 
you; they are the child’s property.’ 

‘Ah! excuse me,’ replied La Méchain sharply, I advanced 
money upon them. To oblige Rosalie, I discounted them for 
her. You see my endorsement on the back. It is very gout 
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of ms not to elaim interest. You will reflect, my good lady ; 
I am sure that you won’t cause a poor woman like me to lose 
anything.’ 

Upon a weary gesture from the good lady, who accepted 
the statement of account, she became calm again. And once 
more she found her little piping voice to say: ‘Now I will 
have Victor called.’ 

But in vain did she in turn despatch three urchins who 
were prowling about; in vain did she plant herself on the 
threshold and make vigorous gestures ; it became certain that 
Victor refused to stir. One of the brats even brought back a 
dirty word for sole reply. Thereupon she started off herself, 
ag if to lead the youngster back by the ear. But she reappeared 
alone, having reflected, thinking it a good plan, no doubt, to 
exhibit him in all his abominable horror. 

‘If Madame will take the trouble to follow me,’ said she. 

And on the way she furnished some pavticulars about the 
Cité de Naples, which her husband had inherited from an 
uncle. This husband probably was dead; no one had ever 
known him, and she never spoke of him except to explain the 
origin of her property. A sorry business, which would be 
the death of her, she said, for she found more trouble than 
profit in it, especially now that the Prefecture was tormenting 
her, sending inspectors to require repairs and improvements, 
under the pretext that people were dying like flies on her 
premises. However, she energetically refused to spend a 
copper. Would they not soon require chimney-pieces orna- 
mented with mirrors in rooms which she let for two francs 
a week! But she did not speak of her own greediness in 
collecting the rents, throwing families into the street the 
moment they failed to pay the usual two francs in advance, 
doing her own police work, and so feared that beggars with- 
out a shelter would not have dared to sleep for nothing 
against one of her walls. 

_ With her heart oppressed, Madame Caroline examined the 
courtyard, a devastated piece of ground, full of mounds and 
hollows, and transformed by accumulated filth into a perfect 
cloaca. Jiverything was thrown into it; there was neither 
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pit nor cesspool in the Cité, so that this yard had become an 
ever-growing dunghill, poisoning the air; and fortunately it 
was now cold weather, for on warm sunny days the stench 
generated pestilence. With anxious feet, Madame Caroline 
tried to avoid the heaps of vegetables and bones, while 
casting glances at the dwellings on either side. These were 
indescribable dens, some half tumbling down, others in ruins 
strengthened with the most extraordinary materials. Several 
were simply covered with tarred paper. Many had no doors, 
but afforded a glimpse of dark cave-like holes, whence came a 
nauseous breath of poverty. Families of eight and ten persons 
were huddled in these charnel-houses, often without even a 
bed—men, women, and children, rotting like decayed fruit, 
given over from early childhood to the most monstrous pro- 
miscuity. And thus bands of emaciated, puny brats, eaten 
up by disease, continually filled the courtyard, poor creatures 
growing on this dunghill like mushrooms. When an epidemic 
of typhoid fever or small-pox arose, it at once swept half the 
Cité into the cemetery.! 

‘I explained to you, madame,’ continued La Méchain, 
‘that Victor has not had good examples before his eyes, and 
that it is time to think of his education, for he is almost in 
his teens. During his mother’s life, you know, he saw things 
that were not at all proper, for she didn’t stand on ceremony 
when she got drunk. Then, too, I have never had time to 
keep a sufficiently watchful eye upon him, because of my 
business in Paris. I tried to send him to school, but he would 
play on the Fortifications all day long, and twice I had to go 


‘1 This picture of the Cité de Naples is by no means overdrawn. 
Some years ago (1880-85) I well remember visiting the Cités tenanted 
by rag-pickers and street hawkers round about the Rue Marcadet and the 
Route de la Révolte, and their condition fully corresponded with the 
description given by M. Zola above. When M. Zola visited England 
last autumn, and I accompanied him round the East-end of London, he 
remarked to me that even the worst dens shown to him contrasted 
favourably with the abodes of many of the Parisian poor. And such 
undoubtedly is the case. But, on the other hand, there is quite as much 
depravity among the poor of London as among the poor of Paris.— 


td] 


THE LITTLE MONSTER 187 


to claim him because he had stolen—oh! trifles only. But 
you will see for yourself; at the age of twelve he is already a 
man. Finally, so that he might work a little, I gave him to 
Mother Eulalie, a woman who hawks vegetables about at 
Montmartre. He goes with her to market, and carries one 
of her baskets. The misfortune is that just now she is laid 
up, as she has something the matter with her. But here we 
are, madame; be good enough to enter.’ 

Madame Caroline shrank back. It was one of the foulest 
holes, at the very end of the courtyard, behind a real barri- 
cade of filth, a hovel scarce rising above the soil, a heap of 
plaster sustained by pieces of board. There was no window: 
The door—an old glass door it was lined with a sheet of zinc— 
was left open to let in the light, and the cold wind entered in 
a frightful fashion. In one corner she saw a palliasse thrown 
upon the beaten ground. There was no other recognisable 
piece of furniture among the jumble of broken casks, torn- 
down trellis-work, and half-rotten baskets which served as 
chairs and tables. A sticky moisture oozed from the walls, 
whilst a crack, a greenish split in the black ceiling, allowed 
the rain to come in just at the foot of the mattress. And 
the smell, the smell especially was frightful. Here was human 
degradation and absolute destitution in all their horror. 

‘Mother Eulalie,’ cried La Méchain, ‘here’s a lady who’s 
interested in Victor. What ails the brat that he doesn’t come 
when he is called?’ 

A shapeless bundle of flesh stirred upon the mattress, 
under a shred of old printed calico which served as a covering ; 
and Madame Caroline at last distinguished a fat woman of 
about forty. Her face was not ugly, and with little blonde 
ringlets around it still looked fairly fresh. 

‘Ah!’ the sick woman moaned, ‘by all means let the 
lady come in if she means us well, for this cannot possibly 
continue! When one thinks, madame, that I haven’t been 
able to get up for a fortnight on account of my illness! Of 
course, I haven’t a copper left. Impossible to continue 
business. I had a few things, which Victor went to sell; 
and I really believe that to-night we should have died of 
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hanger.’ Then, raising her voice, she added: ‘Come new, 
it’s stupid! Come out, little one! The lady wishes you no 
harm.’ 

And Madame Caroline trembled at seeing a bundle, which 
she had taken for a heap of rags, rise up from a basket. It 
was Victor, clad in the remnants of a pair of trousers and 
& linen vest. The light from the doorway fell full upon him, 
and she stood there with open mouth, astounded at his extra- 
ordinary resemblance to Saccard. All her doubts vanished ; 
the paternity was undeniable. 

* *I don’t want to be bored about going to school,’ he 
declared. 

But she still looked at him with a growing feeling of 
uneasiness. Besides the resemblance which had struck her, 
there was something alarming about the appearance of thie 
urchin, with one half of his face larger than the other, and 
his nose twisted to the right; for he seemed prodigiously 
developed for his age—not very tall certainly, but thickset, 
full-grown already, like a precocious beast. Although his 
complexion was yet fresh and pure, his bold devouring eyes 
and sensual mouth were those of a man; and he embar- 
rassed and terrified the beholder, like the sight of some 
monstrosity. 

But the worst was to come, for when Madame Caroline 
questioned him, the answers he gave, the admissions he made, 
though Mother Eulalie in her shame sought to tone them down, 
were horrible and revolting beyond expression. Madame 
Caroline shuddered. Her heart failed her in a frightful attack 
of nausea. 

;Bhe left twenty francs, hurried away, and again sought 
refuge in the house of the proprietress, in order to make up 
her-mind and come to a definite understanding with the 
woman. The sight of such abandonment had suggested an 
idea to her—the Institute of Work. Had it not been ex- 
pressly created for such falls, for the wretched children of 
the gutter, whom it was sought to regenerate by hygiene and 
the teaching of a trade? Victor must be extricated from 
this mire as quickly as possible, placed in that heme, and 
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have & new existence given Lim. She was still trembling 
at all that she had seen. And into the decision that she 
had arrived at there entered a woman’s delicacy: to say 
nothing yet awhile to Saccard, to wait until the monster 
should be somewhat cleansed before exhibiting him; for the 
sight of this frightful offspring had filled her with something 
like shame for the father; she suffered at the thought of 
how ashamed of such a child he would be. A few months, 
however, would undoubtedly suffice to effect a great change, 
and then she would speak out, well pleased with her good 
work, ) 

It was difficult to make La Méchain understand, however. 

‘Mon Diew! Madame, as you please,’ said she. ‘ Only I 
want my six thousand francs at once. Victor shall not stir 
from my house until I have my six thousand francs.’ 

This decision filled Madame Caroline with despair. She 
did not possess the amount, and, of course, did not want to 
ask the father for it. In vain did she argue and plead. 

‘No, no!’ said La Méchain. ‘If I no longer had my 
security, I might say good-bye to the money. I know that!’ 
At last, however, realizing that the sum was a large one and 
that she might get nothing at all, she made an abatement. 
‘Well, give me two thousand francs at once. I will wait for 
the rest.’ 

But Madame Caroline's embarrassment remained the 
same, and she was asking herself where she could possibly 
get two thousand francs, whén the idea struck her of applying 
to Maxime. She did not pause to think it over. He would 
purely consent to share the secret; he would not refuse to 
advance such a small sum, which his father would certainly 
repay him. And thereupon she went away, saying that she 
would return the next day to fetch Victor. 

It was only five o’clock, and she was in such a fever to 
finish the matter that, on getting into her cab, she gave the 
driver Maxime’s address in the Avenue de 1’Impératrice. 
When she arrived, the valet told her that his master was at 
his toilet, but that he would all the same announce her. 

For a moment she stifled in the reception-room into which 
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she was ushered. The house was small, but furnished with 
an exquisite refinement of luxury and comfort. Hangings 
and carpets had been lavished upon it; and amid the warm 
silence of the rooms a delicate odour of ambergris was 
diffused. All was pretty, soft, and discreet here, although 
there was no sign of woman; for the young widower, en- 
riched by his wife’s death, had arranged his life for the sole 
worship of self, declining, like a man of experience, to allow 
anyone to share it again. Owing the enjoyments of life to 
one woman, he was determined not to let them be spoilt by 
another. He had long since abandoned his idea of entering 
the Council of State; he no longer even kept a racing stable, 
weary as he was of horses as well as women. And he lived 
alone, idle, perfectly happy, spending his fortune with art and 
precaution, evincing the ferocity of a perverse ‘ kept’ masher 
who has turned serious. 

‘If Madame will allow me,’ the valet returned to say, 
‘Monsieur will receive her in his room directly.’ 

Madame Caroline was on familiar terms with Maxime, 
now that whenever he went to his father’s to dine he found 
her installed there as a faithful housekeeper. On entering 
his room, she saw that the curtains were drawn. 6x 
candles, burning on the mantel-shelf and a stand, illumined 
with a quiet light this silky, downy nest, the more than 
effeminate chamber of a beautiful woman. With its deep 
seats and immense soft downy bed, this was his favourite 
room, where he had lavished delicacies, marvellous furni- 
ture, and precious bibelots of the last century, all blended, 
lost amidst the most delightful confusion of stuffs imagin- 
able. ; 

However, the door leading to the adjoining dressing-room 
was wide open, and Maxime appeared, saying: ‘ What has 
happened, then? Papa isn’t dead, eh ?’ 

With his pretty face, girlish but no longer fresh, his eyes 
blue and clear, hiding the emptiness of his brain, he had 
just left the bath, and, his skin cool and balmy, had slipped 
on an elegant white flannel costume. Through the door 
could still be heard the dripping from one of the bath taps, 
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and a strong flowery perfume ascended from the soft warm 
water. 

‘No, no; it is not so serious,’ she answered, put out by 
the quietly jesting tone of the question. ‘And yet what I 
have to say to you embarrasses me a little. You will excuse 
me for thus falling in upon you ; 

‘It's true I dine out, but I have time enough to dress, 
Come, what is the matter?’ 

He waited, and now she hesitated, and began to stammer, 
greatly struck by all the luxury and enjoyable refinement 
which she perceived about her. Cowardice seized upon her ; 
and she could not find courage to tell the whole story. Was 
it possible that existence, so stern to the child of chance over 
yonder, in the sink of the Cité de Naples, had shown itself so 
prodigal to this one, living amid such well-ordered wealth? 
So much vile wretchedness, hunger, and filth on the one 
hand, and on the other such exquisite refinement, abundance, 
and beautiful life. Could money, then, be education, health, 
intelligence? Andif the same human mud remained beneath, 
did not all civilisation consist in the superiority of smelling 
nice and living well ? 

‘Mon Drew !’ said she, ‘it is such a story! But I believe 

I do right in telling it to you. For that matter, I am obliged 
to; I have need of you.’ 
Maxime at first listened to her standing; then he sat down 
in-front of her, his legs giving way, such was his surprise. 
And when she had finished, he exclaimed: ‘ What, what! 
So Iam not the only son! A frightful little brother falls 
seh = from the sky, without so much as shouting “ Look 
ou 229 

She thought he spoke from an interested motive, and made 
an allusion to the question of inheritance. 

‘Oh! an inheritance from papa!’ said he. 

__And he made a gesture of ironical carelessness, which she 
did. not understand. What—what did he mean? Did he not 
believe in his father’s great qualities, his certainty of attaining 
to forturie ? 

No, no, I have my pile,’ he added. ‘I need nobody. But 
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really this is such a queer affair that I cannot help laughing 
at it.’ 

And he did laugh, but in a vexed, anxious, hollow fashion, 
thinking only of himself, not yet having had time to consider 
what good or harm this event might bring him. He felt that 
he lived altogether apart from the others, and dropped a re- 
mark in which he brutally gave expression to his real feelings : 
‘ After all, what do I care ?’ 

Having risen, he passed into the dressing-room, and came 
back directly with a tortoiseshell polisher, with which he 
began gently rubbing his nails. ‘And what are you going 
to do with your monster?’ he asked. ‘He cannot be put in 
the Bastille, like the Man with the Iron Mask.’ 

She then spoke of La Méchain’s accounts, explained her 
idea of placing Victor at the Institute of Work, and asked for 
the two thousand francs. 

‘I don’t wish your father to know anything of the matter 
yet awhile,’ said she. ‘You are the only person to whom I 
can apply; you must advance this money.’ 

But he flatly refused. ‘To papa—not if I know it! nota 
sou! Listen, itis an oath! Even if papa only needed a sou 
to pay a bridge-toll, I would not lend it to him. Understand ! 
there are some silly things that are altogether too silly ; I do 
not wish to be ridiculous.’ 

Again she looked at him, disturbed by his ugly insinua- 
‘tions. In this exciting moment, however, she had neither the 
wish nor the time to make him talk. ‘And to me,’ she 
abruptly rejoined—‘ will you lend these two thousand francs 
to me?’ 

‘To you, to you——’ 

He continued polishing his nails with a light, pretty move- 
ment, while examining her with his clear eyes, which searched 
women to their heart’s blood. ‘To you, yes; after all—I am 
oe You are one of the gullible ones, you will pay me 


Then, after going to take two notes of a thousand franes 
each from a little desk, and giving them to her, he grasped her 
hands and held them for a moment in his own, with an air ef 
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friendly gaiety, like a step-son who feels some sympathy for 
his step-mother. ‘ You have some illusions respecting papa,’ 
said he. ‘Oh! don’t protest; I don’t want to meddle with 
your affairs. Women are so queer; it amuses them sometimes 
to devote themselves, and of course they are quite right in 
taking their pleasure where they find it. All the same, if 
some day you should be ill rewarded, come and see me, we will 
have a chat.’ 

When Madame Caroline was once more in her eab, still 
stifling from the soft warmth of the little residence and the 
heliotrope perfume which had penetrated her garments, she 
shuddered as though she had just left some house of ill-repute, 
frightened also by the son’s reticence and jocularity with re- 
gard to his father, which increased her suspicion of a past life 
such as none would confess to. However, she did not wish to 
know anything; she had the money, and quieted herself by 
planning the work of the morrow, so that by night time the 
child might be saved from his vices. 

Accordingly, early in the morning, she already had to start 
out, for there were all sorts of formalities to be fulfilled in 
order to ensure her protégé’s admission into the Institute of 
Work. Naturally, her position as secretary of the Commit- 
tee of Superintendence, to which the Princess d’Orviedo, the - 
founder of the Institute, had appointed ten ladies of high social 
standing, facilitated the accomplishment of these formalities ; 
and in the afternoon she had only to go to the Cité de Naples 
to fetch Victor. She took some suitable garments with her, 
and was not really without anxiety as to the resistance which 
the boy might offer—he who would not hear speak of going 
to school. However, La Méchain, to whom she had sent a 
telegram, and who was waiting for her, informed her on the 
threshold of a piece of news by which she herself had been upset. 
Mother Eulalie had died suddenly in the night, from some 
cause which the doctor had been unable to precisely fix—a 
congestion, perhaps, some distemper produced by her corrupted 
blood. This tragedy had quite stupefied the boy, filled him 
with a secret fear, so that he consented to dress and seemed 

“even pleased with the idea of living in a house with a beauti- 
m 2 
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ful garden. There was nothing to keep him at the Cité any 
longer since the ‘fat ’un,’ as he called Mother Eulalie, was 
going to rot in the grave. 

Meanwhile, La Méchain, while writing her receipt for the 
two thousand francs, laid down her conditions. ‘It is agreed, 
isn’t it ? you will complete the six thousand in one payment, 
six months from now. Otherwise, I shall apply to Monsieur 
Saccard.’ 

‘But you will be paid by Monsieur Saccard himself,’ said 
Madame Caroline. ‘ To-day I am simply his substitute, that 
is all.’ 

There was no affection in the farewells exchanged between 
Victor and his old cousin ; a kiss upon the hair, and then the 
urchin was all haste to get into the cab, while La Méchain, 
scolded by Busch for having consented to accept merely an 
instalment of her claim, remained secretly annoyed at seeing 
her security thus escape her. ‘Now, madame, be honest with 
me,’ said she, ‘otherwise I shall find a way to make you 
repent.’ 

On the way from the Cité de Naples to the Institute of 
Work on the Boulevard Bineau, Madame Caroline was only 
able to extract monosyllables from Victor, who with glittering 
eyes devoured the route, the broad avenues, the passers-by and 
handsome houses. He did not know how to write and could 
scarcely read, having always played the truant from school in 
order to loaf about the Fortifications ; and his face, the face of 
a child who has precociously matured, only expressed the 
exasperated appetites of his race, a violent, pressing long- 
ing for enjoyment, aggravated by the wretchedness and the 
abominable examples amidst which he had grown up. On 
the Boulevard Bineau his eyes, like those of a young wild 
beast, glowed more brightly when, having alighted from the 
cab, he began crossing the central courtyard, edged on one 
side by the boys’ and on the other by the girls’ department. 
He had already darted a searching look at the spacious play- 
grounds planted with beautiful trees, at the faience-walled 
kitchens, from whose open windows came the smell of meat, 
at the marble-decorated dining halls, as long and as lofty as 
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the naves of chapels, at all the regal luxury which the Princess, 
obstinately bent on restitution, had desired to bestow upon 
the poor. Then, on reaching the farther end of the court, on 
entering the building where the managerial offices were 
installed, on being led from department to department so that 
the customary formalities of admission might be fulfilled, he 
listened to the clatter of his new shoes along the endless 
corridors, up and down the broad stairways, across all the 
vestibules flooded with air and light, and decorated in palatial 
style. His nostrils quivered ; all this would be his. 

Returning to the ground floor, however, in order that 
some document might be signed, Madame Caroline led him 
along a fresh corridor, and suddenly stopped before a glass 
door through which he could see a workshop, where some 
lads of his own age, standing at benches, were receiving 
instruction in wood-carving. 

‘You see, my little friend,’ said she, ‘they work here, 
because it is necessary to work if one wishes to secure good 
health and happiness. There are classes in the evening, and 
I hope you will be steady, and study well. You will, won't 
you? You will be able to decide your own future here, a 
future such as you have never dreamt of.’ 

Victor frowned, a dark expression came over his face. He 
did not answer, and henceforth his eyes—the eyes of a young 
wolf—only cast envious, thieving glances at all the lavish 
display of luxury. To have, to enjoy it all, but without work ; 
to seize and feast upon it, tooth and nail—that was what he 
wanted. And from that moment he was there only as a rebel, 
& prisoner who dreams of robbery and escape. 

‘Everything is now settled,’ resumed Madame Caroline; 
‘we are going up to the bathroom.’ 

It was the regulation that each inmate should take a bath 
on his arrival, and the baths were installed upstairs in little 
rooms adjoining the infirmary, beyond whose two small dor- 
mitories, one for boys and one for girls, the linen-room was 
situated. Six sisters of charity reigned in this superb linen- 
room, around which ran tiers of presses all of varnished 
maple, and also in the model infirmary, whose immaculate 
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brightness, whiteness, and cheerful cleanliness were typical of 
health. And at times, too, some ladies of the Committee of 
Superintendence would come and spend an hour here in the 
afternoon, loss to exercise any supervision than to help on the 
work by their own devoted assistance. 

That day it chanced that the Countess de Beauvilliers and 
her daughter Alice were in a room separating the dormi- 
tories of the infirmary. The Countess often brought the girl 
there in order to divert her mind, in order that she might ex- 
perience the pleasure which the practice of charity affords. 
And on this occasion Alice was helping one of the sisters to 
prepare some slices of bread and jam for two httle conva- 
lescent girls who were allowed a snack between meals. 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed the Countess at sight of Victor, who was 
given a seat whilst his bath was being got ready, ‘here is a 
new one!’ 

As a rule, she behaved very ceremoniously towards 
Madame Caroline, merely saluting her with an inclination 
of the head, never speaking to her, for fear perhaps lest she 
might be obliged to enter into neighbourly intercourse with 
her. However, the sight of this boy whom Madame Caroline 
had brought to the Institute, the active kindness with which 
she attended to him, doubtless touched Madame de Beauvilliers 
and helped to draw her from her reserve. So they began 
talking together in an undertone. 

‘If you only knew, madame, from what a hell I have just 
taken him!’ said Madame Caroline. ‘I recommend him to 
your kindness as I have recommended him to all the ladies 
and gentlemen.’ 

‘Has he any relatives? Do you know them?’ 

* No, his mother is dead. He has only me.’ 

‘Poor boy! Ah! what misery there is!’ 

In the meantime Victor did not take his eyes off the slices 
of bread and jam. Ferocious greed had lighted up his eyes, 
and from the jam which was being spread on the bread with 
& knife his glances strayed first to Alice’s tapering white 
hands, then to her slender neck, in turn to all parts of her 
figure—the spare figure of a sickly girl wasting away in the 
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vain waiting for wedlock. Ah! if he had only been alone with 
her, how he would have given her a good butt in the stomach 
with his head and sent her reeling against the wall, so that 
he might have taken the bread and jam from her. However, 
the girl had noticed his gluttonous glances, and after consult- 
ing the sister of charity with her eyes, exclaimed; ‘ Ate you 
hungry, my little friend ?’ 

‘Yes! | 

‘And you don’t dislike jam ?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘So it would suit you if I got a couple of slices ready for 
you to eat when you have taken your bath ?’ 

‘ Yes.’ 

‘A great deal of jam on very little bread, that’s what you 
want, isn’t it?’ 

‘ Yes,’ 

She laughed and joked, but he remained grave and open- 
mouthed, with his greedy eyes devouring both herself and her 
bread and jam. 

At that moment, however, loud shouts of joy, quite a 
violent uproar, arose from the boys’ ground, where four o’clock 
playtime was beginning. The workshops were emptying, and 
the youngsters had half an hour before them to stretch their 
legs and eat a morsel. ‘ You see,’ resumed Madame Caroline, 
leading Victor to a window, ‘although they work here, they 
also play. Do you like work?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘But you like play ?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

_‘ Well, if you want to play you will have to work. Every- 
thing will come all right ; you will be sensible, Iam sure of it.’ 
_ He returned no answer. A flush of pleasure was heating 
his face at the sight of his released companions shouting 
and skipping hither and thither. Then his eyes reverted to 
the promised slices of bread and jam, which the girl had 
nished preparing and was laying on a plate. Yes, liberty 
and dainties all the time, he wanted nothing else. However, 
his bath was now ready, and so he was led away. 
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‘That little fellow won’t be easy to manage, I fancy,’ 
gently said the sister; ‘I distrust them when they haven't 
a straight face.’ 

‘Yet this one isn’t ugly,’ murmured Alice. ‘To see him 
look at you, you would think he was eighteen.’ 

‘That is true,’ rejoined Madame Caroline, with a slight 
shudder ; ‘ he is very advanced for his age.’ 

Before going away the ladies wished to have the pleasure 
of seeing the little convalescent girls eat their bread and jam. 
One of them especially was very interesting, a little fair- 
complexioned thing of ten years old, who already had 
knowing eyes, 8 womanly look, the sickly precocity peculiar to 
the Parisian fawbourgs. Moreover, hers was the old story: a 
drunken father who had gone off with a mistress, and a mother 
who had likewise taken to drink and chosen a paramour. 
Yet the wretched woman was allowed to come and see her 
child, for she herself had begged that she might be taken 
from her, having retained an ardent feeling of maternal love 
amidst all her degradation. And she happened to be there 
that very afternoon— a thin, yellow-skinned, worn-out creature 
with eyelids reddened by tears—and she sat beside the white 
bed where, propped up by pillows, her little one, neat and 
clean, lay eating her bread and jam in a pretty, graceful way. 

The woman recognised Madame Caroline, for she had 
previously called at Saccard’s for help. ‘Ah! madame,’ said 
she, ‘so here’s my poor Madeleine saved again. She has all 
our misfortunes in the blood, you see, and the doctor well told 
me that she wouldn’t live if she continued to be hustled 
about at home, whereas here she has meat and wine, and 
air and quietness. I pray you, madame, tell that good gentle- 
man that I don’t spend an hour of my life without blessing 
bin,’ 

A sob checked her utterance ; her heart was melting with 
gratitude. It was Saccard whom she alluded to, for, like most 
of the parents who had children at the institution, she knew 
him alone. The Princess d’Orviedo did not show herself, 
whereas he had long lavished his efforts, peopling the estab. 
lishment, picking little wretches of all kinds out of the gutters 
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in order that this charitable machine, in some degree his own 
creation, might the sooner set to work. And, moreover, he 
had, as usual, grown quite enthusiastic, taking five-franc pieces 
from his own pocket and distributing them among the sorry 
parents whose little ones he saved. And to all those wretched 
folk he remained the one true benefactor. 

‘And you will tell him, won’t you, madame ? that there is 
a poor woman praying for him somewhere. Oh! it isn’t that 
I’m religious. I don’t want to be; I’ve never been a hypocrite. 
No, between the churches and us it is all over, for we not 
merely don’t think of them any more, but it’s of no use to 
waste one’s time in them. Still, that doesn’t alter the fact 
that there’s something up above us, and when somebody has 
been good to you it relieves you, you know, to call down the 
blessings of Heaven upon him.’ 

Tears started from her eyes and rolled down her withered 
cheeks. ‘ Listen to me, Madeleine, listen,’ she resumed. 

The little girl, who looked so pale in her snow-white che- 
mise as she lay there licking the jam off the bread with the 
tip of her greedy tongue, her eyes beaming the while with 
happiness, raised her head and became attentive, but without 
interrupting her feast. 

‘Every evening,’ continued the mother, ‘before you go to 
sleep in bed, you must join your hands like this, and say: 
‘Pray, God, grant Monsieur Saccard a reward for all his kind- 
ness, and give him a long life and happiness,’’ You hear, 
Madeleine ; you promise me you will say it ?’ 

‘Yes, mother.’ 


During the following weeks Madame Caroline’s mind was 
sorely troubled. She had no longer a clear opinion of Saccard. 
The story of Victor’s birth and abandonment, of that poor 
creature Rosalie’s sad affair, of the unpaid notes of hand, 
and of the fatherless child growing up in the midst of 
Mire—all that lamentable past made her feel sick at heart. 
She brushed aside the visions of it that arose before her in the 
#ime way as she had refrained from provoking Maxime’s in< 
discreet revelations. Plainly enough, there were certain old- 
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time mud stains in all this business, the thought of whiek 
frightened her, and the full knowledge of which would have 
brought her. she felt it, too much grief. And then how strange 
thé contrast. There was that woman in tears, joining her little 
girl’s hands, and teaching her to pray for that very same man. 
There, in this case, was Saccard worshipped as an incarnation 
of beneficent Providence ; and verily he had given proof of 
true kindness of heart, had actually saved souls from perdition, 
by the passionate scheming activity which he evinced, raising 
himself to virtue whenever the task before him was a fine one. 
And thus Madame Caroline ended by refusing to judge him, 
and, hike a learned woman who has read and thought too much, 
' sought to quiet her conscience by saying that he, like all other 
men, was compounded of good and evil. 

Three months slipped by, during which she went to see 
Victor twice every week; and at last, how it came about she 
hardly knew, she one day again found herself Saccard’s mis- 
tress. Was it that this child Victor had become as it were 
a bond, a link, inevitably drawing her, his mother by chance 
and adoption, towards the futher who had abandoned him? 
Yes, it is probable that in her case there was far less sensuality 
than a kind of sentimental perversion. In her great sorrow 
at being childless herself, the charge of this man’s son amid 
such poignant circumstances had certainly affected her to the 
point of annihilating her will. And, moreover, her self-sur- 
render was explained by her craving for maternity. Then, 
too, she was a woman of clear good sense; she accepted the 
facts of life without wearing herself out in trying to explain 
their thousand complex causes. The unravelling of heart and 
brain, the minute splitting and analysing of hairs, was, to her 
mind, a pastime fit only for idle worldlings with no household 
to manage, no child to love, intellectual humbugs who ever 
seek excuses for their frailty in what they call the ‘ the science 
of the soul.’ 

She, with her vast erudition, who formerly had wasted her 
time in a burning desire to know the whole vast world and join 
in the disputes of philosophers, had emerged from this phase of 
hor life with a feeling of great contempt for all such psycho. 
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logical recreations, which threaten to supersede both the piano- 
forte and the embroidery frame, and of which she would 
laughingly remark that they had depraved far more women than 
they had reclaimed. And so, whenever she felt a gap within 
her, whenever her free will succumbed, she preferred to have 
the requisite courage to realise the fact and accept it, and 
relied upon the work of Life to efface the fault, to repair the 
evil, even as the ever-rising sap closes the gash in the heart of 
an oak tree, supplying in time fresh wood and bark. 

Thus, if she was now Saccard’s mistress, without having 
desired it, without feeling sure if she esteemed him, she did 
not experience any feeling of ignominy, but buoyed herself up 
by judging him to be not unworthy of her, attracted as 
she was by the qualities he showed as a man of action, by the 
energy to conquer that he evinced, by the belief that he 
was good and useful to others. In the need we all feel of 
purifying our errors, her first feeling of shame had passed 
away, and nothing now appeared more natural, more peaceful 
than their lcatson. Reason, not passion, scemed to link them 
together; he was happy at having her with him of an evening 
when he did not go out; and she, with her keen intelligence 
and uprightness, showed herself almost maternal, evinced a 
calming affection. And for Saccard, that freebooter of the 
Parisian streets, whose roguery in all sorts of shady financial 
affairs had brought him many a scorching and drubbing, the 
affection of this adorable woman, who, her six and thirty years 
notwithstanding, was still so young and healthy under the 
snowy mass of her abundant white hair, who displayed such 
valiant good sense, such true wisdom in her faith in life, such 
as it is, and despite all the mud that its torrent rolls along— 
this affection was really an undeserved stroke of luck, a reward 
stolen like all others. 

Months passed by, and it must be admitted that through- 
out all the difficult beginnings of the Universal Bank Madame 
Caroline found Saccard very energetic and very prudent. 
Indeed, her suspicions of shady transactions, her fears that he 
might compromise her brother and herself entirely disappeared 
When she saw him so obstinately, so incessantly struggling 
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with difficulties, expending his energy from morning till night 
in order to ensure the perfect working of this huge new machine, 
whose mechanism was grinding and grating and seemed likely 
to burst. And she felt grateful to him for it all, she admired 
him. 

The Universal was not progressing as he had hoped it 
would, for it had against it the covert hostility of great finan- 
ciers. Evil reports were spread abroad and obstacles were 
constantly cropping up, preventing the employment of its 
capital, frustrating all profitable endeavours on a large scale. 
Accordingly Saccard made a virtue of necessity—of the slow 
progress to which he was reduced —taking but one step forward 
at a time, and on solid ground, ever on the look-out for pitfalls, 
too much absorbed in striving to avoid a fall to dare to launch 
out into hazardous speculation. He impatiently champed the 
bit, stamping like a race-horse who is allowed a mere trot. 
However, never were the beginnings of a financial house more 
honourable or more correct, and the Bourse talked of it all in 
astonishment. 

In this wise, then, they reached the date of the first general 
meeting of shareholders. April 25 had been chosen for this 
meeting, and on the 20th Hamelin, hastily recalled by Saccard, 
who was stifling in his narrow sphere, arrived from the East 
expressly to preside over it. He brought excellent news with 
him ; the agreements for the formation of the United Steam 
Navigation Company were concluded, and he, moreover, had in 
his pocket the firmans granting the working of the Carmel 
silver mines to a French company; to say nothing of the 
National Turkish Bank, the foundations of which he had just 
laid at Constantinople, and which would become a branch of 
the Universal. As for the big question of the Asia Minor 
Railway, this was not yet ripe and must be kept in reserve. 
Besides, he meant to return to the East directly after the 
meeting, in order to continue his studies. Saceard, who was 
delighted, had a long conversation with him, at which 
Madame Caroline was present, and he easily persuaded them 
that an increase of capital would be absolutely necessary if 
they wished to provide for all these enterprises. The large 
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shareholders, Daigremont, Huret, Sédille, and Kolb, who had 
been consulted, had already approved of an increase, so that a 
couple of days sufficed to mature the suggestion and lay it before 
the board on the very eve of the mecting of shareholders. 

This special board-meeting was a solemn affair. All the 
directors attended in that large severe-looking room on the 
first floor, where the light acquired a greenish tinge through 
the proximity of the lofty trees in the garden of the 
Beauvilliers mansion. As a rule, there were two board- 
meetings every month: the petty, but more important meet- 
ing on or about the 15th, when only the real leaders, the 
true managers, of the enterprise would attend ; and the full 
meeting on the 80th, when the silent and purely ornamental 
directors came to signify their approval of all that had been 
prearranged and to give the signatures required of them. On 
this occasion the Marquis de Bohain arrived one of the first, 
testifying with an aristocratic weary air to the approval of the 
entire French nobility. And the Viscount de Robin-Chagot, 
the penurious, gentle vice-chairman, who had been selected to 
school those of the directors to whom the position of affairs 
had not been communicated, drew them aside, and in a few 
words informed them of the orders of the general manager, 
the real master of one and all. It was an understood thing, 
and with a nod they all promised compliance. 

At last the proceedings commenced. Hamelin acquainted 
the board with the report which he was to read at the share- 
holders’ meeting. This was the big task on which Saccard had 
long been at work, and which he had at last drafted in a couple 
of days, supplementing it with information which Hamelin 
had furnished on his arrival. Yet, while the engineer read 
it aloud, he listened modestly, with an air of keen interest, as 
though he had not previously been acquainted with a single 
word of it. 

The report began by recapitulating the business done by 
the Universal Bank since its foundation. Its transactions 
were good ones, but they were mainly little every-day matters 
in which money was promptly turned over—all the usual 
routine, in fact, of financial houses. Still, some rather large 
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profits had been made in the matter of the Mexican loan 
which had been floated during the preceding month, after the 
Emperor Maximilian’s departure for Mexico. A queer affair 
was this, disgracefully mismanaged, with plenty of pickings 
in the way of premiums for enterprising speculators; and 
Saccard greatly regretted that lack of money had kept him 
from wading yet more deeply in these troubled waters. How- 
ever, if the bank’s transactions had simply been common- 
place ones, at least it had managed to live. Since its 
foundation on October 5, until December 31, it had realised 
profits amounting to rather more than four hundred thousand 
francs. This had enabled the management to pay off one- 
fourth of the preliminary expenses, to give the shareholders 
five per cent., and to carry ten per cent. to a reserve fund. 
Moreover, the directors had received the ten per cent. 
guaranteed to them by the articles of association, and there 
remained about sixty-eight thousand francs, which it was 
proposed to carry forward until the next distribution of profits. 
Nothing could have been more strictly commonplace and 
honourable than all this. It was the same with regard to the 
price at which Universal shares were quoted at the Bourse; 
they had risen from five hundred to six hundred francs, not 
suddenly, but in a slow normal fashion, just hke the shares 
of any respectable banking house. And for two months now 
the price had remained stationary, there being no reason for 
any increase, given the humdrum daily round in which the 
newly-born concern seemed to be falling asleep. 

But the report passed on to the future, and here every- 
thing suddenly expanded ; a vast horizon of a series of great 
enterprises was spread before the view. Especial attention 
wwas called to the United Steam Navigation Company, whose 
shares were to be issued by the Universal Bank. This 
company, with a capital of fifty millions of francs, was to 
monopolise the entire transport service of the Mediterranean. 
_1& would amalgamate those two great rival concerns, the 
Phoecwan Company, with its service to Constantinople, Smyrna, 
and Trebizond by way of the Pireus and the Dardanelles, and 
ithe Maritime Company, with its service to Alexandria by way 
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of Messina and Syria; to say nothing of the various minor 
houses which would be absorbed in the enterprise—Combarel 
and Co., with their service to Algeria and Tunis; Veuve Henri 
Liétard, who ran another service to Algeria, but by way of Spain 
and Morocco; and, finally, Messrs. Féraud-Giraud Brothers, 
whose vessels plied along the coasts of Italy to Naples, Civita 
Vecchia, and the poris of the Adriatic. By making one company 
of all these rival concerns, which were killing one another, 
the entire Mediterranean would be conquered By the cen- 
tralization of capital they would be able to build superior 
véssels, of unsurpassed speed and comfort; and they would 
further be able to increase the frequency of the services and 
the number of the ports of call, so that the East would soon 
become a mere suburb of Marseilles. And to what impor- 
tance would the company not attain when the Suez Canal 
was finished and it became possible for it to organise services 
to India, Tonquin, China, and Japan! Never had a greater 
and a safer enterprise been conceived. 

Then came the question of supporting the National 
Turkish Bank, concerning which the report supplied an 
abundance of technical particulars, fully demonstrating what 
@ secure and substantial enterprise this would be. And the 
recital of the contemplated operations concluded with the 
announcement that the Universal would also give its 
patronage to the Carmel Silver Mining Company, which was 
to be established with a capital of twenty millions of francs. 
Specimens of ore, which chemists had analysed, had been 
found to contain a large proportion of silver. But, more even 
than science, the antique poesy clinging to the Holy Places 
Summoned up a vision of silver pouring forth in a miraculous 
stream—a divine, dazzling vision which Saccard had alluded 
to at the end of a sentence with which he was very pleased. 

Finally, after all these promises of a glorious future, the 
report concluded by recommending an increase of capital. It 
should be doubled, raised from five and twenty to fifty 
millions of francs. The suggested system of issue was of 
extreme simplicity, in order that everybody might understand 
it. Fifty thousand new shares would be creatéd, and reserved 
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share by share for the holders of the original stock, so that 
there would not even be any public subscription. Only these 
new shares were to be issued at five hundred and twenty francs 
apiece, inclusive of a premium of twenty francs. This would 
yield a million, which could be carried to the reserve fund. 
It was reasonable and prudent that this little tax should be 
levied on the shareholders, since they would be favoured by 
the new issue. Moreover, only a fourth part of the value of 
the shares, plus the premium, was payable on allotment. 

A hum of approval arose when Hamelin ceased reading. 
It was perfect; not the faintest objection could be raised. 
Throughout the perusal Daigremont, to all appearance very 
much interested in his finger-nails, had smiled at sundry vague 
thoughts that occurred to him; whilst deputy Huret, leaning 
back in his arm-chair with closed eyes, almost fell asleep 
under the impression that he was at the Chamber of Deputies. 
And meantime Kolb, the banker, quietly and openly devoted 
himself to making a long calculation on some of the sheets of 
paper which, like every director, he had before him. 

However, Sédille, who was always anxious and distrustful, 
made up his mind to ask a few questions, What would 
become of those new shares which the shareholders, re- 
linquishing their right, might not choose to take up? Would 
the bank keep them on its own account, and, if so, would this 
not be illegal, as the declaration of increase of capital, re- 
quired by law, could not be made at the notary’s until the 
entire additional capital had been subscribed? On the other 
hand, if the Bank meant to get rid of these shares, to whom 
and how did it expect to sell them? However, at the first 
words spoken by the silk manufacturer, the Marquis de 
Bohain, observing Saccard’s impatience, intervened, and 
declared, with his grand aristocratic air, that the board left 
these matters of detail to its chairman and manager, who were 
both so devoted and so competent. And after this only 
congratulations were heard, and the meeting broke up with 
everybody in rapturous delight. 

The shareholders’ meeting on the morrow supplied occa- 
sion for some really touching demonstrations. It was again 
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held in that hall in the Rue Blanche where the proprietor of 
a public ball had gone bankrupt ; and prior to the chairman’s 
arrival the most favourable reports began to circulate among 
the crowd of shareholders. One rumour in particular was 
transmitted in whispers from ear to ear: Rougon, the 
minister, the manager’s brother, whom the growing Opposi- 
tion was now virulently attacking, was disposed to favour the 
Universal if the Bank’s newspaper ‘ L’Espérance,’ a former 
organ of the Catholic party, would only defend the Govern- 
ment. One of the deputies of the Left had lately raised that 
terrible cry ‘The second of December! is a crime!’ which 
had resounded from one to the other end of France like an 
awakening of the public conscience. And it was necessary to 
answer it by great deeds—such as the launching of the 
approaching Universal Exhibition, .which, it was expected, 
would increase business tenfold. LBesides, people would make 
piles of money in Mexico and elsewhere now that the triumph 
of the Empire was at its zenith. 

In one little group of shareholders, whom Jantrou and 
Sabatani were schooling, a good deal of laughter was indulged 
in at the expense of another deputy of the Left who, during 
the discussion of the army budget, had let his fancy run not 
to the point of suggesting that the Prussian recruiting system 
should be adopted in France. The Chamber had been much 
amused by this. How the terror of Prussia had been troubling 
certain brains since that Denmark affair, under the influence 
of the secret resentment that Italy had harboured against 
France since Solferino! JJowever, all the hubbub of private 
conversation, all the loud buzzing that prevailed in the hall, 
was suddenly hushed when Hamelin and the other officials 
entered. Displaying even more modesty than at the board 
meeting, Saccard had withdrawn from all prominence, hidden 
himself away among the throng; and he contented himself 
with giving the signal for applauding the report, which 
embodied the first balance-sheet, duly checked and approved 
by Lavigniére and Rousseau the auditors, and finally proposed 
the doubling of the Bank’s capital. The meeting alone had 
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power to authorise this increase, upon which it decided with 
enthusiasm, quite intoxicated as it was by the millions of the 
United Steam Navigation Company and the National Turkish 
Bank, and realising, moreover, that it was necessary to place 
the capital on a par with the importance which the Universal 
was now about to acquire. As for the Carmel silver mines, 
the announcement concerning them was greeted with a reli- 
gious thrill, And when votes of thanks had been accorded to 
the chairman, directors, and manager, and the shareholders 
separated, they all began dreaming of Carmel and of that 
miraculous rain of silver which would pour down from the 
Holy Places amidst a halo of glory. 

A couple of days later Hamelin and Saccard, on this 
occasion accompanied by the Viscount de Robin-Chagot, the 
vice-chairman, returned to Maitre Lelorrain’s offices in the 
Rue Ste. Anne to make the needful declaration of the increase 
of capital, which, they alleged, had been entirely subscribed. 
But the truth was that some three thousand shares, declined 
by the original shareholders to whom by right they belonged, 
had been left on the Bank’s hands and turned over to the 
Sabatani account by some jugglery in the book-keeping. It 
was the original irregular device, repeated and aggravated— 
the system of concealing a certain number of Universal shares 
in the Bank’s own coffers, as a kind of reserve, which would 
enable it to speculate and throw itself into the thick of the 
fight at the Bourse soas to keep up prices should any coalition 
of ‘bears’ be formed to beat them down. 

Hamelin, though he disapproved of these illegal tactics, 
had ended by completely trusting the management of financial 
operations to Saccard. There was a conversation between 
them and Madame Caroline on this subject, but in reference 
only to the shares which Saccard had compelled the Hamelins 
to take for themselves, Five hundred of the first issue and 
five hundred of the second had been allotted to them, a 
thousand shares in all, one-fourth of the value of whieh was 
demandable, together with the premium of twenty francs per 
ghare on the last five hundred. The brother and sister insi 
pn paying the amount in question, one hundred and thirty-fiva, 
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thonsand francs, out of an unexpected legacy of three hundred 
thousand francs which had come to them from an aunt, who 
had recently died, ten days after her only son, the same fever 
carrying them both off. Saccard allowed his friends to pay 
as they desired to do so; however, he did not explain in what 
manner he expected to release his own shares. 

‘ Ah, this inheritance!’ said Madame Caroline, laughing. 
‘It is the first piece of luck that has come to us. I really. 
believe that you bring us luck. Why, what with my brother’s 
salary of thirty thousand francs, his liberal allowance for 
travelling expenses, and all this gold that has just rained down 
upon us—probably because we no longer needed it—we are 
now quite rich !’ 

She looked at Saccard with hearty gratitude, henceforth 
vanquished, absolutely confident in him, each day losing some 
of her clear-sightedness amidst the growing affection with 
which he inspired her. Then, carried away by her gay frank- 
ness despite everything, she added: ‘No matter. If I had 
earned this money, I shouldn’t risk it in your enterprises, I 
assure you. Tut, you see, we scarcely ever knew that aunt 
of ours; we never gave a thought to her money. It’s like 
money picked up in the street, something which seems to me 
not to be quite honestly come by, something which I feel a 
trifle ashamed about, and so, you understand, I don’t set 
much store by it, and shan’t be so sorry if it’s lost,’ 

‘ Precisely !’ exclaimed Saccard, jesting in his turn. ‘It 
will increase and multiply and give you millions. There is 
nothing like stolen money to yield a profit. Within a week 
from now you'll see—you'll see what a rise there will be.’ 

And indeed Hamelin, having been compelled to delay his de- 
parture, witnessed with surprise a rapid rise in the price of Uni- 
versals. At the settlement at the end of May they commanded 
more than seven hundred francs. This was the usual result 
which attends an augmentation of capital: the classic whip- 
stroke, the trick of Stimulating success, of urging the quota- 
tions into a brisk canter whenever there is a new issue. But 
the rise was also in a measure due to the genuine importance 
of the enterprises which the Bank was about to launch. The 
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-large yellow bills, digeandea all over Paris, announcing thé 
approaching opening of the Carmel silver mines, had ended by 
turning every head, kindling the first symptoms of a passion- 
ate intoxication which was destined to grow and sweep all 
common sense away. The ground was prepared; for there, 
all ready, was that compost of the Empire, compounded of 
fermenting remnants and heated by maddened appetites, a 
soil favourable to one of those wild growths of speculation 
which every ten or fifteen years block and poison the Bourse, 
leaving only ruin and blood behind them.' Swindling financial 
concerns were already springing up like mushrooms; great 
companies, by the example they set, were urging people into 
risky speculative ventures; an intense gambling fever was 
breaking out amidst the uproarious prosperity of the reign, 
amidst all the dazzling whirl of pleasure and luxury, of which 
the approaching Exhibition promised to be the final splendour, 
the deceptive transformation scene, as at the close of some 
extravaganza. And amidst the vertigo that had seized upon 
the mob, amidst the scramble of all the fine chances that 
were freely offered, the Universal was at last setting in motion, 
like some powerful machine which was destined to infatuate 
and crush everybody, and which violent hands were heating 
incautiously, immoderately, to the point almost of explosion. 

When her brother had again started for the Kast, Madame 
Caroline once more found herself alone with Saccard, and 
they’resumed their life of close, almost conjugal, intimacy. 
She obstinately continued to manage his household and effect 
ecdnomies like a faithful stewardess, albeit there was now a 
great change in his fortune, as in hers. And in the smiling 
peacefulness of her existence, her temper ever even, she 
experienced but one worry—her conscientious scruples with 
regard to Victor, her hesitating doubt as to whether she 
ought to conceal the child’s existence from his father any 
longer. They were very dissatisfied with the boy at the 

Institute of Work, where he was ever committing depredations. 

* As witness Mirés and the Caisse des Chemins de Fer, Pereire and 


the Crédit Mobilier, Bontoux and the Union Générale, Lesseps and 
Panama, &c., &c.— Trans, 


THE LITTLE MONSTER 181 


However, the six months’ trial had now taken place, so ought 
she to produce the little monster, though he was not yet 
cleansed of his vices? At thought of him, she at times 
experienced genuine suffering. 

'  Qne evening she was on the point of speaking. Saccard, 
ever dissatisfied with the petty quarters in which the 
Universal was lodged, had just prevailed on the board to 
rent the ground floor of a house next door, in order to enlarge 
the offices, pending the time when he might venture to pro- 
pose the building of the palatial pile which he dreamt of. So 
it again became necessary to have doorways cut through the 
walls, partitions removed, and wickets set in place. And on 
the evening in question, when Madame Caroline returned 
from the Boulevard Bineau in despair over the abominable 
conduct of Victor, who had almost eaten the ear of one of his 
playmates, she requested Saccard to come up with her to 
their rooms. 

‘I have something to say to you,’ she remarked. 

But, once upstairs, when she saw him, one shoulder white 
with plaster, go into an ecstasy over a fresh idea of enlarge- 
ment which had just occurred to him—that of covering the 
courtyard of the next-~house with glass, as he had done in the 
case of the Orviedo mansion—she lacked the courage to upset 
him, as she must do should she reveal her deplorable secret. 
No, she could continue waiting; that frightful little scape- 
grace must be reformed. The thought of the suffering of 
others took all strength away from her; and so she simply 
said: ‘ Well, my friend, it was precisely about that courtyard. 
The very same idea had occurred to me.’ 
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CHAPTER VI 


A GREAT STROKE 


Trt offices of ‘ L’Espérance,’ the Catholic journal in distress, 
which,“at Jantrou’s suggestion, Saccard had purchased to 
assist him in launching the Universal Bank, were situated in 
the Rue Saint Joseph, in an old, dark, damp building, of 
which they occupied the first floor, at the rear of the court- 
yard. A passage led from the ante-room, where the gas was 
always kept burning; and on the Icft came, first, the office of 
Jantrou, the director, and then a room which Saccard had 
reserved for himself; whilst on the right were the contributors’ 
room, the sub-editor’s room, and others. Across the landing 
were the manager’s and cashier’s offices, which an inner 
passage, behind the staircase, connected with the editorial 
rooms. 

That day, Jordan, who was finishing an article in the 
contributors’ room, which he had entered at an early hour in 
order not to be disturbed, went out just as the clock struck 
four to find Dejoic, the office porter, who, by a broad gas 
flame, although it was radiant daylight out of doors, was 
greedily reading the Bourse bulletin, which had just arrived, 
and at which he invariably got the first look. 

‘I say, Dejoie, was it Monsieur Jantrou who just came in?’ 

‘Yes, Monsieur Jordan.’ 

The young man hesitated, experienced a fecling of uneasi- 
hess, which for a few seconds kept him there. In the difficult 
beginnings of his happy household, some old debts had fallen 
upon him; and, in spite of his luck in finding this paper to 
take his articles, he was passing through a period of cruel 
embarrassment, the greater as his salary had been attached, 
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and ai that very day he had tc pay a fresh note of hand, or 
otherwise an execution would be promptly levied on his few 
sticks of furniture. Twice already he had vainly applied to 
the director for an advance, for Jantrou had fallen back upon 
the attachment placed in his hands. 

However, the young fellow at last made up his mind, and 
was approaching the door, when the porter added ; 

‘Monsieur Jantrou is not alone.’ 

‘Ah! who is with him ?’ 

‘He came in with Monsieur Saccard, and Monsieur Saccard 
told me to let no one enter except Monsieur Huret, whom he 
is waiting for.’ 

Jordan breathed again, relieved by this delay, so painful 
did he find it to ask for money. ‘All right, I will go back 
to finish my article. Let me know when the director is alone,’ 
said he. 

Just as he was stepping away, however, Dejoie detained 
him, with a shout of extreme delight: ‘ You know that Uni- 
versals have reached 750.’ 

The young man made a gesture as though to say that it 
was all one to him, and then returned to the contributors’ 
room. 

Almost every day Saccard thus went up to the newspaper 
office on leaving the Bourse, and often even made appointments 
in the room which he had reserved for himself there, in order 
to negotiate certain special and mysterious affairs. Jantrou, 
moreover, although officially only the director of ‘ L’ Espérance,' 
for which he wrote political articles in the finished, florid style 
of a University man, articles which his opponents themselves 
recognised as the ‘purest atticism,’ was in addition the 
financier's secret agont, entrusted with the discharge of delicate 
duties. And among other things he had just organised a vast 
advertising scheme in connection with the Universal Bank... 
Of the little financial sheets that swarmed all over France, he 
had chosen and ‘bought’ a dozen. The best belonged to 
doubtful banking-houses, whose very simple tactics consisted 
in publishing and supplying copies of these prints for two or 
francs a year, ® sum which did not even represent the 
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cost of postage ; but then they recouped themselves in another 
way, dealing in the money and securities of the customers which 
the papers brought them. It was pretended that the sole 
object of these papers was to publish the Bourse quotations, 
the winning numbers in the bond drawings, all the technical 
information useful to petty capitalists, but gradually puffs were 
slipped in among the other ‘ copy,’ in the form of recommenda- 
tion and advice, at first modestly and reasonably, but soon im- 
moderately and with quiet impudence, so as to sow ruin among 
credulous readers. 

From among the mass of the two or three hundred publi- 
cations which were thus ravaging Paris and France, Jantrou, 
with keen scent, had just chosen those which had not as yet 
lied too boldly, and were not, therefore, in too bad odour. But 
the big affair which he contemplated was the purchase of one 
of them, the ‘ Cote Financiére,’ which already had twelve years 
of absolute honesty behind it; only such honesty threatened 
to be very expensive, and he was waiting till the Universal 
should be richer and find itself in one of those situations when 
a last trumpet blast determines the deafening peals of 
triumph. However, he had not confined himself to gathering 
together a docile battalion of these special organs, which in 
each successive number celebrated the beauty of Saccard's 
operations ; he had also contracted with the principal political 
and literary journals, keeping up in their columns a running 
fire of amiable paragraphs and laudatory articles, at so much 
a line, and assuring himself of their aid by presents of shares 
when new issues were placed on the market. And then, too, 
there was the daily campaign carried on under his orders in 
‘L’Espérance,’ not a violent campaign of approbation, but an 
explanatory and even argumentative one, a slow fashion of 
seizing hold of the public and strangling it. 

It was to talk about the paper that Saccard had shut him- 
self up with Jantrou that afternoon. In the morning issue he 
had found an article by Huret teeming with such extrava- 
gant praise of a speech made by Rougon in the Chamber the 
day before, that he had entered into a violent rage, and was 
waiting for the deputy, to have an explanation with him. Did 
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they suppose that he was his brother’s hireling? Was he 
paid to compromise the journal's line of conduct by unreserved 
approval of the Minister’s slightest acts? Jantrou smiled 
silently when he heard him speak of the journal’s line of 
conduct. Still, as the storm did not threaten to burst upon his 
own shoulders, he listened to him calmly, examining his 
finger-nails the while. With the cynicism of a disillusioned 
man of letters, he had the most perfect contempt for literature, 
for both ‘one’ and ‘ two,’ as he said, alluding to the pages of 
the paper upon which the articles, even his own, appeared ; 
and he only began to evince any interest on reaching the ad- 
vertisements. He now wore the newest of clothes—closely 
girtin an elegant frock coat, his button-hole blooming with a 
brilliant rosette of various colours; in summer carrying a 
light-coloured overcoat on his arm, in winter buried in a fur- 
coat costing a hundred louis; and showing himself especially 
careful with regard to his head-gear, his hat always being irre- 
proachable, glittering indeed like a mirror. But with all this 
there were still certain gaps in his elegance ; a vague suspicion 
of uncleanliness persisting underneath, the old filth of the ex- 
professor fallen from the Bordeaux Lycée to the Paris Bourse, 
his skin penetrated, stained by the dirt in which he had lived 
for ten years; so that, amid the arrogant assurance of his new 
fortune, he still frequently evinced base humility, making 
himself very small and humble in the sudden fear of receiving 
some kick from behind, as in former times. 

He now made a hundred thousand francs a year, and spent 
double the amount, nobody knew how, for he paraded no 
mistress, but was probably consumed by some awful vice, the 
secret cause which had driven him from the University. 
Absinthe, moreover, had been gradually devouring him ever 
since his days of poverty, and in the luxurious club-house of 
to-day continued the work begun in the low-class cafés of 
former times, mowing off his last hairs, and imparting a 
leaden hue to his skull and face, of which his black, fan- 
#Bhaped beard remained the sole glory. And Saccard having 
again invoked ‘L’Espérance’s’ line of conduct, Jantrou stopped 
dim with a gesture, with the weary air of a man who, not 
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liking to waste his time in futile passion, had made up his’ 
mind to talk of serious matters, since Huret did not put in an 
appearance. 

For some time the ex-professor had been nursing some 
new advertising ideas. He thought first of writing a pam- 
phlet, some twenty pages long, about the great enterprises 
which the Universal Bank was launching—a pamphlet, how- 
ever, which should have all the interest of a romance, and be 
couched in a dramatic and familiar style; and he wished to 
inundate the provinces with this pamphlet, to have it dis- 
tributed gratuitously in the remotest country districts. Then 
he proposed to establish an agency, which should draw up 
and ‘manifold’ a daily bulletin of the Bourse, sending a 
hundred copies of it to the best papers in the various depart- 
ments of France. This bulletin would be given away or sold 
at a nominal price, and in this wise they would soon have in 
their hands a powerful weapon, a force which every rival 
banking-house would have to recognise. Knowing Saccard, 
he thus primed him with his ideas, returning to the attack 
until the other had adopted them, made them his own, en- 
larged them to the point of really re creating them. 

In talk like this the minutes slipped away, and they came 
at last to the apportionment of the advertising funds for the 
next quarter, to the subsidies to be paid to the principal news- 
papers, to the terrible financial scribe employed by a hostile 
house whose silence it was necessary to purchase, and the 
course which they should take with regard to the approaching 
sale by auction of the fourth page of a very old and highly- 
respected print. And, amidst their prodigality with regard to 
all the money that they thus uproariously scattered to the 
four corners of heaven, you could detect what immense disdain 
they felt for the public, what contempt in which they, intelli- 
gent business men, held the dense ignorance of the masses—~ 
the masses which were ready to believe all stories, and were 
a0 incompetent to understand the complex operations of the 
Bourse ‘that the most shameless traps caught passers-by, and- 
made millions of money rain down. 

Whilst Jordan was still striving to concoct fifty lines of 
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‘copy’ with which to complete his two columns, he was dis- 
turbed by Dejoie, who called him. ‘Ah!’ caid the young 
fellow, ‘is Monsieur Jantrou alone now ?’ 

‘No, monsieur, not yet. But your wife is here, and wants 
to see you.’ 

Very anxious, Jordan hurried out. For a few months 
past, since La Méchain had at last discovered that he was 
writing over his own name in ‘ L’Espérance,’ he had been pur- 
sued by Busch for payment of the six notes of fifty francs 
each which he had formerly given to a tailor. He could have 
managed to pay the three hundred francs which the notes 
represented, but what exasperated him was the enormity of 
the costs, that total of seven hundred and thirty francs and 
fifteen centimes to which the debt had risen. He had entered 
into a compromise, however, and pledged himself to pay a 
hundred francs a month; and, as he could not manage it, his 
young household having more pressing needs, the costs rose 
higher yet every month, and the intolerable annoyances were 
ever beginning afresh. 

Just then he was again passing through a sorious crisis. 
‘What's the matter?’ he asked his wife, whom he found in 
the anteroom. 

But, before she could answer, the door of the director's 
office was thrown open, and Saccard appeared, shouting: ‘f 
say, Dejoie—and Monsieur Huret ?’ 

‘Why, monsieur, he isn’t here,’ stammered the bewildered 
attendant ; ‘I cannot make him hurry.’ 

The door was closed again with an oath, and Jordan, 
having taken his wife into one of the adjoining offices, was 
there ablo to question her at his case. 

‘ What’s the matter, darling ?’ he again asked. 

Marcelle, usually so gay and brave, whose little, plump, 
dark person and clear countenance, with laughing eyes and 
healthy mouth, expressed happiness even in trying times, now 
seemed utterly upset. ‘Oh, Paul, if you only knew!’ she re- 
plied. ‘A man came—oh ! a frightful, ugly man—who smelt 

and had been drinking, I think. Well, he told me that 
‘the matter was ended, that the sale of our furniture was fixed 
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for to-morrow. And he had a placard, which he wanted to 
stick up at the street door.’ 

‘But it is impossible!’ cried Jordan. ‘I have received 
nothing ; there are other formalities to be observed.’ 

‘Oh! you know still less about these matters than I do. 
When papers come, you do not even read them. Well, to 
keep him from putting up the placard I gave him forty sous, 
and hurried off to tell you.’ 

They were in despair. Their poor little home in the 
Avenue de Clichy! Those few little bits of furniture, of 
mahogany and blue rep, which they had purchased with such 
difficulty at so much a month, and of which they were s0 
proud, although they sometimes laughed at them, finding 
them in execrable bowrgeois taste! Still they loved them, 
because ever since their wedding night they had formed part 
of their happiness in those two little rooms over yonder, those 
little rooms which were so sunny, so open to space, with a 
view stretching away even to Mont Valérien. And he who 
had driven in so many nails, and she who had shown so much 
ingenuity to give the apartments an artistic appearance! 
Was it possible that all was going to be sold, that they were 
to be driven from that pretty nook, where even poverty was 
delightful to them ? 

‘ Listen,’ said he, ‘I was thinking of asking for an advance ; 
I will do what I can, but I haven’t much hope.’ 

Then, in a hesitating way, she confided her idea to him. 
‘This is what I have been thinking of,’ said she. ‘Oh! I 
would not have done it without your consent, as you may 
judge from the fact that I have come here to talk with you 
about it. Yes, I desire to apply to my parents.’ : 

He promptly refused. ‘No, no, never! You know very 
well that I don’t wish to be under any obligation to them.’ 

The Maugendres certainly behaved in a decorous fashion. 
But Jordan retained in his heart a recollection of the coldness 
which they had shown him after the suicide of his father, 
whose fortune had been swept away in speculation. He 
remembered that they had then only consented to the long- 
planned marriage of their daughter because she was determined 
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on it, and that they had taken all sorts of offensive precautions 
against himself, among others that of not giving a sou of 
dowry, convinced as they were that a fellow who wrote for 
the newspapers would devour everything. Later on, said 
they, their daughter would inherit their property. And so 
the young couple, she as well as he, had taken a certain 
pride in starving without asking anything of her parents 
apart from the meal which they took with them once a week, 
on Sunday evenings. 

‘I assure you,’ she replied, ‘our reserve is ridiculous, 
since I am their only child, since the whole must come to 
me some day! My father tells every one who will listen to 
him that he has acquired an income of fifteen thousand francs 
by his awning manufactory at La Villette ; and then, too, there 
is their little residence, with its beautiful garden, to which 
they have retired. It is stupid for us to let ourselves be 
worried like this when they have a surfeit of everything. 
They have never been cruel to us, you know. [I tell you that 
I am going to see them.’ 

She evinced a cheerful bravery, displayed a determined 
air, very practical in her desire to bring happiness to her 
dear husband, who worked so hard without yet having ob- 
tained anything from either the critics or the public, except- 
ing a good deal of indifference and a few smacks. Ah! 
Money, she would have liked to bring it to him by the bucket- 
ful, and he would be very stupid to be over particular about 
it, since she loved him and owed him everything. It was 
her fairy story, her ‘ Cinderella: ’ the treasures of her royal 
family, which with her little hands she deposited at the feet 
of her ruined prince, to keep him on in his march to glory 
and the conquest of the world. 

‘Come,’ she gaily said, kissing him, ‘I really must be of 
some use to you; all the pain must not be yours.’ 

He yielded; it was agreed that she should go straightway 
to the Rue Legendre, at Batignolles, where her parents lived, 
and that she should bring the money back to the office, in 
order that he might try to pay it that very evening. And, as 
he accompanied her to the stairs, as much agitated as though 
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she were starting on a very dangerous expedition, they had 
to step aside to make room for Huret, who had at last arrived. 
When Jordan returned to finish his article in the contribu- 
tors’ room, he heard a violent hubbub of voices in Jantrou’s 
office. 

Saccard, now grown powerful, the master once more, 
wished to be obeyed, knowing that he held them all by the 
hope of gain and the terror of loss in that colossal game of 
fortune which he was playing with them. 

‘Ah! so here you are,’ he shouted on seeing Huret. 
‘Did you stop at the Chamber to offer the great man your 
article ina gilt frame? I’ve had enough, you know, of this 
swinging of incense-burners under his nose, and 1 have been 
waiting for you to tell you that it must be stopped—that in 
future you must give us something else.’ 

Quite amazed, Huret looked at Jantrou. But the latter, 
thoroughly determined not to get himself into trouble by 
coming to the deputy’s succour, had begun to pass his fingers 
through his handsome beard, his eyes wandering away. 

‘What! something else?’ finally asked Huret; ‘but I 
give you what you asked for. When you purchased “ L’Espé- 
rance,” the organ of extreme Catholicism and Royalty, which 
was carrying on such a bitter campaign against Rougon, you 
yourself asked me to write a series of laudatory articles in 
order to show your brother that you did not intend to be 
hostile to him, and in this wise to indicate the new policy of 
the paper.’ 

‘ The policy of the paper, precisely, replied Saccard with 
increased violence ; ‘it is the policy of the paper that Iaccusa 
you of compromising. Do you think that I wish to be my 
brother’s vassal? Certainly I have never been sparing of 
grateful admiration and affection for the Emperor: I don't 
forget what we all owe to him, what I in particular owe to 
him. But to point out the mistakes that are made ts not 
the same thing as to attack the Empire ; on the contrary, it is 
the duty imposed on every faithful subject. That, then, is the 
paper’s policy—devotion to the dynasty, but entire indepen- 
dence with regard to Ministers, to all the ambitious individualy 
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éver bestirring themselves and fighting together for the 
favour of the Tuileries! ’ 

And then he launched into an examination of the poli- 
tical situation, in order to prove that the Emperor had bad 
advisers. He accused Rougon of having lost his authori- 
tative energy, his former faith in absolute power, of com- 
pounding with liberal ideas for the sole purpose of retaining 
his ministerial portfolio. For his part, striking his chest with 
his fist, he declared himself to be unchangeable, a Bonapartist 
from the very first, a believer in the coup d'état, with the 
conviction that the salvation of France lay, to-day as well as 
formerly, in the genius and strength of a single man. Yes, 
rather than assist the evolution of his brother, rather than 
allow the Emperor to commit suicide by new concessions, he 
would rally the uncompromising believers in dictatorship 
together, make common cause with the Catholic party, in order 
to prevent the rapid downfall which he foresaw. And let 
Rougon take care, for ‘L’Espérance’ might resume its campaign 
in favour of Rome! 

Huret and Jantrou listened to him, astonished at his wrath, 
never having suspected that he possessed such ardent poli- 
tical convictions, And it occurred to the former to try to 
defend the last acts of the Government, 

‘Well, my dear fellow,’ said he, ‘if the Empire is moving 
towards liberty, it is because all France is pushing it firmly 
in that direction. The Emperor is borne along with the 
current, and Rougon is obliged to follow him.’ 

But Saccard was already passing to other grievances, with- 
out a thought of making his attacks in any degree logical. 

‘ And see,’ said he, ‘it is the same with our foreign situa- 
tion ; why, it is deplorable! ince the Treaty of Villafranca 
‘which followed upon Solferino, Italy has harboured resent- 
ment against us for not having finished the campaign and 
given her Venice; so that now she is allied with Prussia, in 
the certainty that the latter will help her to beat Austria. 
When war breaks out, you'll see what a row there'll be, and 
What a fix we shall be in; especially as wo have made the 
great mistake of letting Bismarck and King William seize the 
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Duchies in the Denmark affair, in contempt of a treaty which 
France herself had signed. It isa slap in the face, there’s 
no denying it, and there is nothing for us to do now but to 
turn the other cheek. Oh! war is certain; you remember 
how French and Italian securities fell last month, when there 
was some talk of a possible intervention on our part in 
German affairs. Within a fortnight, perhaps, Europe will be 
on fire.’ 

More and more surprised, Huret became excited, contrary 
to his habit. ‘ You talk like the Opposition papers,’ said he ; 
‘but you certainly don’t want ‘‘L’Espérance”’ to follow thelead 
of the ‘‘ Siécle”” and the others. There is nothing left for you 
but to insinuate, like those rags do, that, if the HKmperor 
allowed himself to be humiliated in the Schleswig-Holstein 
affair, and let Prussia grow with impunity, it is because he 
had for many months kept an entire army corps in Mexico. 
Come, be a little fair; the Mexican affair is over, our troops 
are coming back. And then I do not understand you, my 
dear fellow. If you wish to keep Rome for the Pope, why do 
you seem to blame the hasty peace of Villafranca? Venice 
given to Italy means the Italians in Rome within two years; 
you know that as well as I do, and Rougon knows it too, 
although he swears the contrary in the tribune.’ 

‘Ah! you see what a trickster heis!’ shouted Saccard 
superbly. ‘Never will they touch the Pope, do you hear me? 
without the whole of Catholic France rising up to defend him. 
We should carry him our money, yes! all the money of the 
Universal. I have my plan, our affair lies there, and really, 
if you keep on exasperating me, you will make me say things 
that I do not want to say as yet.’ 

Jantrou, very much interested, had suddenly pricked up his 
ears, beginning to understand, trying to profit by the remarks 
thus casually dropped. 

‘Well,’ replied Huret,‘I want to know what to depend 
upon with regard to my articles, and we must come to an 
understanding. Are you for intervention or against inter. 
vention ? If we are for the principle of nationalities, by what 
right are we to meddle with the affairs of Italy and Germany ? 
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Do you wish us to carry on a campaign against Bismarck ? 
Yes! in the name of our menaced frontiers.’ 

But Saccard, erect, beside himself, burst out: ‘What I 
want is that Rougon shall not make a fool of me any longer. 
What! after all that I have done! I buy a newspaper, the 
worst of his enemies; I make it an organ devoted to his 
policy; I allow you to sing his praises for months, and yet 
never has the beggar given us a single lift. I have still to 
receive the first service from him.’ 

Thereupon the deputy timidly remarked that the Minister's 
support had singularly aided the engineer Hamelin in the 
East, opening all doors to him, and exercising pressure upon 
influential personages. 

‘Oh, stuff and nonsense! He could not do otherwise. 
But has he ever sent me a word of warning the day before a 
rise or a fall, he whois so well placed to know everything ? 
Remember, I have a score of times charged you to sound him, 
you who see him every day, and you have yet to bring me a 
useful bit of information. Yet it would not be such a serious 
matter—a simple word for you to repeat to me.’ 

‘Undoubtedly. But he doesn’t like that sort of thing; he 
says it is all jobbery, which a man always repents of.’ 

‘Nonsense! Has he any such scruples with Gundermann ? 
He plays the honest man with me, and he gives tips to 
Gundermann.’ 

‘Oh, Gundermann, no doubt! They all need Gunder- 
mann ; they could not float a loan without him.’ 

At this Saccard clapped his hands with a violent gesture 
of triumph. ‘ There we are, then; you confess it! The em- 
pire is sold to the Jews—the dirty Jews! All our money 
is doomed to fall into their thieving paws. There is nothing 
left for the Universal but to collapse before their omnipotence.’ 

And then he exhaled his hereditary hatred, again brought 
forward his charges against that race of traffickers and usurers 
for centuries on the march through the nations, sucking their 
blood, like the parasites of scab and itch, and, although spat 
upon and beaten, yet marching on to the certain conquest 
of the world, which they would some day possess by the 
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invincible power of gold. And he was especially furious against 
Gundermann, giving way to his old resentment, to his un- 
dealisable mad desire to strike that Jew down; and this in 
spite of a presentiment that he was the limit against which he 
(Saccard) would fall should he ever engage in a struggle with 
him. Ah, that Gundermann! a Prussian in the house, albeit 
born in France; for his sympathies were evidently with 
Prussia; he would willingly have supported her with his 
money, perhaps he was secretly supporting her even now! 
Had he not dared to say one evening, in a salon, that, if war 
should ever break out between Prussia and France, the latter 
would be vanquished ? 

‘I have had enough of it; do you understand, Huret? and 
get this well into your head: that if my brother is of no 
service to me, I do not intend to be of any further service to him. 
When you have brought me a good word from him—I mean a 
“tip” that wecan turn to account—I will allow you to resume 
your dithyrambs in his favour. Is that clear?’ 

Jt was too clear. Jantrou, who had again found his 
Saccard under the political theorist, had once mora begun to 
comb his beard with his finger tips. But all this did not suit 
the wily peasant-like prudence of Huret, who was greatly 
annoyed, for he had staked his fortune upon the two brothers, 
and would have liked to quarrel with neither of them. 

‘You are right,’ he murmured; ‘let us act discreetly, 
especially as we must wait to see what will happen. And I 
promise you to do everything to obtain the great man’s 
wonfidence. The first news that he gives me, I will jump into 
@ cab and bring it to you.’ 

’ Having played his part, Saccard was already in a good 
humour again. ‘It is for you all that I am working, my good 
friends,’ said he. ‘For my part, 1 have always been ruined, 
and I have always devoured a million a year.’ 

t Then, reverting to the advertising, he continued: ‘I say, 
Pantrou, you ought to make your Bourse bulletin a little 
snore lively. Yes, you know, give us some jokes, some pung. 
fhe public like that cort of thing; there is nothing like wit 
0 help them & awallow things, Thai's it,eh ? some punsi’ 
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- & was the director’s turn to be vexed. He prided himself 
on his literary distinction. But he had to promise. And 
thereupon, as he invented a story of some fashionable women 
who had offered to allow advertisements to be tattooed on 
their persons, the three men, laughing loudly, again became 
the best friends in the world. 

Meanwhile Jordan had at last finished his article, and 
was impatiently awaiting his wife’sreturn. Other contributors 
arrived; he chatted with them, and then went into the ante- 
room, And there he was a little scandalised to find Dejoie, 
with his ear against the door of the director’s room, listening 
to all that was being said in it, while his daughter Nathalie 
kept watch. ; 

‘Do not go in,’ stammered the attendant. ‘ Monsieur 
Saccard is still there—I thought I heard them call me.’ 

The truth was that, bitten by a fierce longing for gain 
ever since he had bought eight fully paid-up shares in the 
Universal with the four thousand francs which his wife had 
saved and left to him, he lived only for the delightful emotion 
of seeinpsthese shares ‘go up’ in value; and ever on his 
knees before Saccard, drinking in his most trifling remarks, 
as though they had been oracular utterances, he could not 
resist his desire to become acquainted with his real thoughts, 
to hear what the demi-god said in the secrecy of his sanctuary. 
Moreover, there was no egotism in this; his only thought 
was for his daughter, and he had just become excited by the 
calculation that, at seven hundred and fifty franes apiece, his 
eight shares already represented a profit of twelve hundred 
francs, which, added to the capital sum, made five thousand 
two hundred franos. Another rise of a hundred frances, and 
he would have the six thousand francs he desired, the dowry 
which his neighbour, the mill-board maker, insisted upon as 
& condition of his son’s marriage with the girl. At this 
thought, Dejoie’s heart melted; and he gazed with tearful 
eyés at the child whom he had brought up, and whose real 
tnother he had been in the happy little home which they had 
made together since he had taken her from her nurse. 

However, he was very much put out at being eurprisel 

0 


196 MONEY 


by Jordan, and sought to hide his indiscretion by saying 
whatever entered his head: ‘ Nathalie, who just came up te 
see me, met your wife out of doors, Monsieur Jordan.’ 

‘Yes,’ said the young girl; ‘she was turning into the 
Rue Feydeau. Oh, she was running so fast!’ 

Her father allowed her to go out as she pleased, certain of 
her good behaviour, said he. And he did right to rely upon 
her, for she was really too cold, too determined to ensure her 
future happiness, to compromise by folly the marriage which 
had been so long looked forward to. With her slender figure, 
and her large eyes lighting up her pretty, pale, smiling face, 
she loved herself with egotistical obstinacy. 

Jordan, surprised and at a loss to understand, exclaimed : 
‘What! you saw her in the Rue Feydeau ?’ 

But he had not time to question the girl further, for at 
that moment Marcelle entered, out of breath. He forthwith 
took her into the adjoining office, but, finding the law-court 
reporter there, had to come out again and content himself 
with sitting down beside her on a little bench at the end of the 
passage. 

‘Well?’ 

‘Well, dear, it is done, but not without trouble.’ 

Despite her satisfaction, he saw clearly that her heart was 
full; and she rapidly told him everything in a low voice, for 
in vain did she vow to hide certain things from him ; she could 
keep no secrets. 

For some time the Maugendres had been changing in their 
manner towards their daughter. She found them less affec- 
tionate, more preoccupied, slowly becoming the prey of a new 
passion—the passion for gambling. It was the usual story: 
the father, a stout, calm, bald man, with white whiskers ; the 
mother, lean and active, earner in part of the common fortune; 
both living in too profuse a style on their fifteen thousand 
franes a year, and sorely worried at having nothing left to do. 
He, indeed, had nothing to occupy his attention, except the 
pollection of his money. Formerly he had thundered against 
all speculation, and shrugged his shoulders with mingled 

wrath and pity in speaking of the poor fools who allowed 
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themselves to be plucked in stupid, unclean, thieving Bourse 
transactions. But about this time, a considerable sum of 
money owing to him having been repaid, he conceived the 
idea of lending it against securities. That was not specula- 
tion, but a simple investment; only from that day forward he 
had contracted the habit of attentively reading the Bourse 
quotations in his paper after breakfast. And in this wise the 
evil took root; the fever gradually seized upon him at sight 
of the mad dance of securities, on breathing the poisonous 
atmosphere of the gambling world, and his mind became 
haunted by the thought of millions made in an hour, whereas 
he himself had spent thirty years in getting a few hundred 
thousand francs together. He could not help talking to his 
wife about it at each meal; what strokes he would have made 
if he hadn’t swofn that he would never gamble! And he ex- 
plained the operation ; he manipulated his funds with all the 
skilful strategy of a carpet general, always ending by vanquish- 
ing his imaginary opponents, for he prided himself on having 
become wonderfully expert in such matters as options and 
lending money on securities. 

His wife, growing anxious, declared that she would rather 
drown herself at once than see him risk a copper; but he re- 
assured her. What did she take him for? Never in his life 
would he do such a thing! Yet an opportunity had offered ; 
both had long desired to build a little greenhouse in their 
garden—a greenhouse costing from five to six thousand 
francs; and thus one evening, his hands trembling with a 
delightful emotion, he laid upon his wife’s work table six notes 
of a thousand francs each, saying that he had just won them 
at the Bourse; a stroke which he had felt sure of, an indul- 
gence which he promised he would never allow himself again, 
and on which he had only ventured because of the greenhouse. 
She, & prey to mingled anger and astonished delight, had not 
dared to scold him, and the following month he launched out 
into some transaction in options, explaining to her that he 
feared nothing since he limited his loss. Besides, there were 
some excellent chances among the lot, and it would have been 
very stupid of him to let others alone profit by them. And 
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thus—it was fatal—he began to speculate, in a small way a¢ 
first, but gradually more boldly, whilst she, tortured by anxiety, 
like a good prudent housewife, yet with her eyes sparkling at 
the slightest gain, continued to predict that he would die a 
beggar. 

But it was especially Captain Chave, Madame Maugendre’s 
brother, who blamed his brother-in-law. He, who could not 
live on his pension of eighteen hundred francs a year, specu- 
lated at the Bourse to be sure; but then he was the shrewdest 
of the shrewd ; he went there as a clerk goes to his office, and 
embarked solely in cash transactions, brimming over with 
delight when he took his twenty-franc piece home in the 
evening. These were daily operations of the most certain sort, 
and so modest that there was no possibility of catastrophe. 
His sister had offered him a home in her house, which was 
too large now that Marcelle had married; but wishing to be 
free, he had refused, and tenanted a single room in the rear of 
a garden in the Rue Nollet. For years he had been cautioning 
Maugendre, telling him not to gamble, but to take life easily ; 
and when the latter had cried, ‘But you?’ he had made a 
vigorous gesture. Oh! he! that was different; he hadn’t 
got an income of fifteen thousand francs! If he gambled, it 
was the fault of that dirty Government which begrudged to its 
old soldiers the delights of their old age. His great argument 
against gambling was that the gambler is mathematically 
bound to lose: if he wins, he has to deduct brokerage and 
stamp tax ; if he loses, he has to pay these taxes in addition 
to his loss. So that, even admitting that he wins as often as 
he loses, he is still out of pocket to the extent of the stamp 
tax and the brokerage. At the Paris Bourse these taxes 
annually produce the enormous total of eighty millions of 
francs. And he brandished those figures—eighty millions 
gathered in by the State, the brokers, and the bucket-shops! 

Seated on the little bench at the end of the corridor, 
Marcelle told her husband a part of this story. 

, ‘I must say, dear, that my visit was ill-timed, Mamma 
Sa 4 ing with papa on account of some loss which he 
hag mot with at the Bourse. Yes, it appears that he never 
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Jeaves it now. It seems so queer to me, he who formerly 
used to say that all men ought to earn their money by steady 
work. Well, they were disputing, and there was a newspaper, 
the “ Cote Financiére,”” which mamma was flourishing under 
his nose, telling him that he didn’t know anything, that she 
had foreseen the fall herself. Then he went for another 
paper, “ L’Hspérance,”’ in fact, and wanted to show her the 
article from which he had got his information. Indeed, the 
house is full of newspapers; they stuff themselves with them 
from morning till night, and I believe—God forgive me !—that 
mamma is beginning to speculate too, in spite of her furious 
alr.’ 
Jordan could not help laughing, so amusingly did she 
mimic the scene amidst all her sorrow. 

‘Well, I told them of our worry, and asked them to lend 
us two hundred francs to stop the proceedings. And if you 
had only heard how they cried out! Two hundred franes, 
when they had lost two thousand at the Bourse! Was I 
laughing at them? Did I want to ruin them? Never had I 
seen them in such a state. They who were so kind to me, 
who would have spent their all in making me presents! They 
must really be going mad, for there is no sense in making 
their lives wretched in this fashion when they could be so 
happy in their beautiful house, with nothing to worry them, 
no care but to live at their ease on the fortune which they so 
painfully earned.’ 

‘I certainly hope that you did not insist,’ said Jordan. 

‘Why, yes, I did insist; and then they fell upon you. You 
see that I tell you everything ; I had promised myself to keep 
this from you, and now it escapes me. They repeated to me 
that they had foreseen how it would be, that writing in the 
newspapers isn’t a proper business for anyone, and that we 
should end by dying on the straw. Finally, as I was getting 
angry in my turn, and was just about to leave, the Captain 
came in. You know that Uncle Chave has always been very 
fond of me. Well, in his presence, they became reasonable, 
especially as he triumphed over papa by asking him if he 
meant to keep on getting himself robbed like that. Then 
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mamma took me aside, and slipped fifty francs into my hand, 
saying that with that we could obtain a few days’ delay, 
enough time to turn round.’ 

‘ Fifty francs! a pittance! And you accepted them ?’ 

Marcelle had grasped his hands tenderly, calming him with 
her quiet good sense. 

‘Come, don’t be angry. Yes, I accepted them, and I 
understood so well that you would never dare to take them to 
the process-server that I went at once myself to his office, 
you know, in the Rue Cadet. But just imagine! he refused 
to take the money, explaining that he had formal orders from 
M. Busch, and that M. Busch could alone stop the proceedings. 
Oh! that Busch ! I hate nobody, but how he exasperates and 
disgusts me! Still, all the same, I ran off to his office in the 
Rue Feydeau and he had to content himself with the fifty 
francs; so there, here we are, with a little peace before us for 
a fortnight.’ 

Deep emotion had contracted Jordan’s face, while the 
tears that he was restraining moistened his eyelids. ‘ You 
did that, little wife, you did that?’ said he. 

‘Why yes, I did not wish you to be annoyed any further. 
What harm does it do to me to get a scolding if you are 
allowed to work in peace ?’ 

She was laughing now, and forthwith she began to tell 
the story of her arrival at Busch’s office amid all his dusty, 
grimy papers; the brutal way in which he had received her, his 
threats that he would not leave them a rag on their backs if 
the whole debt were not paid at once. The queer part was 
that she had given herself the treat of exasperating him by 
disputing his legal right to recover the debt, those three 
hundred francs represented by the notes, which costs had 
fun up to no less than seven hundred and fifty franes 
and fifteen centimes, whereas he had probably found the 
pépers in some bundle of old rags which hadn’t perhaps cost 
him a hundred sous. On hearing this he had almost choked 
with fury; in the first place, said he, he had paid a very high 
price for the notes ; and there was his lost time, and all the 
rimning about during a couple of years to discover the persatt 
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who had signed them, and the intelligence that he had had to 
display in this hunt. Was he not to be repaid for all that? 
So much the worse for those who allowed themselves to be 
caught! All the same, however, he had ended by taking the 
fifty francs, for his prudent system was always to com- 
promise. 

‘Ah! little wife, how brave you are, and how I love you!’ 
said Jordan, impulsively kissing Marcelle, although the sub- 
editor was just passing. And then, lowering his voice, he 
asked: ‘How much have you left at home?’ 

‘ Seven francs.’ 

‘Good!’ he rejoined, feeling quite happy, ‘ we can go two 
days on that, so I won’t ask for an advance, which would 
surely be refused. Besides, it worries me so to ask. To- 
morrow I will go to see if the “‘Figaro”’ will take an article 
from me. Ah! if I had only finished my novel, and if that 
would sell a little!’ 

Marcelle kissed him in her turn. ‘ Yes, things will go on 
all right. Now you will come home with me, won’t you? 
That will be so nice of you, and for to-morrow morning we'll 
buy a red herring at the corner of the Rue de Clichy, where I 
saw some splendid ones. To-night we have potatoes and 
bacon.’ 

Having asked a comrade to look at his proofs, Jordan 
started off with his wife. Saccard and Huret were also going 
away just then. In the street a brougham had stopped 
outside the newspaper office, and they saw the Baroness 
Sandorff step out. She bowed with a smile, and then went 
hurriedly up the stairs. She now sometimes visited Jantrou 
in this fashion, just by way of asking him if he knew of any- 
thing. In spite of his sudden rise, she still treated him as 
she had done in the days when he had presented himself at 
fier father’s house, bending double and soliciting orders. Her 

father had been a frightfully brutal man, and she could not 
forget how she had once seen him, when enraged by a heavy 
logs, kick Jantrou out of the door. And now that the ex- 
professor was at the fountain-head of information, she had 
again become familiar, and sought to extract tips from him. 
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‘Well, is there nothing new?’ she asked, when she had 
reached his office, where she would not even sit down. 

‘No, indeed ; I know nothing.’ 

But she continued to look at him with a smile, persuaded 
that he was unwilling to speak. Then, to force him to be 
confidential, she began to talk of that stupid war, which was 
about to set Austria, Italy, and Prussia fighting. The world 
of speculation was panic-stricken ; there had been a terrible 
fall in Italian funds, as well as in all securities for that matter. 
And she was very much worried, for she did not know how 
far she ought to follow the movement, already having heavy 
engagements for next settling-day. 

‘Doesn’t your husband give you any information?’ asked 
Jantrou jestingly. ‘He is certainly in a good position to do 
so, at the Embassy.’ 

‘Oh! my husband,’ she murmured, with a disdainful 
gesture: ‘my husband, I get nothing out of him.’ 

He continued to laugh at her expense, going so far as to 
allude to the Public Prosecutor, Delcambre, who was said to 
pay her losses when she consented te pay them at all. ‘And 
your friends, don’t they know anything, either at Court or 
at the Palais de Justice ?’ 

She pretended not to understand, but, without taking her 
eyes off him, rejoined, in a supplicating tone: ‘Come, be 
amiable yourself. You know something.’ 

‘Amiable, why should I be?’ said he, laughing, with an 
embarrassed air. ‘You are scarcely amiable with me.’ 

Straightway she became grave again, and a stern expres- 
sion came into her eyes. That man, whom her father had 
received with kicks—ah! never! And she turned her back 
upon him to go away when, out of spite, seeking to wound 
her, he added: ‘You just met Saccard at the door, didn’t 
you? Why didn’t you question him? He wouldn’t refuse 

u.’ 

She suddenly stepped back. ‘ What do you mean ?’ 

‘Why, whatever you please. Oh, don’t pretend to be 
smyetified ! * 

A feeling of revolt filled her; all the pride of her race, sill 
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alive, rose out of the troubled depths, the mire in which her 
gambling passion was slowly, gradually drowning it. How- 
ever, she did not indulge in an outburst, but in a clear, severe 
tone of voice simply said: ‘Ah! my dear sir, what do you 
take me for? You are mad. No, I have nothing in common 
with your Saccard, because I didn’t choose.’ 

Thereupon he saluted her with a profound bow. ‘ Well, 
madame, you made a very great mistake. You, who are 
always seeking “ tips,” could easily obtain them from that 
gentleman.’ 

At this she made up her mind to laugh; however, when 
she shook hands with him, he felt that hers was quite cold. 

The month of June went by; on the 15th Italy had 
declared war against Austria. On the other hand, Prussia 
in scarcely a couple of weeks had, by a lightning march, 
invaded Hanover and conquered the two Hesses, Baden, 
and Saxony, surprising the unarmed populations in full peace. 
France had not budged; well-informed people whispered 
very softly at the Bourse that she had had a secret under- 
standing with Prussia ever since Bismarck had met the Emperor 
at Biarritz, and folks talked mysteriously of the ‘ compensa- 
tions ’ which she was to receive for her neutrality. But none 
the less, the fall in public funds, and almost all securities, 
went on in the most disastrous fashion. When the news of 
Sadowa, that sudden thunderbolt, reached Paris on the 4th 
of July, there was a collapse of every kind of stock. Folks 
believed in &n obstinate prolongation of the war; for though 
Austria was beaten by Prussia, she had defeated Italy at 
Oustozza, and it was already said that she was gathering the 
remnants of her army together, abandoning Bohemia. Orders 
to sell rained upon the corbeilie ; and buyers were not to be 
found. 

On July 4, Saccard, calling at the office of the paper 
rather late, about six o’clock, did not find Jantrou there, for 
the editor's passions were now leading him into very dis- 
orderly courses. He would suddenly disappear for a time, 
retarning invariably with a worn-out look and dim, bleared 
eyes, Women and drink were playing havoc with him. As 
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the hour when Saccard arrived the office wasemptying. Theré 
was scarcely a soul leff there excepting Dejoie, who was 
dining at a corner of his little table in the anteroom; and 
Saccard, after writing a couple of letters, was in his turn 
about to take himself off when Huret, as red as a turkey- 
cock, rushed in like a whirlwind, not even taking the trouble 
to close the doors behind him. ; 

‘My dear fellow, my dear fellow!’ he began; but he was 
almost stifling, and had to stop and carry both hands to his 
chest. ‘I have just left Rougon,’ he added at last; ‘I had to 
run, because I hadn’t got a cab. But eventually I found one. 
Rougon has received a despatch from over yonder; I’ve seen 
it! Such news! such news!’ 

With a violent wave of the arm, Saccard cut him short, 
and hastened to close the door, for he had caught sight of 
Dejoie, who was already on the prowl, with ears on the alert. 

‘Well, what? ’ he then asked. 

‘ Well, the Emperor of Austria hands Venetia over to the 
Emperor of the French and accepts his mediation, so that 
Napoleon is now about to address himself to the Kings of 
Prussia and Italy with the view of bringing about an armi- 
Btice.’ 

A moment’s silence ensued. 

‘That means peace, eh ?’ said Saccard. 

‘Evidently.’ 

Thunderstruck, no idea as yet occurring to him, Saccard 
gave vent to an oath. ‘D—— it! And everybody at the 
Bourse is speculating for a further fall!’ Then, in a mecha- 
nical way, he added: ‘ And does nobody know this news?’ 

‘No, it’s a confidential despatch. There won’t even be 
any announcement in the ‘“ Moniteur ’’ to-morrow morning. 
= all probability, Paris will know nothing for four and twenty 

urs.’ 

Then the flash of lightning, the sudden inspiration, came to 
Saccard. He again rushed to the door and opened it to see if 
anyone were listening. He was quite beside himself, and 
when he came back he planted himself in front of the deputy 
and seized hold of both lapels of his coat. ‘Keep quiet, not 
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so loud!’ said he. ‘We are masters of the situation if 
Gundermann and his gang are not warned. Not a word, do 
you hear ?—not a word toa living soul, to any of your friends, 
to your wife even! It happens luckily! Jantrou isn’t here, 
the secret will be ours alone, and we shall have time to act. 
Oh, I don’t mean to work merely for my own profit! You 
are in it, all our colleagues of the Universal too. Only a 
secret must never be confided to a lot of people. Everything 
would be lost if there were the slightest indiscretion before 
the opening of the Bourse to-morrow.’ 

Huret, who was greatly disturbed, quite upset in fact, by 
the magnitude of the stroke which they were about to attempt, 
promised to speak to no one. And then, deciding that they 
must open the campaign at once, they divided the work be- 
tween them. Saccard had already taken up his hat when a 
last question came to his lips. 

‘So it was Rougon who told you to bring me this news ?’ 

‘To be sure,’ replied Huret. 

He had hesitated, however, in giving this answer, and, in 
point of fact, he lied. The despatch had simply been lying on 
the Minister’s table, and curiosity had prompted him to read 
it’ while he was left alone in Rougon’s room for a few 
moments. However, as his interest lay in furthering 
cordial understanding between the two brothers, his lie 
seemed to him a very adroit one, the more so as he knew 
that they had little desire to see each other and talk about 
such things. 

‘Well,’ said Saccard, ‘ there’s no denying it, he’s done me 
a good turn this time. And now let’s be off!’ 

Dejoie was still the only person in the ante-room. He 
had striven to hear them, but had been unable to catch a 
single distinct word. Nevertheless, they divined that he was 
in a feverish state; and indeed he had scented the huge prey 
they were after. It might be invisible, but there was a smell 
of money in the air, and to such a degree did it disturb him 
that he impulsively rushed to the window on the landing to 
see them cross the courtyard. 

The difficulty lay in acting with the greatest possible 
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peed and ihe greatest possible caution at one and the camé 
time. And so, on reaching the street, they parted company 
-—Huret undertaking to deal with the ‘Petite Bourse,’ held 
on the Boulevards in the evening, whilst Saccard, late though 
it was, rushed off in search of brokers and jobbers to give 
them orders for the purchase of stock. He wished to divide 
and scatter these orders as much as possible, in order not to 
grouse any suspicion ; and, moreover, he wished to meet these 
brokers and jobbers as though by chance instead of hunting 
them up at home, which might have appeared singular. 
Luck came to his help. While walking down the Boulevard 
he met Jacoby, with whom he joked and chatted for a while, 
and before leaving him he managed to give him a rather 
heavy order without provoking undue astonishment. A 
hundred steps further on he fell in with a tall, fair-haired girl 
whom he knew to be the mistress of another broker, Delae 
rocque, Jacoby’s brother-in-law; and as she said that she 
expected to see him a little later, Saccard asked her to give 
him his card, on which he wrote a few words in pencil. 

Then, knowing that Mazaud meant to attend a banquet 
of old schoolfellows that evening, he contrived to be at the 
restaurant where it was held when the broker arrived there, 
and reversed the orders which he had given him earlier in the 
day. But his greatest piece of luck was to come. About 
midnight, whilst he was on his way home, he was accosted 
by Massias, who was just leaving the Thédtre des Variétés. 
They walked towards the Rue St. Lazare together, and on 
the way Saccard had all the time necessary to pose as an 
eocentric fellow who believed in a rise. Oh! not at once, of 
eourse. However, playing his part, he ended by giving 
Massias numerous orders for Nathansohn and other con- 
Kissters, saying as he did so that he was acting on behalf of 
*® group of friends, which after all was true. ‘When he went 
te bed, he had taken up position as a ‘bull,’ with ordem 
wepresenting more than five millions of francs. 

At seven o’clock the next morning Huret called om 
Beccard and acquainted him with what he had done at the 
Petite Bourse held on the Boulevard in front of the Paamige 
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del'Opéra. Here he had bought as much as he could, but in 
@ prudent way, so as not to bring about any undue rise in 
prices. His orders represented a million francs; and both, 
judging the stroke to be so far too modest a one, resolved to 
renew the campaign. For this they bad all the morning 
before them. Before doing anything, however, they rushed 
upon the newspapers, trembling with the fear that they might 
find the news printed in them—a paragraph, a mere line 
which would annihilate all their plans. But no! the Press 
knew nothing. It believed in the continuation of the war, and 
every paper was full of telegrams giving detailed accounts of 
the battle of Sadowa. If no report should leak out before two 
in the afternoon, if they should have an hour before them 
when the Bourse opened, they would, as Saccard put it, make 
a clear sweep at the cost of the Jews. And then they again 
parted company, each on his own side hastening to bring 
fresh millions into the field. 

Saccard spent that morning in tramping the streets and 
sniffing the air, experiencing such a desire to walk that he 
sent his brougham home after his first call. Whilst in the 
Rue Vivienne he looked in at Kolb’s, where the jingle of gold 
fell delightfully on his ears, like some promise of victory ; and 
he had sufficient strength of mind to say nothing to the 
banker, who, he found, knew nothing himself. Then he 
went up to Mazaud’s, not to give any fresh order, but simply 
to feign anxiety respecting the one that he had given the 
night before ; and here also they were still in utter ignorance 
of the truth. Little Flory alone caused him some anxiety by 
the persistent way in which he hovered about him, but the 
Bole cause of this was the young clerk’s profound admiration 
for the financial intelligence of the manager of the Universal 
Bank. As his friend Mademoiselle Chuchu was becoming 4 
source of considerable expense to him, he had begun to 
speculate in a small way on his own account, and longed to 
know what orders the great man might give, so as to follow 
his lead. 

,, Af last, after a hasty repast at Champeaux’, where he 
experienced profound delight at hearing the pessimist lamen.- 
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tations of Moser, and even Pillerault, both of whom predicted 
a further fall in prices, Saccard found himself upon the Place 
de la Bourse. It was only half-past twelve; but, as he put 
it, he wished to see everyone arrive. The heat was ovet- 
powering; fierce sun-rays streamed down, whitening the 
steps, whose reflections imparted to.the peristyle the oppressive, 
burning temperature of an oven. The unoccupied chairs were 
crackling in this fiery air, whilst the speculators stood up 
seeking the protection of the narrow shadows which the 
columns cast. 

Under a tree in the garden Saccard caught sight “of 
Busch and La Méchain, who, on perceiving him, began 
talking with animation ; and he even fancied that they were 
about to approach him when all at once they changed their 
minds. Was it possible that the news was known by these 
low ragpickers of the Bourse, who were ever scouring the 
gutters for such securities as might fall into them? For a 
moment he shuddered. But he heard himself called by name, 
and recognised Maugendre and Captain Chave seated on 
bench and quarrelling together; for the former was now 
always jeering at the captain’s paltry ventures, which resulted 
in the gain of no more than a louis a day, just as might have 
been the case in some little country café after innumerable 
hard-fought games of piquet. Come, now, said Maugendre, 
could he not venture on a serious stroke that afternoon in 
all security? Was not a fresh fall certain, as sure to come 
as the sun was shining above them? And he called upon 
Saccard to corroborate him. Was it not certain that there 
would be a fall? For his own part, he had staked heavily on 
the fall, so convinced of its coming that he would have 
ventured his entire fortune. §Saccard responded to this direct 
question by smiling and tossing his head in an indefinite sort 
of way, feeling meantime a twinge of remorse at the thought 
thet he could not warn this poor man whom he had known 
go industrious and clear-headed in the days when he sold 
awnings. However, he had sworn to be dumb, and waa 
swayed by the ferocity of the gambler who has resolved thet 
he will do nothing that msy interfere with luck, 
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Just then, too, a fresh incident diverted his attention. 
The Baroness Sandorff’s brougham passed by. He watched 
it, and saw that on this occasion it drew up in the Rue de la 
Banque. And all at once he bethought himself of Baron 
Sandorff, the Councillor at the Austrian Embassy. The 
Baroness must surely know the news, and would doubtless 
spoil everything by some piece of feminine clumsiness. He 
had already crossed the street, and began prowling around the 
brougham, which stood there motionless and silent, destitute 
of all signs of life, with the coachman stiffly erect upon his 
box. However, one of the windows was at last lowered, 
and thereupon Saccard gallantly bowed and drew near. 

‘Well, Monsieur Saccard,’ said the Baroness, ‘prices are 
still falling, I suppose ?’ 

He fancied that she was preparing a trap for him. ‘ Why, 
yes, madame,’ he replied. 

Then as she looked at him anxiously, with the wavering 
expression which he had so often known among gamblers, he 
realised that she herself knew no more than the others. A 
stream of hot blood thereupon ascended to his brain, filling 
him with a sensation of beatitude. 

‘So you have nothing to tell me, Monsieur Saccard ?’ she 
resumed. 

‘Why, no, madame, nothing but what you must already 
know.’ 

And thereupon he left her, thinking as he walked away : 
‘You have been none too amiable with me, and it will amuse 
me to see you get a ducking.’ 

As he was returning to the Place de la Bourse again, 
the sight of Gundermann, whom he espied in the distance 
emerging from the Rue Vivienne, made his heart flutter once 
more, There could be no doubt of it; distance might shorten 
the great Baron’s figure, but it was indeed he, walking slowly 
as was his wont, carrying his pale head erect without looking 
at anybody, as though, in the midst of all that crowd, he were 
alone in his royalty. And Saccard watched him with a feel- 
ing of terror, seeking to interpret each movement that he 
made. On seeing Nathansohn approach him, he imagined 

by 
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that all was lost. But his hopes revived when he saw the 
coulisster draw back with a discomfited air. No, there was 
certainly nothing unusual about the great banker ; he had his 
everyday look, And all at once Saccard’s heart leapt with 
joy, for Gundermann had just entered the confectioner’s shop 
to make his customary purchase of sweetmeats for his little 
grand-daughters; and that was a sure sign of his knowing 
nothing, for he never set foot in the shop on days of crisis. 

One o’clock struck and the bell announced the opening of 
the market. It was amemorable Bourse, one of those great 
days of disaster—disaster caused by a totally unexpected rise 
—which are so rare that they remain legendary. At the out- 
set, amid the overpowering heat, prices fell yet lower. Then 
some sudden isolated purchases—the desultory fire of skir- 
mishers, as it were, before the opening of a battle—provoked 
astonishment. But amidst the general distrust, things still 
remained dull and heavy, when all at once the number of 
purchases began to increase, demands sprang up in all direc- 
tions, and Nathansohn at the coulisse under the colonnade, 
and Mazaud, Jacoby, and Delarocque in the corbeille within 
the building, were to be heard shouting that they would take 
any stock at any price. And then there was a tremor, a 
sudden ground-swell as it were, though nobody yet dared to 
rush into the fight, so inexplicable was this sudden change in 
the tone of the market. 

Prices had but slightly risen, and Saccard had time to 
give Massias fresh orders for Nathansohn. Then, as little 
Flory passed by on the run, he asked him to hand Mazaud a 
fiche on which he had written a request to the broker to con- 
tinue buying, to keep on at itindeed until he sent him word to 
stop. Flory read what was written on the fiche as he trotted off, 
and, fired with confidence, followed the great man’s lead, at 
once effecting some purchases on his own account, And ata 
quarter to two o’clock the thunderbolt fell in the midst of the 
crowded Bourse. Austria surrendered Venetia to the Emperor ; . 
the war was over. Whence had the news arrived? Nobody 
knew; but it came simultaneously from every tongue, and, 
indeed, from the very flagstones. Someone had brought it; 
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and all repeated-it in a growing clamour, like the loud voice of 
an equinoctial tide. Prices then began to rise with furious 
bounds amidst the frightful uproar; and before the bell rang 
out the closing hour there was a difference of forty, fifty 
francs in many quotations. It was an indescribable mélée— 
one of those battles in which confusion prevails, when soldiers 
and officers alike rush hither and thither, thinking only of 
saving their skins, but unable to do so because they are 
blinded, deafened, and no longer possess any clear idea of the 
situation. Perspiration streamed from the foreheads of the 
combatants, whilst the relentless sun beat upon the steps, 
wrapping the Bourse in the blaze of a conflagration. 

When settling day came round, and it was possible to form 
an idea of the disaster, it proved an immense one. The battle- 
field was strewn with wounded and ruined. ‘ Bear’ Moser 
was one of the most severely hit. Pillerault, who on this one 
occasion had despaired of a rise, paid dearly for his weakness. 
Maugendre was out of pocket to the tune of fifty thousand 
francs, his first serious loss. The Baroness Sandorff had 
such heavy differences to make good that Delcambre, it was 
reported, refused to pay for her; and she turned quite white 
with rage and hatred at the mere mention of her husband, 
the Embassy councillor, who had held the despatch in his own 
hands before Rougon had ever seen it, and yet had not said a 
word to her on the subject. But the big bankers, the Jewish 
bankers especially, had been subjected to a terrible defeat—a 
real massacre, so to say. It was asserted that Gundermann, 
for his part, had lost eight millions of francs. And this 
astounded people. How was it that he had not been warned— 
he, the undisputed master of the market, to whom Cabinet 
Ministers were but clerks and states, dependencies? There 
had evidently been one of those extraordinary combinations 
of circumstances which bring about great strokes of chance. 
It was an unforeseen, an idiotic disaster that had befallen the 
rnarket, a disaster outside the pale of logic and reason. 

However, the story sprvad, and Saccard passed for a great 
man. He had raked in néarly all the money lost by the 
‘bears.’ Personally, he had. put s. couple of million franes ip 
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his pockets. The rest was to be placed in the coffers of the 
Universal Bank, or rather in the hands of the directors. With 
great difficulty he succeeded in persuading Madame Caroline 
that Hamelin’s share of the plunder so legitimately gained 
from the Jews was a million. Huret, having helped in the 
work, had taken care to secure for himself a princely share of 
the booty. As for the others, the Daigremonts, the Bohains, 
they needed no pressing to accept what was offered them. 
Thanks and congratulations were voted to the eminent 
manager unanimously. And one heart especially was warm 
with gratitude to Saccard, the heart of little Flory, who had 
gained ten thousand francs, a small fortune, which would 
enable him to live with Chuchu in a little nest in the Rue 
Condorcet, and join Gustave Sédille and other friends at 
expensive restaurants in the evening. As for Jantrou, it was 
found necessary to make him a considerable present, as he was 
“wary angry at not having been forewarned. Dejoie alone 
remained in the dumps, fated to experience eternal regret at 
having one evening scented fortune vaguely, mysteriously 
passing by in the air, all to no purpose. 

This, Saccard’s first triumph, seemed as it were some 
florescence of the Empire which now had attained its apogee. 
He became a part of the splendour of the reign, one of its 
glorious reflections. On the very evening when he waxed 
powerful and wealthy amidst so many shattered fortunes, at 
the very hour when the Bourse became but a field of ruin, all 
Paris adorned itself with bunting and illuminated as on the 
occasion of some great victory ; and festivities at the Tuileries 
and rejoicings in the streets proclaimed Napoleon III. the 
master of Europe—so high and mighty that emperors and 
kings chose him as arbiter in their quarrels, and handed 
provinces over to him that he might dispose of them between 
them. No doubt there were protests at the Chamber of 
Deputies; prophets of misfortune confusedly predicted a 
terrible future. Prussia increased, strengthened by all that 
France had tolerated, Austria beaten, and Italy ungrateful. 
But bursts of laughter and shouts of anger drowned those 
anxious yoices; and on the morrow of Sadowa, Paris, the 
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centre of the world, set all her avenues and monuments 
ablaze with illuminations, pending the coming of those black, 
icy nights, those gasless nights, through which the red fuses 
of shells were destined to wing their flight. 

Overflowing with success, Saccard that evening walked 
the streets, the Place de la Concorde, the Champs Elysées, all 
the footways where lampions were lighted. Carried along in 
the full-tide stream of promenaders, his eyes dazzled by the 
day-like brilliancy, it was possible for him to imagine that 
folks had illuminated in his honour. For was he not also an 
unexpected conqueror, one who rose to increased power in the 
midst of the disasters of others? A single annoyance tem- 
pered his satisfaction—the anger displayed by Rougon, who, 
in a terrible fury, on realising the origin of the Bourse stroke, 
had given Huret his dismissal. So the great man had not 
shown himself a good brother by sending him (Saccard) the 
all-important news. Must he dispense with that high pa- 
tronage ? must he even attack the omnipotent Minister? All 
at once, while he was standing in front of the Palace of the 
Legion of Honour, which was surmounted by a gigantic cross 
of fire, glowing brightly against the black sky, he boldly 
resolved to do so on the day when he should feel himself suf- 
ficiently strong. And then, intoxicated by the songs of the 
crowd and the flapping of the flags, he retraced his steps 
through flaming Paris to the Rue Saint Lazare. 

Two months later, in September, Saccard, rendered auda- 
cious by his victory over Gundermann, decided that he must 
give fresh impulse to the Universal. At the shareholders’ 
meeting held at the end of April the balance-sheet had shown 
for the year 1865 a profit of nine million francs, inclusive of 
the premium of twenty francs on each of the fifty thousand 
new shares issued when the capital had been doubled. The 
preliminary expenses had now been entirely paid, the share- 
holders had received their five per cent., and the directors their 
ten per cent.; whilst, in addition to the regulation percentage, a 
sum of five million francs had been carried to the reserve fund, 
With the remaining million they had contrived to pay & 
dividend of ten francs per share. This was a fine result for 
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an institution which had not yet been two years in existenss. 
Saccard, however, worked in a feverish way, cultivating the 
financial soil on a violent system, heating it, overheating it at 
the risk of burning the crop; and thus he prevailed, first on 
the directors, and then on a special shareholders’ meeting 
held on September 15, to authorise a fresh increase of capital. 
In fact, the capital was again doubled—raised from fifty to a 
hundred millions of francs—by the creation of one hundred 
thousand new shares, exclusively reserved to existing share- 
holders, share per share. However, these new shares were 
issued at no less than six hundred and seventy-five francs, 
inclusive of a premium of one hundred and seventy-five 
francs which was to be paid into the reserve fund. The 
Universal’s growing successes, the profitable strokes which it 
had already made, and especially the great enterprises which 
it was about to launch—such were the reasons brought for- 
ward to justify this enormous increase of the capital, twice 
doubled at short intervals ; for it was certainly necessary to 
endow the Bank with an importance and strength commen- 
surate to the interests it represented. Moreover, this in- 
crease of capital had an immediate effect; the shares, which 
for some months had remained stationary, their average 
quotation at the Bourse being seven hundred and fifty francs, 
rose to nine hundred francs in three days. 

Hamelin, who had not been able to return from the Hast 
to preside over the extraordinary meeting of shareholders, 
wrote his sister an anxious letter, in which he expressed his 
fears respecting this mode of conducting the affairs of the 
Universal, this fashion of madly forcing the pace. He well 
divined that false declarations had again been made at Mattre 
Lelorrain’s office. And, indeed, all the new shares had not 
been subscribed, as the law required, and the Bank remained 
in possession of those refused by its shareholders. The 
mstalments on allotment not being paid, these shares were 
transferred by some jugglery in the book-keeping to the 
Babatani account. Moreover, by borrowing the names of 
some of its directors and employees, the Bank had subscribed 
& portion of its own issué, so that it now held nearly thirty 
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thousand of its shares, representing seventeen and a half mil- 
lions of francs. 

Not only was this illegal, but the situation might become 
dangerous, for experience has proved that every financial 
establishment which speculates in its own stock is lost. 
Nevertheless, Madame Caroline answered her brother gaily, 
twitting him with having now become the trembler, to such & 
point that it was she, formerly the suspicious one, who had 
to reassure him. She said that she was always on the watch, 
and could detect nothing suspicious ; on the contrary, she was 
wonderstruck by the great things, all so clear and logical, 
which she was witnessing. The truth was that she, of course, 
knew nothing of the things which were hidden from her, and 
was, moreover, blinded by her admiration for Saccard, the 
sympathetic emotion into which she was thrown on beholding 
that little man’s activity and intelligence. 

In December Universal shares commanded more than a 
thousand francs. And in presence of this triumph there was 
a, flutter among the big-wigs of the banking world. Gunder- 
mann, who was still to be met at times on the Place de la 
Bourse entering the confectioner’s shop to buy sweetmeats 
with an automatic step and absorbed air, had paid the eight 
millions which he had lost without complaining, without a 
single of his intimates hearing a word of anger or rancour fall 
from his lips. Asa rule, whenever he lost in this fashion, 
which rarely happened, he would say that it served him right 
and would teach him to be less careless; and folks would 
‘amile at this, for carelessness on Gundermann’s part was 
scarcely to be imagined. But the hard lesson he had received 
must this time have remained upon his heart; the idea that 
he, 80 cold, so phlegmatic, so thoroughly a master of men 
and things, should have been beaten by that break-neck 
fellow, that passionate lunatic Saccard, must surely have 
been unendurable to him. And, indeed, from that very 
moment he began to watch, certain that in time he should 
have hig revenge. In presence of the general infatuation for 
the Universal, he at once took up position, knowing, as he did, 
by long observation, that success achieved with unnatural 
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rapidity, that lying prosperity conduct to the most complete 
disasters. However, the figure of a thousand francs, at 
which the shares were now quoted, was still a reascnable 
one, and he waited for further developments before beginning 
to ‘bear’ the stock. 

His theory was that no man could bring about events at 
the Bourse, that at the utmost cne could foresee them and 
profit by them when they came to pass. Logic was sole 
ruler; truth, in speculation as in other things, was an 
omnipotent force. As soon as the price of Universals should 
have risen to an unduly exaggerated figure there would come 
a collapse; a fall would take place, it was a mathematical 
certainty; and he would simply be there to see his calcula- 
tiong realised and pocket his profits. And he already decided 
that he would open the campaign when the quctations should 
have risen to fifteen hundred francs. At that price he would 
begin selling Universals, moderately at first, but to an increas- 
ing extent as each settling day came by, in accordance with 
a predetermined plan. He did not need to form any syndi- 
cate of ‘ bears,’ his own efforts would suffice; sensible people 
would clearly divine the truth and follow his play. That 
noisy Universal, that Universal which was so rapidly taking 
up a big position in the market, which was rising like a 
menace against the great Jew bankers—he would coldly wait 
till it should crack of itself, and then with a shove of the 
shoulder he would throw it to the ground. 

Later on, folks related that it was Gundermann himself 
who secretly facilitated Saccard’s purchase of an old building 
in' the Rue de Londres, which he had the intention of demo- 
lishing in order to raise upon the site the mcnument of his 
dreams, the palace in which he purposed installing his bank 
in the most sumptuous style. He had succeeded in winning 
over the directors with regard to this matter, and the work- 
men began their task in the middle of October. 

On the day when the foundation stone was laid with great 
ceremony, Saccard repaired to the newspaper office at about 
four o’clock, and whilst awaiting the return of Jantrou, who 
had gone to carry some reports of the solemnity to friendly 
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contemporaries, he received a visit from the Baroness Sandorff. 
She had at first asked for the editor, and then, as though 
by chance, came upon the manager of the Universal, who- 
gallantly placed himself at her disposal with regard to any 
information that she might desire, and ushered her into his 
own private room at the end of the passage. And this inter- 
view proved decisive. 

It happened, however, that Madame Caroline, who had 
been shopping in the neighbourhood, called at the office at 
this very time. She would occasionally come up in this way, 
either to give Saccard an answer about some matter or other, 
or to ask for news. Moreover, she knew Dejoie, for whom she 
had found a situation there, and usually stopped to chat with 
him for a moment, well pleased with the gratitude which he 
displayed towards her. On this occasion she did not find him 
in the ante-room, and so turned into the passage, where she 
ran against him just as he was returning from listening at 
Saccard’s door. This was now quite a disease with him; he 
trembled with fever, and applied his ear to every keyhole in 
the hope of overhearing some Bourse secret. 

‘He is in, isn’t he?’ said Madame Caroline, trying to 
pass on. 

But Dejoie stopped her, stammering, lacking the time to 
prepare a lie. ‘Yes, he’s there, but you can’t go in.’ 

‘Can’t goin. Why is that?’ 

Then he, who knew nothing of her position with regard to 
Saccard, allowed her to divine the truth. 

For a moment Madame Caroline remained motionless. 
In the dim passage the livid pallor of her face could not be 
detected. She had just felt so keen, so cruel a pain in her 
heart that she could not remember having ever suffered so 
much before; and it was the stupor caused by this frightful 
pang which nailed her there. What should she do ?—force her 
way in, create a scandal ? 

Whilst she still stood there, dazed, destitute of will, 
Marcelle, who had come to fetch her husband, approached 
her gaily. ‘Oh, is it you, dear madame ?’ the young woman 
exclaimed. ‘Just fancy, we are going to the theatre this 
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evening. Oh! it’s quite an affair, for we can’t afford expense. 
But Paul has discovered a little restaurant where we shall 
feast ourselves at thirty-five sous a head.’ 

Just then Jordan entered the passage and laughingly 
interrupted his wife. ‘Two courses, a decanter of wine, and as 
much bread as one can eat,’ said he. 

‘And then,’ continued Marcelle, ‘we shan’t take a cab. 
It is so amusing to walk home ata late hour. As we are rich 
to-night, we shall spend a franc on an almond cake to take 
home with us. It will be a perfect féte, a reckless jollifi- 
cation,’ 

She went off, delighted, on her husband’s arm; and 
Madame Caroline, who had returned to the ante-room with 
them, now found sufficient strength to smile. ‘I hope you 
will amuse yourselves,’ she murmured in a trembling voice. 

Then she in her turn departed. She loved Saccard, and 
carried away with her a feeling of astonishment and grief— 
grief, as it were, for some shameful sore which she was un- 
willing to reveal, 
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CHAPTER VII 
REVELATIONS 


Two months later, one grey, mild November afternoon, 
Madame Caroline went up to the room where her brother’s 
plans were kept, immediately after breakfast, in order to set 
to work. Her brother, when at Constantinople, busy with 
his great scheme of the Oriental railways, had asked her to go 
through all the notes he had made at the time when they had 
travelled through Asia, Minor together, and to draw up a kind 
of memoir, which would be an historical résumé of the question. 
During two long weeks already she had been trying to give 
her whole mind to this task. It was so warm that day that 
she let the fire go out and opened the window, whence, 
before sitting down, she gazed for a moment at the tall bare 
trees of the Beauvilliers garden, which had a violet hue 
against the pale grey sky. 

She had been writing for nearly half an hour when the 
need of some document forced her to engage in a long search 
among the portfolios heaped upon her table. She rose, 
stirred up some other papers, and sat down again with her 
hands full; and whilst she was classifying various loose docu- 
ments she came upon some religious pictures, an illuminated 
view of the Holy Sepulchre, and a prayer surrounded by 
emblems of the Passion, guaranteed to ensure salvation int 
those distressful moments when the soul is in peril. She 
then remembered that her brother, like the pious fellow 
‘he was, had bought the pictures at Jerusalem. Emotion 
suddenly overcame her, and tears moistened hercheeks. Ah! 
that brother of hers, so intelligent, so long unappreciated, 
how happy he was in being able to believe, in being able to 
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refrain from smiling at that naif view of the Holy Sepulchre, 
executed in the style of the pictures which are used to deco- 
rate sweetmeat boxes! And how happy he was, too, in being 
able to derive a serene strength from his faith in the efficacy 
of that rhymed prayer, which, poetically, was on a par with 
the verses found in Christmas crackers! She again beheld 
him, ever trustful, too easily imposed upon perhaps, but so 
upright and tranquil, never revolting, never struggling even. 
And she, who had been struggling and suffering for two 
months past, she who no longer believed, whose mind was 
scorched by reading, worn out by reasoning, how ardently 
in her hours of weakness did she not wish that she had 
remained simple and ingenuous like him, so that she might 
lull her bleeding heart to sleep by thrice repeating, morn and 
eve alike, that childlike prayer, around which were depicted 
the nails and the lance, the crown and the sponge of the 
Passion ! 

On the morrow of the day when chance had so brutally 
made her acquainted with the truth concerning Saccard and 
the Baroness Sandorff she had exerted all her will power to 
resist her desire to watch them. She was not this man’s 
wife, and did not wish to carry jealousy to the point of 
scandal. She was no longer twenty, but six and thirty, and 
the terrible experience of her married life had made her 
tolerant, Still it was in vain that she practised abnegation ; 
her nature revolted, and she experienced intense suffering. 
There were times when she longed to sever the ties which 
bound her to Saccard, to provoke a violent scene and hurl in 
his face the wrong that he had done her. However, she 
succeeded in mastering herself, in forcing herself to remain 
not only silent, but calm and smiling; and never indeed in 
her existence, hitherto so hard, had she been in greater need 
of strength than now. 

Still holding the religious pictures, she bent her eyes upon 
them for a moment longer, smiling the sorrowful smile of 
one who cannot believe, and her heart melting with affection 
for her brother. Buta moment later she no longer beheld 
them, Her mind had wandered away, as it always did directly 


REVELATIONS 222 


she ceased to occupy it, and she was again thinking of 
Saccard, of what he had done the day before, of what he 
might that day be doing. He seemed to be leading his usual 
life, devoting his mornings to his worrying duties at the Bank, 
his afternoons to the Bourse, his evenings to the invitations 
to dinner which he received, to the first performances given 
at the theatres, to the society of actresses whom she was not 
jealous of, to everything, in fact, which is supposed to make 
up a life of pleasure. And yet she felt that some new interest 
absorbed him, an interest, no doubt, in that woman, whom he 
met somewhere. No doubt she had prohibited herself from 
trying to ascertain where and when it was that they met; yet 
it all made her distrustful and suspicious, and, as her brother 
laughingly expressed it, she had begun playing the gendarme 
again, even with regard to the affairs of the Bank, which she 
had previously ceased watching, so great at one moment had 
her confidence become. At the present time, however, she 
was struck and grieved by certain irregular practices; and 
then was quite surprised to find that she really cared nothing 
about the matter at bottom, lacking the strength alike to 
speak and act, so completely did a single anguish fill her 
heart—anguish for that betrayal, which she would have con- 
doned, but the thought of which stifled her, despite all her 
efforts. And now, ashamed at last to find her tears 
flowing again, she went and hid the religious pictures, deeply 
regretting that she, who had no faith, could not go and kneel 
in some church, and find relief by weeping and praying. 

Having at last calmed herself, she set to work on the 
memoir again, and had been writing for some ten minutes or 
50 when the valet came to inform her that Charles, Saccard’s 
coachman who had been dismissed on the previous day, abso- 
lutely insisted upon speaking to her. Saccard himself had 
detected the fellow stealing the horses’ oats. She hesitated 
for a moment, and then consented to see him. 

Tall, good-looking, with shaven face and confident, con- 
ceited gait, Charles came into the room and _ insolently 
exclaimed: ‘I’ve come, madame, about the two shirts of 
mine which the laundress has lost, and won't make an allow: 
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ance for. Madame surely doesn’t suppose that I can put up 
with such a loss. And, as Madame is responsible, I wish 
Madame to pay me for my shirts. Yes, I want fifteen francs.’ 

She was very severe in all these household matters. 
Perhaps she would have paid the fifteen francs to avoid any 
discussion. But she was disgusted by the effrontery of this 
man, who had been caught thieving only the day before. 

4I owe you nothing, and I shall give you nothing,’ said 
she ; ‘ besides, Monsieur warned me, and absolutely forbade me 
to do anything for you.’ 

Charles took a step forward with a threatening air. ‘Oh, 
Monsieur said that, did he? I suspected as much, and 
Monsieur made a great mistake, for now we shall have some 
fun. For I know all about Monsieur and his goings: on. 
Yes, indeed, I know all about them!’ 

Madame Caroline had risen to her feet, intending to sales 
him out of the room; but before she could do so he had 
forced the whole horrid story upon her unwilling ears. She 
tried to get rid of him by handing him the fifteen francs that 
he had asked for, and he took them and even became polite; 
but nothing could stop his venomous tongue. And thus she 
learnt everything; the meetings of Saccard and the Baroness, 
and a horribly scandalous scene in which Delcambre, the 
Public Prosecutor, long the woman’s lover, had taken part. 

But at last the coachman went off, and after remaining 
for a few moments motionless Madame Caroline sank with a 
prolonged wail on to a chair beside her work-table, giving free 
course to the tears which had so long been stifling her. For 
a long while she wept in silent agony, but the time came when 
amidst all her grief for self, her grief for the wrong which 
had been done her, she felt the many suspicions, the many 
fears respecting other matters that she had sought to bury, 
reviving. 

She had forced herself to tranquillity and hope in the 
affairs of the Universal, becoming in her loving blindness an 
accomplice in all that was not told her and that she did not 
geck to learn. And now, in a fit of violent remorse, she ra- 
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brother at the time of the last shareholders’ meeting. For, 
since jealousy had again opened her eyes and ears, she had 
known that the irregular practices were continuing, ever 
growing worse and worse. The fabatani account had in- 
creased to a yet higher figure, the Bank was speculating more 
and more extensively under cover of Sabatani’s name, to say 
nothing of the monstrous lying puffs which were being dis- 
seminated, the foundations of sand and mud on which fad 
been reared that colossal edifice, whose rise, so rapid that it 
seemed miraculous, inspired her with far more terror than 
delight. And it was especially the terrible pace which dis- 
tressed her—the continual gallop at which the Universal was 
driven along, like some engine stuffed full of coals and set 
upon diabolical rails that it might rush on until a final great 
shock should make everything burst and smash. 

She was not a simpleton, a booby, who could be deceived ; 
albeit ignorant of the technicalities of banking, she fully 
understood the reasons of this overdriving, this feverishness 
destined to intoxicate the mob and plunge it into epidemical 
madness. Each morning must bring its rise; it was neces- 
sary to keep on inspiring a belief in fresh successes, in stream- 
lets of gold converted into great rivers, oceans of the precious 
metal. Her poor brother, so credulous, fascinated, carried 
away—did she mean to betray him, to abandon him to the 
mercy of that flood which threatened to drown them all some 
day? At thought of her inaction, her powerlessness, she was 
once more filled with despair. 

Meantime the twilight was darkening the workroom; 
there was not even a reflection from the fireplace to illumine 
it, for she had let the fire go out; and in the increasing gloom 
Matlame Caroline wept more and more bitterly. It was 
cowardly to weep in this fashion, for she was perfectly con- 
scious that all these tears were not due to her anxiety about 
the affairs of the Universal. Assuredly it was Saccard alone 
who was forcing that terrible gallop, lashing the monster on 
and on with extraordinary ferocity and moral unconscious- 
ness, careless as to whether he killed it or not. He was the 
only guilty one, and she shuddered as she tried to read him, 
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to read that murky financier’s soul, of which even he himeslf 
was ignorant, a miry Infinite of all degradations, hidden one 
from another by the darkness in which they were enveloped. 
Though there were things which she did not yet clearly dis- 
tinguish, she suspected them and trembled at them. But the 
mere discovery of so many sores, the fear of a possible cata- 
strophe, would not have sufficed to bow her in this fashion 
ovér that table, weeping and strengthless; it would, on the 
contrary, have set her erect, eager for struggle and cure. 
She knew herself; she was a warrior. No, if she sobbed so 
bitterly, like a weak child, it was because she loved Saccard, 
and because Saccard at that very moment was betraying her. 
And this avowal which she was obliged to make to herself 
filled her with shame, redoubled her tears until she almost 
choked. ‘To think that I have no pride left, my God!’ she 
stammered aloud ; ‘to be so weak and miserable! to be unable 
when I would! ’ 

But just then she was astonished to hear a voice address 
her in the darkness. It was the voice of Maxime, who had 
just entered, like one at home. ‘ What! you in the dark and 
crying?’ said he. 

Confused at being thus surprised, she strove to master her 
sobs, while he added: ‘I beg your pardon, but I thought that 
my father had come back from the Bourse. A lady asked me 
to bring him to dinner at her house.’ 

However, the valet now brought a lamp, and, after placing 
it on the table, withdrew. The whole of the spacious room 
was illumined by the soft light that fell from the shade. 

‘It is nothing,’ Madame Caroline tried to explain— merely 
& woman’s fretting, and yet I seldom give way to my nerves.’ 

Her eyes dry and her figure erect, she was already smiling, 
with the brave mien of a fighter. For a moment the young 
man looked at her, as she thus proudly drew herself up with 
her large clear eyes, her thick lips, her expression of virile 
kindness, which her thick crown of hair softened and endowed 
with a great charm; and he found her still young, white- 
haired though she was, her teeth also very white—indeed an 
adorable woman, who had become beautiful. And then he 


REVELATIONS 225 


thought of his father and shrugged his shoulders with con- 
temptuous pity. ‘It is on account of him, is it not,’ said he, 
‘that you have put yourself in this fearful state ? ’ 

She wished to deny it, but she was choking, tears were 
again coming to her eyelids. 

‘Ah! my poor lady,’ resumed Maxime; ‘I told you, you 
will remember, that you entertained illusions about papa, and 
that you would be ill rewarded. It was inevitable.’ 

Thereupon she remembered the day when she had gone 
to borrow those two thousand franca of the young man in 
order to pay part of Victor’s ransom. Had he not then pro- 
mised to have a chat with her whenever she might desire to 
know the truth? Was not this an opportunity to learn all 
the past by questioning him? And an irresistible need of 
knowing urged her on. Now that she had commenced the 
descent she must go to the bottom. That course alone would 
be brave, worthy of her, useful to all. 

Still the inquiry was repugnant to her, and, instead of boldly 
starting upon it, she took a circuitous course, as though with 
the object of changing the conversation. ‘I still owe you two 
thousand francs,’ said she ; ‘I hope you are not too angry with 
me for keeping you waiting.’ 

He made a gesture as though to imply that she might 
take all the time she needed, and then abruptly said: ‘ By 
the way; and my little brother, that monster ?’ 

‘I am greatly grieved about him. I have so far said 
nothing about him to your father. I should so much like to 
cleanse the poor boy a little, so that it might be possible for 
your father to love him.’ 

A burst of laughter from Maxime disturbed her, and as 
she gave him a questioning look he exclaimed: ‘ Well, I 
think that you are wasting time and trouble in that respect 
aleo! Papa will hardly understand your taking all this 
trouble. He has experienced so many family annoyances.’ 

, She was still looking at him, so demurely egotistical in his 
enjoyment of life, so disengaged from all human ties, even 
from those which a life of pleasure creates. He had smiled, 
alone enjoying the covert maliciousness of his last words. 
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And she was conscious that she was at last about to discover 
the secret of these two men. 

‘You lost your mother at an early age ?’ she said. 

‘Yos, I scarcely knew her. I was still at Plassans, at 
school, when she died here in Paris. Our uncle, Doctor 
Pascal, has kept my sister Clotilde with him thera; I have 
only once seen her since.’ 

‘But your father married again ?’ 

He hesitated. A kind of ruddy vapour seemed to dim his 
empty eyes, usually so clear. 

‘Oh! yes, yes; he married again, the daughter of a 
magistrate, one Béraud du Chétel—Renée her name was; 
she was not a mother to me, but a good friend.’ Then, 
sitting down beside her in a familiar way, he went on: ‘ You 
see, one must understand papa. Mon Dicu! he isn’t worse 
than others. Only children, wives—in short, all around him— 
hold in his mind a second placeto money. Oh! let us under- 
stand each other ; he doesn’t love money like a miser, for the 
sake of having a huge pile of it and hiding it in his cellar. 
No; if he wishes to make it gush forth on every side, if he 
draws it from no matter what sources, it is to see it flow 
around him in torrents ; itis for the sake of all the enjoyments 
he derives from it—luxury, pleasure, power. What can you 
expect? It is in his blood. He would sell us—you, me, no 
matter whom—if we were a part of some bargain. And he 
would do it as an unconscious and superior man; for he is 
really the poet of the million, so mad and rascally does 
money make him—oh! rascally on a very grand scale!’ 

This was just what Madame Caroline had understood, and 
while listening to Maxime she nodded her head in token 
of assent. Ah! money, that all-corrupting poisonous money, 
which withered souls and drove from them all kindness, 
tenderness, and love for others! Money alone was the great 
culprit, the agent of all human cruelties and abominations. 
At that moment she cursed it, execrated it, in the indignant 
revolt of her woman’s nobility and uprightness. Ah! if she 
had had the power, she would with a gesture have annihilated 
all the money in the world, even as one would crugh disease 
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with a stamp of the heel in order to preserve the world in 
health. 

‘And your father married again,’ she slowly repeated after 
a-pause, with a tinge of embarrassment in her voice as vague 
memories began awaking within her. Who was it that had 
alluded to the story in her presence? She could not have 
told. But doubtless it had been some woman, some friend, 
gn the early days of her residence in the Rue Saint Lazare, 
when Saccard had rented the first floor of the mansion. Had 
there not been some question of a marriage which he had 
contracted, some marriage for money, some shameful bargain ? 
And later on had not crime quietly taken its seat at the hearth, 
abominable depravity, tolerated, suffered to abide there with- 
out let or hindrance ? 

‘ Renée,’ replied Maxime in a very low tone, and as though 
despite himself, ‘ was only a few years older than me.’ 

He raised his head and looked at Madame Caroline. And 
then, suddenly throwing off all self-restraint, with unreasoning 
confidence in this woman, who seemed to him so healthy and 
so sensible, he told the story of the shameful past, not in con- 
secutive phrases, it is true, but in shreds—involuntary, im- 
perfect confessions which it was for her to connect together. 
So, in this wise, Madame Caroline learnt the frightful story: 
Saccard selling his name, marrying a girl in trouble for 
money’s sake; completing the unhinging of the poor child’s 
ailing mind by means of this same money, by the mad, 
prodigal, dazzling life he led; and then, because he was in 
need of money and required her signature, closing, his eyes to 
whatever she might do. Ah! money, money the King, money 
the deity, beside which tears and blood were as nothing! 
Money adored for its infinite power far above all vain human 
scruples! And in proportion as the might of money increased 
in her eyes, and Saccard stood revealed to her in all his dia- 
bolical grandeur, Madame Caroline was seized with real terror, 
frozen, distracted by the thought that she too had become this 
monster’s prey, after so many others. 

‘There!’ said Maxime, concluding. ‘It pains me to see 
you like this; it is better that you should be warned. But 
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don’t let this make trouble between you and my father. I 
should be very grieved if such were the case, for you would 
be the one to weep over it, not he. And now do you under- 
stand why I refuse to lend him a sou?’ 

As she did not answer, for her throat was contracted and 
a, terrible pang tortured her heart, he rose, and glanced at a 
mirror, with the tranquil ease of a handsome man who 1s 
certain of his correctness in life. Then, coming back, he stood 
before her. 

‘Such examples age you quickly, do they not?’ he said. 
‘For my part, I promptly settled down; I married a young 
girl who was ill and is now dead; I swear to-day that no one 
shall ever induce me to act foolishly again. No! But papa, 
you see, is incorrigible, because he has no moral sense.’ 

He took her hand, and, holding it for a moment in his 
own, felt that it was quite cold. 

‘I am going, since he doesn’t come back. But pray don’t 
grieve like this. I thought you so strong! And you ought 
to thank me, for there is only one thing that is stupid in life 
—to let oneself be duped.’ 

Finally he started off, but at the door he stopped to add, 
with a laugh: ‘I was forgetting; tell him that Madame de 
Jeumont expects him to dinner.’ 

Left to herself, Madame Caroline did not stir. Bowed 
down on her chair in the spacious room, which had sunk into 
an oppressive silence, she gazed fixedly at the lamp with 
dilated eyes. It seemed to her that the veil had been sud- 
denly torn aside. All that she had hitherto been unwilling to 
distinguish plainly, which she had only tremblingly suspected, 
now appeared before her in its frightful crudity, so clear that 
‘ it would henceforth be impossible to doubt it, to gloss it over. 
She beheld Saccard naked, with the ravaged, complicated soul 
of a man of money, murky and rotting. For him there were 
neither bonds nor barriers; he rushed on to the satisfaction of 
his appetites with the unbridled instincts of a man who knows 
no other limit than powerlessness. He had sold his son, hig 
wife, all who had fallen into his clutches; he had sold him- 
self, and he would sell her too, and sell her brother, dispose of 
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their hearts and their brains for money. He was nothing but 
a maker of money, one who threw beings and things into the 
melting-pot to coin them into money. Ina brief interval of 
lucidity she saw the Universal diffusing money like perspira- 
tion in all directions—a lake, an ocean of money, into the 
midst of which, all at once, with a frightful crash, the whole 
house would topple down. Ah! money, horrible money, that 
smirches and devours ! 

Madame Caroline rose up in angry haste. No, no, it was 
monstrous; it was all over; she could no longer remain near 
that man. She would have forgiven him his betrayal; but 
loathing seized upon her at thought of all that old-time filth ; 
terror distracted her at thought of the crimes which were 
possible in the future. There was nothing left for her but to 
start off at once if she did not wish to be splashed with mud 
herself, crushed beneath the ruins, And a pressing desire 
came to her to go far, far away, to join her brother in the 
distant East, less to warn him than to disappear herself. 
Yes, she must start, start at once! It was not yet six o’clock; 
she could take the rapide for Marseilles at seven fifty-five; for 
it seemed to her that to see Saccard again would be beyond 
her strength. She would make whatever purchases were 
necessary at Marseilles before embarking. A little linen in a 
trunk, one spare dress, and she would be off. In a quarter of 
an hour she could be ready. 

Then the sight of her work on the table, the memoir which 
she had begun writing, made her pause fora moment. But 
what would be the use of taking that with her, since the whole 
thing was rotten at the foundation and was bound to fall? 
Nevertheless she began carefully arranging the documents 
and memoranda, like a good housewife who never likes to 
leave things in disorder. And the task occupied her for some 
moments, calming the first fever of her decision. She was 
again fully mistress of herself, when she gave a last glance 
round the room before leaving it. But just then the valet 
came in again, bringing a number of papers and letters. 

In & mechanical kind of way Madame Caroline looked at 
the superscriptions, and perceived in the pile a letter from her 
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brother addressed to herself. It came from Damascus, where 
Hamelin was then staying, making arrangements for the pro- 
posed branch line from that city to Beyrout. At first she 
began to glance over the letter, standing near the lamp, and 
resolving that she would read it more carefully later on in the 
train. But each sentence held her attention, she was unable 
to skip a word; and she finally sat down again at the table, 
and gave herself up to the absorbing perusal of this long letter, 
which filled twelve pages. 

Hamelin happened to be in one of his gayest moods. He 
thanked his sister for the last good news which she had sent 
him from Paris, and sent her still better news in return, for 
everything, said he, was going to his liking. The first balance- 
sheet of the United Steam Navigation Company promised 
well; the new steamships were realising large receipts, thanks 
to their perfect equipment and superior speed. He jokingly 
said that folks travelled in them for pleasure, and pointed to 
the sea-ports invaded by tourists from the Western world, and 
declared that he could not make a journey by highway or by- 
way Without coming face to face with some Parisian of the 
Boulevards. As he had foreseen, it was really the East 
opened up to France. Cities, said he, would before long 
spring up on the fertile slopes of the Lebanon range. But 
particularly did he give a vivid picture of the lonely Carmel 
gorge, where the silver mine was now being actively worked. 
he savage site was being humanised ; springs had been dis- 

ered amidst the gigantic pile of fallen rocks which barred 








cing the mastic-trees, whilst a whole village had 
cabins, hut 2ear the mines, at first merely some wooden 
houses with 0 shelter the workmen, but now little stone-built 
continue gro ardens—the beginning of a city which would 
There were now RE 8° long as the veins were not exhausted. 
and a road had jusgetly five hundred inhabitants on the spot, 
Saint Jean d’Acre. been finished connecting the village with 
machines were roari From morning till night the extraction 
ing of whips, womelp®, Waggons set out amid the loud crack- 

sang, and children played and cried 


REVELATIONS 233 


where formerly there had been a desert and death-like silence, 
which only the eagles had broken with the sound of their 
slowly beating pinions. And myrtleand broom still perfumed 
the atmosphere, which was so delightfully pure. 

On the subject of the first railway which he had to lay, 
the line from Broussa to Beyrout by way of Angora and 
Aleppo, Hamelin wrote at great length. All the formalities 
had been concluded at Constantinople. He was delighted 
with certain happy alterations which he had made in the line 
of route, so as to overcome the difficult passage through the 
Taurus passes; and of these passes and of the plains that 
stretched away at the foot of the mountains he wrote with 
the rapture of a man of science who had found new coal 
deposits there, and expected to see the country covered with 
factories. He had located his guiding points, and chosen the 
sites of his stations, some in the midst of the wild solitudes— 
one here, another farther on. Cities would spring up around 
those stations at the intersection of the natural highways. 
The seed was already sown for the crop of men and grand 
things of the future; everything was already germinating ; 
within a few years there would here be a new world. And 
he concluded with a loving kiss for his dear sister, happy at 
being able to associate her in this resurrection of a people, 
telling her that much of it would be due to her, to her who 
had so long helped him, buoyed him up by her fine bravery 
and health. 

Madame Caroline had finished her perusal, the letter lay 
open on the table, and she remained there thinking, her eyes 
once more fixed upon the lamp. Then her glances involun- 
tarily rose and strayed round the walls, lingering for a 
moment on each of the plans, each of the water-colour draw- 
ings she saw there. The pavilion for the manager of the 
United Steam Navigation Company was now built at Beyrout, 
and was surrounded by vast store-houses. That deep, wild 
gorge of Mount Carmel, blocked up with brambles and stones, 
was now being peopled; the huge nest, as it were, of some 
new-born race. Those levellings in the Taurus range were 
changing the aspect of the horizon, opening the way for 
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free commerce. And from all those geometrically outlined 
designs, secured to the walls by a few tacks, there sprang 
up before her a complete vision of the far-off country where 
she had formerly travelled, and which she had loved so 
dearly for its beautiful sky of unchanging blue and its ever 
fertile soil. 

Again she beheld the gardens of Beyrout rising up in 
tiers, the valleys of Mount Lebanon with their great forests 
of olive and mulberry trees, the plains of Antioch and Aleppo 
with their immense orchards of delightful fruits. Again she 
beheld herself with her brother continually journeying through 
that marvellous country, whose incalculable wealth was lost, 
ignored, or misapplied, which had had no roads, no industry, 
no agriculture, no schools, but had been solely the abode of 
idleness and ignorance. Now, however, all was springing to 
life again, thanks to an extraordinary flowof fresh sap. This 
vision of the East of to-morrow already set prosperous cities, 
cultivated fields, happy peopls before her eyes. And she saw 
them, and heard the busy hum of the workshops; and real- 
ised that this old soil, so long asleep, was reawakened at last, 
and was entering upon the work of parturition. 

Then Madame Caroline acquired the sudden conviction that 
money was the dungheap in which grew the humanity of to- 
morrow. Some of Saccard’s remarks, scraps of his theories re- 
specting speculation, came back to hermind. She recalled that 
idea of his that without speculation thore would be no great 
fruitful enterprises, just in the same way as without love, though 
love may have its horrid aspects, there would be no life. If life 
is to continue in the world, there must be passion. If her 
brother over yonder in the East was in such high spirits, 
shouting victory amidst the workshops and yards which were 
being got in order, and the buildings which were springing 
from the soil, it was because the passion for gambling was 
making money rain down and rot everything in Paris. 
Poisonous and destructive money became the ferment of all 
social vegetation, served as the necessary compost for the 
execution of the great works which would draw the nations 
nearer together and pacify the earth, 
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She had cursed money, and now she fell in awe-stricken 
admiration before it ; for was not money the sole force that can 
level a mountain, fill up an arm of the sea—briefly, render the 
earth inhabitable by men, who, once relieved of labour, would 
become but the conductors of machines. From this force, 
which was the root of all evil, there also sprang everything that 
was good. And, shaken to the depths of her being, she no 
longer knew what to do, for although she had already decided 
that she would not go away, since success seemed complete in 
the East and it was at Paris that the battle raged, she was 
yet unable to calm herself, to heal her bleeding heart. 

She rose, and with her forehead pressed against a pane of 
one of the windows commanding the garden of the Beau- 
villiers mansion, she looked out. It was now night; and she 
could only distinguish a faint gleam in the lonely little room 
in which the Countess and her daughter confined themselves, 
so that they might economise firing and avoid soiling the 
other apartments. Behind the thin muslin curtains she 
could vaguely distinguish the figure of the Countess, who 
was mending some linen, whilst Alice was busy with some 
water-colour sketches, which she painted hurriedly by the 
dozen and secretly sold. A misfortune had lately happened 
to them; their horse had contracted some illness, and for a 
fortnight they had been confined to the house, obstinately 
refusing to show themselves on foot in the streets, and reluc- 
tant to hire another horse from a livery stable. Nevertheless, 
amidst the poverty which they so heroically concealed, they 
were now buoyed up, inspirited by one hope—a hope that 
the rise in the value of Universal shares would continue, that 
their gain, already very considerable, would fall upon them in 
a golden rain when the day came for them to realise their 
shares at the highest possible figure. The Countess promised 
herself a really new dress, and dreamt of being able to give 
four dinners a month without having to live on bread and 
water for a fortnight in order to do so. Alice, too, no longer 
laughed with an affected air of indifference when her mother 
spoke to her of marriage, but listened with a slight trembling 
of the hands, beginning to believe that this dream would 
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perhaps be realised, and that, like others, she might haye a 
husband and children of her own. 

As Madame Caroline stood looking at the little lamp which 
lighted them, she felt great calmness, a soft affectionate 
feeling, penetrating her, struck as she was by the circum- 
stance that money, merely the hope of money, sufficed for the 
happiness of those poor creatures. If Saccard should enrich 
them, would they not bless him—would he not remain chari- 
table and good in the estimation of both of them? So good- 
ness was to be found everywhere, even in the worst, who are 
always good to someone, and who always, amidst the curses 
of a crowd, have humble, isolated voices thanking and adoring 
them. At this thought her mind turned towards the Institute 
of Work. On the day before she had, on Saccard’s behalf, 
distributed some toys and sweetmeats there, in celebration of 
an anniversary; and she smiled involuntarily at the recol- 
lection of the children’s noisy joy. For the last month Victor 
had given greater satisfaction ; she had read some notes about 
him when calling on the Princess d’Orviedo, with whom, 
twice a week, she had a long chat respecting the institution. 
But as the image of Victor suddenly appeared to her, she felt 
astonished at having forgotten him in her crisis of despair, 
when she had made up her mind to flee from Paris. Could 
she have thus abandoned him—compromised the success of 
the good action which she had carried so far with so much 
trouble? A more and more penetrating feeling of gentle 
affection came upon her as she gazed into the obscurity of 
the tall trees, a flood of ineffable renunciation, of divine 
tolerance, which enlarged her heart; and it seemed to her 
that the common little lamp of the Beauvilliers ladies was now 
shining forth like a star. 

When Madame Caroline came back to her table she wag 
shivering a little. What! was she cold then? The idea 
amused her, she who boasted of passing the winter without 
ffres. She felt, however, as though she had come from an 
icy bath, rejuvenated and strong, with her pulse very calm. 
It was thus with her on the mornings when she rose feeling 
particularly well. Then it occurred to her to put a log in the 
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fire-place; and, seeing that the fire was out, she amused 
herself in lighting it again, without ringing for a servant. It 
was quite a job, for she had no small wood, but she at last 
managed to ignite the logs by means of some old newspapers, 
which she burned one after anothcr. On her knees before the 
hearth she laughed all alone; and for a moment she re- 
mained there, feeling happy and surprised. She had again 
passed through one of her great crises, and now she again 
hoped. For what? She knew nothing of the eternal 
unknown that lay at the end of life, at the end of humanity. 
To live, that must suffice, in order that life might continually 
bring her the cure for the wounds which life inflicted. Once 
more did she remember the catastrophes of her existence—her 
frightful marriage, her poverty in Paris, her abandonment by 
the only man whom she had loved; and after every fall she 
had recovered that tenacious energy, that immortal joy which 
ever placed her on her feet again amid the ruins. Had not 
everything just collapsed again? Shecould no longer esteem 
Saccard, confronted as she had been by his frightful past, 
even as holy women are confronted by the unclean wounds 
which they go, morning and evening, to dress, not hoping 
ever to heal them. But, albeit she knew the truth, she was 
going to continue her wonted life. She was going to live 
in a fire, in the panting forge of speculation, under the in- 
cessant threat of a final catastrophe, in which her brother 
might lose his honour and his life. Nevertheless, there she 
stood, almost reckless, as on the morning of a fine day, 
tasting the joy of battle in confronting danger. Why? for 
nothing in reason, but for the sole pleasure of being! Her 
aie! told her truly she was the incarnation of invincible 
ope. 

When Saccard returned he found Madame Caroline buried 
in her work, finishing in her firm handwriting a page of the 
memoir on the Oriental railways. She raised her head and 
smiled at him peacefully, while his lips lightly touched her 
beautiful, radiant, white hair. 

‘You have been very busy, my friend ?’ 

‘Ob, endless business! I saw the Minister of Publig 
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Works; I went to meet Huret, then I had to return to the 
Ministry, where I only found a secretary, but at last I have 
the promise they want over yonder.’ 

Having handed him Hamelin’s letter, which delighted 
him, she watched him as he exulted over the approaching tri- 
umph, and said to herself that she would henceforth look after 
him more closely in order to prevent the follies of which he 
would otherwise certainly be guilty. However, she could not 
bring herself to treat him with severity. 

‘Your son came here to invite you to dinner,’ she said, 
‘on behalf of Madame de Jeumont.’ 

‘Oh, she had already written to me!’ he exclaimed. ‘I 
forgot to tell you that I am going there this evening. It bores 
me terribly, tired as I am.’ 

Then he went off, after once more kissing her white hair. 
She returned to her work again, with her wonted kindly, 
indulgent smile. She had forced herself to subdue her feel- 
ings. Was she not, after all, but a friend—a friend in all things ? 
The thought of jealousy caused her shame. She wished to 
rise superior to the pain it might bring her. For, despite 
everything, she loved him with all her courageous, charitable 
heart. It was the triumph of love—that fellow Saccard, that 
financial bandit of the streets, loved so completely, so abso- 
lutely by that adorable woman because she beheld him, brave 
and active, creating a world, making life. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
THE BOOM BEGINS 


Ir was on April 1, in the midst of fétes, that the Universal 
Exhibition of 1867 was opened with triumphal splendour. 
The Empire’s great ‘season’ was beginning, that supreme 
gala season which was to turn Paris into the hostelry of the 
entire world—a hostelry gay with bunting, song, and music, 
where there was feasting and love-making in every room. 
Never had a régime at the zenith of its power convoked the 
nations to such a colossal spree. From the four corners of 
the earth a long procession of emperors, kings, and princes 
started on the march towards the Tuileries, which were all 
ablaze like some palace in the crowning scene of an extrava- 
ganze. 

And it was at this same period, a fortnight after the 
Exhibition opened, that Saccard inaugurated the monumental 
pile in which he had insisted upon lodging the Universal. 
Six months had sufficed to erect it; workmen had toiled day 
and night without losing an hour, performing a miracle which 
is only possible in Paris; and a superb facade was now dis- 
played, rich in flowery ornamentation, suggestive in some 
respects of a temple, in others of a music hall—a facade of 
such a luxurious aspect that passers-by stopped short in 
groups to gaze upon it. And within all was sumptuous; the 
millions in the coffers seemed to have streamed along the 
walls. A grand staircase led to the board-room, which was all 
purple and gold, as splendid as the auditorium of an opera 
house. On every side you found carpets and hangings, offices 
fitted up with a dazzling wealth of furniture. Fastened in 
the walls of the basement, where the share offices were 
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installed, were huge safes, with deep oven-like mouths, and 
transparent glass partitions enabled the public to perceive 
them, ranged there like the barrels of gold that figure in the 
folk-tales, and in which slumber the incalculable treasures of 
the fairies. And the nations with their kings on their way 
to the Exhibition would be able to come and view them, for all 
was ready, the new building awaited them, to dazzle them, 
catch them one by one, like an irresistible golden trap scin- 
tillating in the sunlight. 

Saccard was enthroned in a most sumptuously adorned 
office with Louis Quatorze furniture of Genoa velvet and gilded 
woodwork. The staff had again been increased ; it exceeded 
four hundred employees; so now it was quite an army that 
Saccard commanded with the pomp of a tyrant who is both 
adored and obeyed, for he was very open-handed in the 
matter of presents and gratuities. And, despite his mere title 
of manager, it was he in reality who reigned, above the chair- 
man of the board, above the board itself, which simply ratified 
his orders. Madame Caroline was consequently ever on the 
alert, busy in finding out his decisions, to try and thwart 
them if she thought it necessary. She disapproved of this 
new, unduly magnificent establishment, though she could not 
blame it in principle, having recognised the necessity of 
having larger quarters in the fine days when she had been 
all confidence, and had joked her brother for growing anxious. 
The argument she now used in combating all this luxury 
was that the Bank lost its aspect of honest modesty, of deep 
religious gravity. What would the customers, accustomed to 
the monkish solemnity, the discreet half-light prevailing on 
the ground floor of the Rue Saint Lazare, think on entering 
this palace in tho Rue de Londres, with its lofty storeys 
enlivened with sound and flooded with light? Saccard 
answered that they would be overwhelmed with admiration 
and respect, that those who brought five francs would take 
ten from their pockets, swayed by self-pride and intoxicated 
with confidence. And he was right in thus estimating the 
effect of all this tinsel. The success of the building was 
prodigious; as an effective advertisement it surpassed Jan- 
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trou’s most extraordinary puffs. The pious little capitalists 
of the quiet parts of Paris, the poor country priests arriving 
in the morning from the railway stations, stood gaping beati- 
fically before the doors, and came out flushed with pleasure 
at the thought of having their funds in such a palace, 

In reality, the point which more particularly vexed 
Madame Caroline was that she could no longer constantly be 
in the establishment exercising supervision. She was only able 
to go to the Rue de Londres at long intervals on some pre- 
textorother. She now lived alone in the workroom at home, 
and scarcely saw Saccard, except in the evening. He had 
kept his rooms in the Rue Saint Lazare, but the entire 
ground floor, as well as the offices on the first floor, remained 
closed; and the Princess d'Orviedo, happy in reality at being 
freed from the remorse of having that bank, that money shop, 
installed underneath her, did not even try to re-let the 
premises, indifferent as she was to the question of making 
money, even in the most legitimate way. The empty house, 
echoing to every passing vehicle, seemed like a tomb. 
Madame Caroline now only heard that quivering echo 
ascending through the ceilings from the closed wickets whence 
for two years there had ever come a faint jingling of gold. 
Her days now seemed to her of greater length and increasing 
dulness. Yet she worked a great deal, always kept busy by 
her brother, who required her to do no end of writing for 
him. At times, though, she would pause in her work and 
listen, instinctively feeling anxious, desirous of knowing what 
was going on at the Bank. But she heard nothing, not a 
breath; the rooms below were stripped of their furniture, 
empty, dark, securely locked. Then a little shiver would 
come upon her and she would forget herself for a few minutes 
in her anxiety. What were they doing in the Rue de 
Londres? Was not the crack appearing at that very moment 
——the crack which would cause the collapse of the whole 
edifice ? 

A report, vague and faint as yet, was spreading to the 
effect that Saccard contemplated a fresh issue of shares. He 
Wished to raise the Bank’s capital from one hundred to 
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one hundred and fifty millions. It was a time of particular 
excitement, the fatal time when all the prosperities of the 
reign, the vast works which had transformed the city of Paris, 
the frenzied circulation of money, the furore of luxury and 
greed, were bound to culminate in a high fever of speculation. 
Each wished to have his share of wealth and risked his for- 
tune on the tapis vert, in order to increase it tenfold and reap 
enjoyment like so many others who had enriched themselves 
in a single night. The banners of the Exhibition flapping in 
the sunlight, the illuminations and orchestras of the Champ 
de Mars, the crowds from all over the world which streamed 
along the streets, completed the intoxication of the Parisians, 
made them dream alike of inexhaustible wealth and sovereign 
dominion. During the clear evenings, from all -the huge city 
en féte, seated at table in exotic restaurants, amid a colossal 
fair where pleasure was freely sold under the stars, there’arose 
the supreme fit of madness, the joyous, voracious folly which 
seizes upon great capitals threatened with destruction. And 
Saccard, with the scent of a cut-purse, had so clearly divined 
the advent of this paroxysm, this desire of one and all to 
empty their pockets and throw their money to the winds, that 
he had just doubled the amount allowed for advertising, 
urging Jantrou to raise the most deafening din. 

Day by day, ever since the opening of the Exhibition, the 
voice of the Press had been like a peal of bells ringing the 
praises of the Universal. Hach morning brought its clash of 
cymbals to make the world turn round and look: some extra- 
ordinary news ‘ par,’ some story of a lady who had forgotten 
a hundred shares in a cab; some extract from an account of 
@ journey in Asia Minor, in which it was explained that the 
first Napoleon had predicted the advent of the establishment 
in the Rue de Londres; some leading article in which the 
réle of this financial house was considered from a political 
point of view in connection with the approaching solution of 
the Eastern question, to say nothing of the constant notes in 
the financial journals, all enlisted and marching together in a 
compact mass. Jantrou had made annual contracts with the 
small financial prints, which assured him a column in every 
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number; and in utilising this column he displayed astonish- 
ing fertility and variety of imagination, going so far even as 
to attack the Bank, for the sake of refuting the attack and 
triumphing afterwards. The famous pamphlet which he had 
meditated had just been launched through the entire world 
to the extent of a million copies. His new agency was also 
established—that agency which, under the pretext of sending 
a financial bulletin to the provincial newspapers, made itself 
absolute master of the market in all the important towns. 
And finally ‘L’Espérance,’ shrewdly conducted, was daily 
acquiring greater political importance. Much attention had 
been attracted by a series of articles issued after the decree of 
January 19, which to the old formula of an address from the 
Corps Législatif substituted the right of interpellation—a 
fresh concession on the part of the Emperor on his path to 
the re-establishment of Parliamentary liberty. Saccard, who 
inspired these articles, did not venture to openly attack his 
brother, who, despite everything, was still Minister of State, 
resigned, such was his passion for power, to defend to-day 
that which he had condemned yesterday ; still it could be 
seen that the financier was on the look-out, watching Rougon 
in his false position, caught as he was between the Third 
Party hungering for his inheritance, and the Clericals who 
had leagued themselves with the despotic Bonapartists against 
the establishment of a liberal empire. Indeed, insinuations 
were already beginning; the paper was again becoming a 
mouthpiece of militant Catholicism, commenting tartly on 
each one of the Minister’s acts. The accession of ‘L’Espér- 
ance’ to the ranks of the Opposition journals would mean 
popularity, and would finish carrying the name of the Uni- 
versal to the four corners, not only of France, but of the 
world. 

Then, as an effect of all the formidable advertising, the 
probability of an increase of capital, the rumour of a new 
issue of fifty millions, fevered even the most sensible of that 
agitated society, ripe for every folly. From humble dwellings 
to aristocratic mansions, from the dark dens of door-porters 
to the drawing-rooms of duchesses, all heads took fire; the 
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general infatuation became blind faith, heroic and ready for 
battle. Folks enumerated the great things done by the 
Universal—its first startling successes, its unexpected dividends, 
such as no other company had distributed in the early phases 
of its existence. They recalled that happy idea of the United 
Steam Navigation Company, which had so speedily yielded a 
magnificent profit, and whose shares already commanded a 
premium of a hundred francs, Then there was the Carmel 
silver-mine, with its miraculous yield of the precious metal, to 
which a reverend preacher had referred during Lent from the 
pulpit of Notre-Dame, calling it a gift from the Most High to 
trusting Christians.! And, besides this, there was another 
company established to work the immense deposits of coal 
which had been discovered; and yet another which was 
going to work the vast Lebanon forests, felling a certain 
number of trees every year, to say nothing of the establish- 
ment of that substantial concern, the National Turkish Bank 
at Constantinople. 

There had not been one check; good fortune, ever on the 
increase, changed everything that the Universal touched into 
gold. There was already a large ensemble of prosperous 
creations, providing an immovable basis for future operations 
and justifying the rapid increase of the capital. Then there 
was the future which opened before overheated imaginations 
—the future so big with great enterprises that it necessitated 
that call for another fifty millions, the mere announcement 
of which was sufficient to upset men’s brains. In this respect 
there was an unlimited field for Bourse and drawing-room 
rumours; however, the approaching grand affair of the 
Oriental Railway Company stood out amid all other projects, 
found its way into all conversations, decried by some and 
exalted by others. 

The women especially became excited, and carried on 
enthusiastic propaganda in favour of the scheme. In 
boudoirs and at gala dinners, behind flowery jardiniéres at 


1 This reminds one of a reverend gentleman who in @ similar way 
extolled the blessings and benefits of the Liberator Society. —Zrans, 
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the late hour of tea,' even in the depths of alcoves, there were 
charming, persuasive, caressing creatures who thus catechised 
men: ‘ What! you have no Universals? But they are the 
only shares worth having! Make haste and buy some Uni- 
versals if you wish me to love you!’ It was the new Crusade, 
they said, the conquest of Asia, which the Crusaders of Peter 
the Hermit and Saint Louis had been unable to effect, and 
which they, these ladies, undertook to accomplish with their 
little purses of chain gold. They all pretended to be well- 
informed, and talked in technical terms of the main line which 
would be opened first from Broussa to Beyrout by way of 
Angora and Aleppo. Later on would come the branch line 
from Smyrna to Angora; later, that from Trebizond to 
Angora by way of Erzeroum and Sivas; later still, that from 
Damascus to Beyrout. And then they smiled, and winked, 
and whispered that perhaps there would be another one, oh! 
a long time hence, from Beyrout to Jerusalem, by way of the 
old cities of the coast—Saida, Saint Jean d’Acre, and Jaffa. 
And afterwards, mon Dieu! who could tell? there might be 
one from Jerusalem to Port Said and Alexandria. To say 
nothing of the fact that Bagdad was not far from Damascus, 
and that, if a line should be carried to that point, why, 
Persia, India, and China would some day be united to the 
West. 

Ata word from their pretty lips it seemed as though the 
treasures of the Caliphs were found again and were shining 
resplendently, as in some tale of the ‘ Arabian Nights.’ The 
jewels and gems of dreamland rained into the coffers of the 
palace in the Rue de Londres; whilst Carmel supplied 
smoking incense and a vague, delicate background of Biblical 
legends, hallowing the mighty appetite for gain. Did it not 
mean Kden reconquered, the Holy Land delivered, religion 
triumphing in the very cradle of humanity? And then the 
ladies paused, refusing to say any more, but their eyes beam- 
ing at thought of that which it was necessary to hide. That 

* Five o’clock tea was not then, as now, an institution in Parisian 
society. Tea, when drunk at all, made its appearance in the drawing- 
room some hours after dinner.— Trans, 
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could not even be whispered in a lover's ear. Many of these 
ladies were ignorant of the secret, but none the less pretended 
to know it. That was the mystery, the thing which per- 
chance might never happen, and which perchance might 
some day burst upon the world like a thunderbolt: Jerusalem 
purchased from the Sultan, given to the Pope with Syria 
for a kingdom; the Papacy provided with a revenue supplied 
by a Catholic bank—the Treasury of the Holy Sepulchre— 
which would place it beyond the pale of political disturb- 
ances; briefly, Catholicism would be rejuvenated, would be no 
longer forced to any compromises, but would acquire renewed 
authority, and dominate the world from the summit of the 
height where Christ the man expired. 

And of a morning now, in his luxurious Louis Quatorze 
office, Saccard was forced to forbid his door when he wished 
to work; for there were endless assaulting parties, or rather 
® court procession, coming, as it were, to a king’s levée— 
courtiers, business people, applicants of all kinds soliciting and 
adoring his omnipotence. One morning, during the early days 
of July, he was particularly inflexible, giving the most stringent 
orders to admit no one. Whilst the ante-room was filling 
with people, who, despite the usher, persisted in waiting 
and hoping that they would be received, he shut himself up 
with two heads of departments to finish planning the new 
issue of shares. After examining various projects, he pro- 
nounced in favour of a combination which, thanks to this 
new issue of a hundred thousand shares, would permit the 
complete release of the two hundred thousand old ones, upon 
each of which only one hundred and twenty-five francs had 
been paid. This result was arrived at by issuing the new 
shares—which were reserved for existing shareholders—at the 
price of eight hundred and fifty francs; that is to say, five 
hundred francs for the share itself and three hundred and 
fifty francs premium, this premium effecting the proposed 
release. However, certain complications arose, due to the 
large amount of its own stock which the Bank held, and it 
‘was necessary to find a means of filling up certain gaps, the 
worry of which acted upon Saccard’s nerves, The sound of the 
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voices in the ante-room, moreover, irritated him. That cring- 
ing Paris, whose homage he usually received with the good- 
nature of a despot prone to familiarity, filled him on this 
occasion with contempt. And Dejoie, who served him as 
usher in the morning, having ventured to take a roundabout 
way and enter by a little door opening from a passage, he 
turned on him ina fury: ‘ What! Itold you nobody, nobody; 
do you understand? Here! take my walking stick, place it 
at my door, and let them kiss it.’ 

Dejoie impassively ventured to insist. ‘Excuse me, 
monsieur, it is the Countess de Beauvilliers. She begged 
so hard, and, as I know Monsieur wishes to be agreeable to 
her : 

‘What!’ cried Saccard in a fit of anger; ‘Ict her go to 
the devil with the others.’ 

Then with a gesture of repressed wrath he immediately 
reconsidered the matter: ‘Show her in,’ said he, ‘ since it 
seems certain that I cannot be left in peace. And by the 
little door, mind, so that the whole flock may not enter with 
her.’ 

The welcome which he extended to the Countess de 
Beauvilliers was fraught with the abruptness of a man just 
recovering from excitement. Iiven the sight of Alice, who 
accompanied her mother, silently meditating, did not calm 
him. He had sent the two heads of departments away, and 
was only thinking of how soon he would be able to call them 
back so as to continue his work. 

‘Pray speak quickly, madame, for I am terribly busy.’ 

The Countess, always slow with her words and movements, 
always preserving the sadness of a fallen queen, stopped 
short in evident surprise. ‘But if I disturb you, monsieur ’— 
she began. 

He had to offer them seats, and the girl, the braver of the 
two, sat down the first in a resolute way whilst her mother 

‘continued : ‘I have come for some advice, monsieur. I am in 
a state of very painful uncertainty, and am afraid that I shall 
never be able to come to a decision by myself.’ 

Then she reminded him that at the time of the establish- 
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ment of the Bank she had taken a hundred shares, which she 
had doubled at the time of the first increase of capital and 
again at the time of the second increase, so that she now held 
four hundred shares, upon which, inclusive of premiums, she 
had paid the sum of eighty-seven thousand francs. Twenty 
thousand francs of this amount had been supplied by her 
savings, and the rest—some seventy thousand—she had been 
forced to borrow on her farm, Les Aublets. 

‘And it now happens,’ she continued, ‘that I have just 
found a purchaser for the farm. And I understand that there 
is to be a new issue of shares. If that is so, I may perhaps 
place our entire fortune in your house.’ 

Saccard was now calming down, flattered at finding these 
two poor women, the last members of a great and ancient 
race, so trustful and anxious in his presence. He went into 
figures and rapidly supplied them with information. 

‘A new issue—yes, there is to be one, I am just attending 
to it,’ he said. ‘The shares will be priced at eight hundred 
and fifty francs, inclusive of premium, You say that you now 
have four hundred shares; well, two hundred of these new 
ones will be allotted to you; so that you will be required to 
pay one hundred and seventy thousand francs. But all your 
shares will be released, and you will have six hundred belong- 
ing to you entirely without any further liability with regard 
to them.’ . 

They did not understand, and he had to explain to them 
how the premium would release the shares; and they turned 
a little pale at the big figures that were mentioned, oppressed 
by a thought of what an audacious stroke they would have 
to risk. 

‘As for the money,’ murmured the mother at last, ‘ that 
will be all right. I am offered two hundred and forty thou- 
sand francs for Les Aublets, which were formerly worth four 
hundred thousand ; so that, after repaying the sum I have 
already borrowed, there would be just enough left to pay for 
the shares. But what a terrible thing, mon Diew! this for- 
tune displaced, our whole existence ventured in this fashion t’ 

Her hands trembled, and there was a spell of silence, 
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during which she reflected how this financial machinery had 
already drawn in both her savings and the seventy thousand 
francs that she had borrowed, and now threatened to take the 
entire farm. Her old respect for landed property, ploughed 
fields, meadows and forests, her repugnance for traffic in 
money—that base calling of the Jews, unworthy of her race— 
came back to her and filled her with anguish at this decisive 
moment, when everything was on the point of being con- 
summated. Her daughter meantime looked at her in silence, 
with her pure yet ardent eyes. 

Saccard gave an encouraging smile. 

‘Well,’ said he, ‘it ig very certain that you will have to 
place confidence in us. But there are the figures. Examine 
them, and hesitation seems to me impossible. Suppose you 
decide to do it, then you will have six hundred shares, which 
will have cost you two hundred and fifty-seven thousand 
francs. Now they are quoted to-day at an average rate of 
thirteen hundred francs, which would give you a total of 
seven hundred and eighty thousand francs. You have already 
more than tripled your money. And it will continue; you 
will see how the quotations will go up after the new issue! I 
promise you that your shares will be worth a million before 
the end of the year.’ 

‘Oh, mamma!’ said Alice, allowing the words to escape 
her in a sigh, as if despite herself. 

A million! The mansion in the Rue Saint-Lazare freed 
from its mortgages, cleansed of the mire of poverty! Life 
replaced on a proper footing; an end to the nightmare of 
those who have a carriage but lack bread! ‘he daughter 
married, with a respectable dowry, able at last to have a 
husband and children, that joy which is permitted to the 
lowest, poorest creature of the streets! The son, whom the 
climate of Rome was killing, relieved, able to maintain his 
rank, pending the time when he might serve the great cause, 
which at present utilised him so little! The mother re- 
instated in her high position, able to pay her coachman, 
no longer hesitating to add a dish to her Tuesday dinners, no 
longer forced to fast for the rest of the week! That million 
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flamed before them; it meant salvation, the realisation of 
their dream. 

Conquered for her own part, the Countess turned to her 
daughter to ask for her adhesion: ‘ Well, what do you think 
of it? 

But the girl would say nothing more; she let her eyelids 
slowly fall to hide the glow of her eyes. 

‘Ah! true,’ continued the mother, smiling in her turn, ‘IT 
had forgotten that you wished to let me remain sole mistress 
in the matter. But I know how brave you are, and all that 
you hope for.’ 

Then, addressing Saccard, she said: ‘Ah! people speak 
so highly of you, monsieur. We can go nowhere without 
hearing the most beautiful and touching things about you. It 
is not only the Princess d’Orviedo, but all my friends, who 
are enthusiastic over your work. Many of them are jealous 
of me because I was one of your first shareholders, and if I 
were to take their advice I should sell even my mattresses in 
order to buy more shares.’ 

She jested in a mild, gentle way. ‘I even think them a 
trifle crazy,’ she continued— yes. really a trifle crazy. No 
doubt it is because Iam no longer young enough to under- 
stand it all. But my daughter is one of your admirers. She 
believes in your mission, and carries on propaganda in all the 
houses where we visit.’ 

Quite charmed, Saccard looked at Alice, who at that 
moment was so animated, so penetrated with lively faith, that 
she actually seemed to him very pretty, albeit already faded, 
with yellow complexion, and scraggy neck. And he deemed 
himself very great and good at the idea of having brought 
happiness to that sad creature whom the mere hope of a 
husband sufficed to beautify. 

‘Ob!’ said she in a very low, seemingly distant voice,  ’tis 
so beautiful to think of, that conquest yonder—yes, a new era, 
the Cross radiant-—— ’ 

But that was the mystery of which no one spoke; and her 
voice sank lower yet, died away in a breath of rapture. More- 
over, Saccard reduced her to silence by a friendly gesture, for 
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in hig presence he would not tolerate any mention of the 
grand affair, the supreme, hidden end. His gesture implied 
that it was necessary one should always aim at attaining that 
end, but that one should never open one’s lips to speak about 
it. In the sanctuary the censers swung in the hands of 
the few initiated. 

After an interval of feeling silence, the Countess at last 
rose. ‘ Well, monsieur,’ said she, ‘I am convinced. I shall 
send my notary word that I accept the offer which is made 
for Les Aublets. May God forgive me, if I do wrong !’ 

Standing before her, Saccard declared with mingled gravity 
and emotion : ‘It is God himself who inspires you, madame; 
be certain of it.’! 

And as he accompanied them into the little passage, 
avoiding the ante-room, which was still thronged with people, 
he met Dejoie, who was prowling about with an embarrassed 
air. 

‘ What’s the matter? Not someone else, I hope?’ 

‘No, no, monsieur. If I dared to ask Monsieur’s advice— 
it is for myself.’ 

And he manceuvred in such a way that Saccard found 
himself in his office again, while Dejoie stood on the threshold 
in a very deferential attitude. 

‘For you. Ah! true, you are a sharcholder also. Well, 
my man, take the new shares which will be reserved for you ; 
take them even if you must sell your shirts todo so. That is 
the advice which I give to all our friends.’ 

‘Oh! monsieur, the slice is too big a one, my daughter 
and I are not so ambitious. At the outset I took eight shares 
with the four thousand francs which my poor wife saved up 
and left tous; and I still only have those eight, for at the 
time of the other issues, you see, when the capital was twice 
doubled, we hadn’t the money to take up the shares which we 
were entitled to purchase. No, no, that is not the question ; 
one need not be so greedy as that. I simply wanted to ask 


1 One can imagine these words in the mouth of a certain eminent 
financier whose victims are at the present time (January 1894) suppli- 
cating their countrymen for 4 crust to relieve their need.— Trans. 
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Monsieur, without offending him, if he is of opinion that I 
ought to sell ?’ 

‘What! that you ought to sell ?’ 

Thereupon, with all sorts of circumlocutions, prompted 
by anxiety and respect, Dejoie explained his situation. At 
their present price of thirteen hundred francs his eight shares 
represented a total of ten thousand four hundred francs. So he 
could easily give Nathalie the dowry of six thousand franes 
which the pasteboard-maker required. But, in presence of 
the continual rise of the shares, an appetite for money had 
come to him also—an idea, vague at first and then all-absorb- 
ing, of securing a share of the spoil for himself, a little income 
of six hundred francs a year, which would enable him to retire. 
For that, a capital of twelve thousand francs would be required, 
which added to his daughter’s portion of six thousand would 
make the, to him, enormous total of eighteen thousand francs ; 
and he despaired of ever getting such an amount together, for 
to do so he must wait till the shares should rise to a value of 
two thousand three hundred francs. 

‘You understand, monsieur,’ said he. ‘If the shares won’t 
rise any higher I prefer to sell, because Nathalie’s happiness 
should come before everything, shouldn’t it? But if they 
continue going up, why, I shall be heartsick at the thought of 
having sold them.’ 

‘Come, my man, you are stupid!’ exclaimed Saccard 
vehemently. ‘Do you think that we are going to stop at 
thirteen hundred ? Do J sell? You shall have your eighteen 
thousand franes, I answer for it. And now be off and turn 
out all those people—tell them that I have gone.’ 

When he found himself alone again, Saccard recalled the 
two heads of departments and was able to finish his work in 
peace. 

It was decided that an extraordinary meeting of share- 
holders should be held in August in order to vote the fresh 
increase of capital. Hamelin, who was to preside, landed at 
Marseilles towards the end of July. For two months past-his 
sister, in each letter that she had written him, had been more 
and more pressingly advising him to return. Amidst all the 
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success of the Bank, which day by day was growing more 
pronounced, she experienced an instinctive feeling that danger 
was covertly approaching, an unreasoning fear which she did 
not even dare to speak of; and she preferred that her brother 
should be on the spot to see things for himself, for she had 
come to the point of distrusting her own mind, of fearing 
that she might be strengthless against Saccard and allow 
herself to be blinded to such a degree even as to betray this 
brother whom she loved so much. Ought she not to have 
confessed her liaison to him—that liaison which, in the inno- 
cence of his piety and science, passing through life in igno- 
rance of so many of its aspects, he certainly did not suspect? 
This idea was extremely painful to her; and she at last 
sought refuge in cowardly compromises; she discussed with 
duty, which, now that she knew the man and his past, clearly 
ordered her to tell everything, that her brother might be on 
his guard. In her hours of strength she promised herself 
that she would have a decisive explanation, and would not 
suffer the uncontrolled disposal of such large sums of money 
by criminal hands, in which so many millions had already 
melted away to the ruin of such numbers of people. Was it 
not the only virile, honest course she could take, the only 
course worthy of her? Then her lucidity, however, left her ; 
she grew weak and temporized;finding no grievances except 
the irregularities common to all financial houses, as he 
affirmed. Perhaps he was right in telling her with a laugh 
that the monster she dreaded was success, that success which 
in Paris resounds and strikes like a thunderbolt, and which 
left her trembling, as if under the suddenness and anguish of 
@ catastrophe. She no longer knew what to do; there were 
even times when she admired him the more, full of that infinite 
affection which she retained for him, albeit she had ceased to 
esteem him. Never would she have thought her heart so 
complicated ; she felt herself a woman; she feared lest she 
might not be able to act. And so she was very happy at her 
brother’s return. 

On the very afternoon of Hamelin’s arrival Saccard 
atranged to see him in the work-room, where they were 
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certain of not being disturbed, in order to submit to him the 
resolutions which the board of directors would have to approve 
of before they could be laid before the shareholders. Bya 
tacit agreement, however, the brother and sister met shortly 
before the time agreed upon, and finding themselves alone 
together were in a position to talk freely. Hamelin had come 
back very gay, delighted at having brought his complicated 
railway affair to a successful issue in that Eastern country, 
which was slumbering in idleness and where political, admin- 
istrative, and financial obstacles were ever cropping up to 
defeat all efforts. However, in his case, the success was 
complete; they would start on the first works, work-yards 
would be opened in all directions as soon as the company 
should be definitely formed in Paris, and he was so enthu- 
siastic, so confident in the future, that Madame Caroline 
acquired yet another reason for preserving silence—it would 
cost her so much to spoil that beautiful delight. Nevertheless 
she expressed some doubts to put him on his guard against the 
infatuation which was carrying away the public. He checked 
her and looked her in the face. Did she know of anything 
suspicious ? If so, why didn’t she speak out? And she did 
not speak, she was unable to think of any precise charge. 
When Saccard came into the room, not having yet seen 
Hamelin since his return, he threw his arms round his neck 
and embraced him with the exubcrant affection of a man from 
the South. Then, when Hamelin had confirmed his last 
letters and given him particulars of the absolute success 
which had attended his long sojourn abroad, he waxed enthu- 
siastic. ‘Ah! my dear fellow,’ said he, ‘this time we are 
going to become the masters of Paris, the kings of the market. 
I have been working hard too; I have an extraordinary idea ; 
you shall see.’ ; 
He forthwith explained his plan, which was, first, to raise 
the Bank’s capital from one hundred to one hundred and fifty 
millions by issuing a hundred thousand new shares, and, 
secondly, to release the whole of the shares, the old as well 
as the new ones. He intended, he said, to offer the new 
shares at the price of eight hundred and fifty francs, employ- 
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ing the premium of three hundred and fifty francs per share 
to build up a reserve fund, which, with the amounts already 
set aside at each distribution, would reach the figure of five 
and twenty millions. And all that remained for him to do 
was to find an equal sum so as to have in hand the fifty 
millions that would be necessary to release the two hundred 
thousand old shares. It was here that his so-called extra- 
ordinary idea came in. It was to draw up an approximative 
estimate of the current year’s profits, which in his opinion 
would at the least amount to thirty-six millions of francs. 
From these he could quietly take the twenty-five millions 
which he needed. And so, from December 81, 1867, the 
Universal would have a definitive capital of a hundred and 
fifty millions represented by three hundred thousand fully 
paid-up shares. They would afterwards unify the stock and 
make the shares payable to bearer in order to facilitate their 
free circulation on the market. That would be the stroke of 
genius entailing perfect triumph. 

‘Yes, a stroke of genius,’ he repeated ; ‘the expression is 
none too strong.’ 

Hamelin, somewhat dazed, turned over the pages of 
Saccard’s memoir on the subject, examining the figures. ‘1 
hardly like this premature balance-sheet,’ he said at last. 
‘These are real dividends that you will be giving your share- 
holders, since you will release their shares; and one must be 
certain that the amounts are really earned, for otherwise we 
might be rightly accused of distributing fictitious dividends.’ 

Saccard grew excited. ‘What! ButI am below the esti- 
mates! Just look and you will seeif I have been reasonable ; 
won't the steamers, the Carmel mine, and the Turkish bank 
yield larger profits than those which I have put down? You 
have brought me bulletins of victory from over yonder ; every- 
thing is marching on, everything is prosperous, and yet you 
cavil about the certainty of success! ’ 

Hamelin smiled, and calmed him with a gesture. Yes, 
yes! he had faith in the future. Only he preferred that 
things should take their regular course. 

‘And indeed,’ said Madame Caroline, gently, ‘ why should 
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you hurry? Could not we wait till April for this increase of 
capital? Or, since you need twenty-five millions more, why 
not issue the stock at a thousand or twelve hundred francs at 
once, for in that way you would not require to anticipate the 
profits of the current year?’ 

Saccard looked at her momentarily nonplussed, astonished 
that that this idea should have occurred to her. 

‘No doubt,’ said he, ‘if the shares were issued at eleven 
hundred francs, instead of at eight hundred and fifty, we 
should then have exactly the twenty-five millions we want.’ 

‘Then settle things in that way,’ she resumed : ‘ you can 
hardly fear that the shareholders will kick at it. They will 
pay eleven hundred francs as readily as eight hundred and 
fifty.’ 

‘Oh yes, that is certain,’ said Saccard. ‘They'll pay 
whatever we like, and they’ll even fight together to decide 
who shall pay most. They have quite lost their heads and 
would storm the building to bring us their money.’ 

All at once, however, he recovered his self-possession, and 
with a violent start of protest exclaimed: ‘ But come, what are 
you talking about? I don’t want toask them eleven hundred 
franos on any account. It would really be too foolish and 
too simple. Understand that in these financial matters it is 
always necessary to strike the imagination. The grand idea 
is to take money out of people’s pockets before it has even got 
into them. They at once imagine that they are not parting 
with it. They fancy even that a present is being made to 
them. And besides, can’t you see what a colossal effect will 
be produced by the newspapers notifying these anticipated 
profits, announcing with a flourish of trumpets these thirty- 
six millions gained in advance? Why, the whole Bourse will 
take fire; our shares will be quoted at over two thousand 
francs, and will keep on rising and rising till there will be no 
stopping them.’ 

He gesticulated as he spoke, erect, and stretching his little 
legs till he really became taller, his arms waving among the 
stars, like the inspired bard of Money, whose poetio flight, 
no failure, no ruin had ever been able to check. To urge on 
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his enterprises, to keep them at a feverish gallop—that was his 
instinctive system, the course into which he dashed, both 
heart and soul. He had compelled success, kindled every 
greed by that lightning march of the Universal—three issues 
of shares in three years, the capital leaping from five and 
twenty to fifty, one hundred, and one hundred and fifty 
millions with a speed which seemed to denote miraculous 
prosperity. And the dividends also had increased by leaps 
and bounds—nothing the first year, then ten francs, then 
thirty-three francs per share, and now thirty-six millions to 
be apportioned amongst the entire stock and release it. And 
all this had been achieved amidst the deceptive overheating 
of the machine, the fictitious subscription of shares and their 
retention by the Bank, in order to make people believe that 
they had really been taken up. Yes, it had been achieved 
thanks to the impulse imparted by speculation at the Bourse, 
where each fresh increase of capital had determined such an 
exaggerated rise in the quotations. 

Still deep in his examination of Saccard’s scheme, 
Hamelin had not supported his sister in her remarks. 

Shaking his head, he now reverted to questions of detail. 

‘ None the less, I don’t approve of your anticipated balance- 
sheet, since the profits have not actually been made. I am 
not now referring to our enterprises, although, like all human 
affairs, they may meet with accidents. But I see here the 
Sabatani account, three thousand and odd shares, representing 
more than two millions of francs. Now you place these to 
our credit, whereas we ought to be debited with them, for 
Sabatani is only our man of straw. We can say these things 
between ourselves, can we not? And stay! I also see here 
the names of several of our employees, even some of our 
directors, all of them préte-noms—oh! I can guess it easily 
enough, you need not tell me. It makes me tremble to see 
that we are keeping such a large number of our shares. We 
not only do not take in the cash which they ‘epresent, but we 
bring ourselves to a standstill so far as they are concerned, 
and we shall end by devouring ourselves some day.’ 

Madame Caroline gave him an encouraging look, for he 
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was at last giving voice to her hidden fears; he was putting 
his finger on the cause of the secret uneasiness which had 
grown up within her as success increased. ‘Oh! gambling! 
gambling!’ she murmured. 

‘But we do not gamble,’ cried Saccard. ‘ Only it is surely 
allowable for us to keep up the price of our stock, and we 
should be fools if we did not prevent Gundermann and others 
from bringing it down by playing against us for a fall. 
Although they have not quite dared to do so yet, it may come 
all the same. That is why I am rather glad we have a certain 
number of our shares in hand, and I warn you, if they.force 
me to it, I am even ready to buy some of those in the market 
—yes, I'll even buy rather than see the quotations fall by a 
single centime.’ 

He spoke these last words with extraordinary vehemence, 
as if he were swearing that he would die rather than suffer 
defeat. However, by dint of effort he afterwards calmed him- 
self, and began to laugh, though not without some peevish- 
ness. ‘ So distrust is coming back again, is it?’ he said. ‘I 
thought we had had an explanation once for all about all 
these matters. You consented to place yourselves in my 
hands, so let me go ahead. I seek nothing but your fortune, 
a great, great fortune.’ He paused and lowered his voice as 
though frightened himself by the enormity of hisdesire. ‘Do 
you know what I want?’ he whispered. ‘Why, I want the 
shares to be quoted at three thousand francs!’ 

He waved his hand, as though over yonder, in space, he 
could behold that triumphant quotation blazing in figures of 
fire which set the horizon of the Bourse all aglow and 
ascended to the heavens like stars. 

‘It is madness!’ said Madame Caroline, 

‘As soon as prices exceed two thousand francs,’ Hamelin 
declared, ‘each fresh rise will constitute a danger; and for 
my own part I warn you that I shall sell my shares so as not 
to take part in such lunacy.’ 

By way of reply Saccard began to hum a tune. People 
always talk of selling and yet do not sell. He would enrich 
them, despite themselves. Then again he began to smile ina 
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very affectionate, though somewhat mocking way. ‘ Trust 
me,’ said he. ‘It seems to me that I haven’t managed 
your affairs so badly until now. Sadowa brought you a 
- million.’ 

This was true; the Hamelins had forgotten it. Yet they 
had accepted that million fished out of the troubled waters of 
the Bourse. For a moment they remained silent, turning 
pale, with the heart-pang felt by those who are still honest 
but are no longer certain whether they have acted rightly. 
Had the leprosy of gambling seized upon them also? Were 
they, too, rotting in that maddening atmosphere of Money in 
which circumstances compelled them to live ? 

‘No doubt that is so,’ the engineer at last muttered; ‘ but 
if I had been here-——’ 

Saccard would not let him finish. ‘Nonsense,’ said he. 
‘You need feel no remorse; it was only so much money re- 
gained from those dirty Jews !’ 

At this all three began to laugh; and Madame Caroline, 
having seated herself, made a gesture of tolerance and resig- 
nation. Could one let oneself be devoured and not devour 
others? It was life. To do otherwise would require virtues 
of too sublime a character, or else the solitude of a cloister, 
far from all temptation. 

‘Come, come!’ Saccard continued gaily. ‘ Do not appear to 
spit upon money: in the first place, it would be idiotic to do 
80; and secondly, it is only the powerless who disdain power. 
It would be illogical to kill yourselves in labouring to enrich 
others without cutting off the share you are legitimately 
entitled to. Otherwise, you might just as well go to bed and 
sleep!’ He dominated them and would not permit them to 
say another word. ‘Do you know that you will soon have 
a pretty sum in your pockets?’ he exclaimed. ‘ Wait a 
moment.’ And then, with a school-boy’s petulance, he rushed 
to Madame Caroline’s table, and, taking a pencil and a sheet 
of paper, began covering the latter with figures. ‘Wait!’ he 
said again. ‘Iam going to draw up your account. Oh! I 
know it. At the outset you had five hundred shares, doubled 
a first time and‘then doubled again, so that you now hold two 
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thousand. And you will have three thousand after our next 
issue.’ 

Hamelin tried to interrupt him. 

‘No, no!’ said he. ‘I know that you have the money to 
pay for them, what with the three hundred thousand francs 
that you inherited on the one hand, and your Sadowa million 
on the other. See! your first two thousand shares have cost 
you four hundred and thirty-five thousand francs, the other 
thousand will cost you eight hundred and fifty thousand 
francs, in all twelve hundred and eighty-five thousand francs. 
So you will still have fifteen thousand francs left you for 
potket money, to say nothing of your salary, now thirty 
thousand francs a year, but which we shall raise to sixty 
thousand.’ 

Bewildered by his flow of words, they listened, and at last 
began to take an acute interest in these figures. 

‘You can see very well that you are honest,’ he continued 
-—‘ that you pay for what you take. But those matters are mere 
bagatelles. This is what I wanted to get at!’ 

So saying he sprang to his feet again and flourished his 
sheet of paper with an air of triumph. ‘At three thousand 
francs apiece your three thousand shares will yield you nine 
millions,’ he said. 

‘Three thousand francs apiece!’ they exclaimed, protest- 
ing with a gesture against his mad obstinacy. 

‘Yes, of course!’ said he. ‘I forbid you to sell until that 
price is reached. I shall know how to prevent you—oh! by 
force if necessary, by the right a man has to prevent his 
friends from acting foolishly. Three thousand francs, that is 
the quotation I must have, and I will have it!’ 

What answer could they give to that terrible fellow, whose 
strident voice sounded like the crow of a cock proclaiming his 
triumph? They again laughed and affected to shrug their 
shoulders. Their minds were quite easy, they declared, for 
that wonderful price would never be reached. He, however, 
had again seated himself at the table, and was making freah 
calculations, drawing up his own account. Had he paid for 
his three thousand shares? would he pay for them? Thet 
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point remained obscure. It was even probable that he 
possessed a still larger number of shares; but the matter 
could not be easily elucidated, for he also served as one of the 
Bank’s préte-noms, and how was one to distinguish the shares 
which really belonged to him among all those that were 
entered in his name? His pencil continued jotting down 
line after line of figures. Then all at once, with a rapid zig- 
zag stroke, he effaced everything and crumpled up the paper. 
The amount he had noted on it, with the two millions which 
he had picked up amid the blood and mire of Sadowa, con- 
stituted his share of the spoil. 

‘I must leave you, I have an appointment,’ he said, taking 
up his hat. ‘But it’s agreed, isn’t it? In a week’s time we'll 
have the board meeting, and immediately afterwards the 
shareholders’ meeting to vote on the new scheme.’ 

When Madame Caroline and Hamelin, bewildered and 
weary, again found themselves alone, they remained silent for 
a moment, seated opposite each other. 

‘What would you have?’ at last said the engineer, 
responding to his sister’s secret thoughts. ‘ We are in it and 
must remain init. Heis right in saying that it would be 
stupid of us to refuse this fortune. I have always looked on 
myself as a mere man of science who brings water to the mill ; 
and I have brought it, I think, clear and abundant in the 
shape of excellent affairs, to which the Bank owes its rapid 
prosperity. And so, since no reproach can fall upon me, let 
us keep free from discouragement, let us work.’ 

She had risen from her chair, staggering and stammering : 
‘Oh, all that money! all that money!’ And, choking with 
invincible emotion at the thought of those millions which 
were about to fall upon them, she hung upon his neck and wept. 
It was with joy undoubtedly, with happiness at seeing him at 
last worthily rewarded for his intelligence and labour ; but with 
pain also, a pain of which she could not have told the exact 
cause, but in which there was a commingling of shame and 
fear. He began to make fun of her, and they once more 
affected cheerfulness; yet a feeling of uneasiness remained 
within them, a secret dissatisfaction with themselves, un- 
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confessed remorse at being forced into this soiling com- 
plicity. 

‘After all, he is right,’ repeated Madame Caroline; 
‘everybody does it. Such is life.’ 

The board meeting was held in the new room in the 
sumptuous building of the Rue de Londres. Here, there 
was no damp reception-room to which the pale reflections 
from a neighbouring garden imparted a greenish hue, but 
a vast apartment, lighted by four windows, overlooking 
the street, an apartment with a lofty ceiling and majestic 
walls, decorated with large paintings and streaming with 
gold. The chairman’s arm-chair was a veritable throne, 
dominating the other arm-chairs, which, superb and grave, 
were ranged as if for a meeting of Cabinet Ministers around 
an immense table, covered with red velvet. And, above the 
monumental white marble chimney-piece, where trunks of 
trees blazed in winter time, there stood a bust of the Pope,} 
a shrewd amiable face which seemed to be smiling maliciously 
at the idea of finding itself in such a place. 

Saccard had now acquired complete control over the 
board by buying most of its members. Thanks to him, the 
Marquis de Bohain, compromised in the matter of a pot-de-vin, 
the fraudulent appropriation of some money which he had 
pocketed and spent, was able to stifle the scandal by refunding 
the amount to the company he had robbed, and so he was 
now Saccard’s very humble servant, albeit he still carried his 
head high like a perfect flower of nobility, the finest ornament 
of the board. Huret, too, since Rougon had dismissed him 
for revealing the despatch respecting the surrender of Venice, 
had been devoting himself entirely to the fortunes of the 
Universal, acting as the Bank's representative at the Corps 
Législatif, and fishing for it in the miry waters of politics, 
though retaining for himself the larger part of the profits 
accruing from his shameless jobbery, which some fine morn- 
ing would probably land him in Mazas. And the Viscount 
de Robin-Chagot, the vice-chairman, pocketed a secret allow- 
ance of a hundred thousand franes for giving all the signa- 
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tures that were asked of him during Hamelin’s long absences. 
Banker Kolb also paid himself for his passive compliance by 
utilizing the Universal’s influence abroad, and even by com- 
promising it in his arbitrage operations. And Sédille, the silk 
merchant, shaken by a terrible settlement, had borrowed a 
large sum which he had been unable to refund. Daigre- 
mont alone remained absolutely independent, a circumstance 
which at times disturbed Saccard, although the amiable 
fellow continued treating him in a very charming way, in- 
viting him to his entertainments, and readily signing every- 
thing that was submitted to him with the good grace of a 
Parisian sceptic, who as long as he makes money coneiders 
that everything is going on all right. 

On this occasion, in spite of the exceptional importance of 
the business, the board was managed quite as easily as at 
other times. It had indeed become a matter of habit—all 
the real work was done at the petty meetings held on the 15th 
of the month; at the full meetings, which took place a fort- 
night later, there was merely a question of sanctioning tho 
predetermined resolutions with due ceremony. 

Such was the indifference now displayed by the direc- 
tors, that the minutes of each successive meeting threatened 
to become mere repetitions of one another, trite records of 
unswerving, uniform approval; and so it became necessary 
to attribute scruples and remarks to sundry members of tho 
board, to concoct indeed an entirely imaginary discussion, 
which nobody was surprised to find recorded, when, at the 
following meeting, the minutes were read over in all serious- 
ness and duly signed. 

Knowing the good and grand news that Hamelin had 
brought with him, Daigremont no sooner espied him than he 
rushed forward and heartily grasped his hands. ‘ Ah! my dear 
chairman,’ said he, ‘ how glad I am to congratulate you! ’ 

They all surrounded the engineer and welcomed him, in- 
cluding even Saccard, who behaved as though he had not seen 
him before ; and when the meeting commenced, and Hamelin 
began to read the report which he was to present to the shuare- 
holders, they listened—a very unusual thing. The fine 
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results already obtained, the magnificent promises for the 
future, the ingenious system for increasing the capital, and at 
the same time releasing the old shares, all announcements 
were received with admiring nods of the head. And nobody 
had any thought of asking for explanations. It was perfect. 
Sédille having pointed out an error in a figure, it was even 
agreed not to insert his remarks in the minutes in order not 
to disturb the beautiful unanimity of the gathering; and 
then everyone signed in rapid succession, under the influence 
of enthusiasm, and without making any observation. 

The meeting was already over; they were on their feet, 
laughing and joking, amid the resplendent gildings of the 
room. The Marquis de Bohain described an imperial shoot- 
ing party at Fontainebleau; while Deputy Huret, who had 
lately been to Rome, related how he had received the blessing 
of the Pope. Kolb had just disappeared, running off to keep 
some appointment. And to the other directors, the supernu- 
meraries, Saccard, in a low tone, gave them his instructions 
respecting the attitude which they were to take up at the 
approaching meeting. Daigremont, however, worried by the 
Viscount de Robin-Chagot’s inordinate praise of Hamelin’s 
report, caught hold of the manager’s arm as he passed by to 
whisper in his ear: ‘ Not too fast, eh ?’ 

Saccard stopped short and looked at him. He remembered 
how he had originally hesitated to bring Daigremont into 
the affair, knowing that he was not over reliable in financial 
matters. And in a loud voice, so that all might hear, he now 
replied : ‘Oh! who loves me must follow me!’ 

Three days later, the specially summoned meeting of 
shareholders was held in the grand Salle des Fétes at the 
H6tel du Louvre. They had not cared for that bare sorry- 
looking hall in the Rue Blanche for such a solemnity as this; 
they wanted the use of a gala gallery, still warm with life 
between some banquet and some wedding ball. According to 
the articles of association, it was necessary to hold at least 
twenty shares in order to be admitted ; and the shareholders 
who attended were over twelve hundred in number, representing 
four thousand and odd votes. The formalities at the entrance. 
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the presentation of tickets and signing of names in a special 
register, occupied over two hours. A tumult of gay chatter 
filled the gallery, in which were to be seen all the directors 
and many of the principal employees of the Universal. Saba- 
tani was there talking to a group of acquaintances about his 
country, the East, in a languishing, caressing voice, relating 
marvellous tales about it, as though the region were some 
Tom Tiddler’s ground where one need but stoop in order to pick 
up gold, silver, and precious stones; and Maugendre, who in 
June had made up his mind to buy fifty shares at one thousand 
two hundred francs apiece, convinced as he was of a further 
rise, stood listening to the Levantine open-mouthed and well 
pleased with the keenness of his scent. Meantime Jantrou, 
who, since he had become rich had been leading an altogether 
depraved life, chuckled to himself, his mouth twisted into an 
ironical grimace, and his head heavy with his orgy of the 
previous night. 

When Hamelin had taken the chair and opened the 
meeting, Lavigniére, who had been re-elected auditor and 
was soon to be raised to a position on the board—his dream— 
was called upon to read a report on the financial situation of 
the Bank, such ag it would be at the end of next December. 
In order to comply with the statutes, Saccard had devised 
this plan of controlling, as it were, the anticipatory balance- 
sheet which the meeting would have to deal with. Lavigniére 
reminded the shareholders of the balance-sheet of the previous 
year, presented at the ordinary meeting in April—that magni- 
ficent balance-sheet which had shown a net profit of eleven 
millions and a half, and after allowing five per cent. for the 
shareholders, ten per cent. for the directors, and ten per cent. 
also for the reserve fund, had admitted of the further distri- 
bution of a dividend of thirty-three por cent. Then, with a 
deluge of figures, he established that the sum of thirty-six 
million francs given as the approximate profits of the current 
year, far from seeming to him exaggerated, fell short of the most 
modest hopes. Undoubtedly he was sincere, and had con- 
scientiously examined the documents submitted for his verifi- 
cation; but, in order to study a set of accounts thoroughly, 
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it is necessary to draw up another set. Besides, the share- 
holders did not listen to him. Only a few devotees, Mau- 
gendre and others, petty holders who represented a vote or 
two, drank in his figures amid the persistent hum of con- 
versation. For the others the auditors’ report was not of the 
slightest consequence. It was only when Hamelin at last 
arose that a religious silence ensued. Not at once, however, 
for applause broke out even before he had opened his mouth, 
as a homage to the zeal and stubborn, brave genius of this 
man, who had gone so far in search of barrels of money to 
empty them upon Paris. After that came ever-increasing 
success, swelling into triumph. The audience hailed a fresh 
reminder of the balance-sheet of the previous year, which 
Lavigniére had been unable to make them hear. But the 
estifnates of the approaching balance-sheet especially excited 
their delight—millions for the Steam Navigation Company, 
millions for the Carmel silver-mine, millions for the Turkish 
National Bank; and the addition seemed endless, the thirty- 
six millions grouped themselves in an easy natural fashion, 
and then fell in a cascade with a ringing sound. But a 
further horizon was revealed, when the future operations were 
dealt with. The Oriental Railway Company appeared—at first 
the main line, work in connection with which was about 
to begin ; thea the branch lines, the whole network of modern 
industry and enterprise thrown over Asia, humanity’s trium- 
phant return to its cradle, the resurrection of the old world. 
And in the far distance loomed up the mystery which they 
did not speak of, the crowning of the edifice which was to 
astonish the nations. When Hamelin at last came to the ex- 
planation of the resolutions which he intended to submit to 
the meeting there was perfect unanimity. A thunder of 
applause greeted the proposals to increase the capital and 
release the stock. Above all heads could be seen Maugendre’s 
fat hands clapping vigorously. On the foremost benches, too, 
the directors and employees made a furious uproar, through 
which pierced the voice of Sabatani, who had risen to his feet 
and shouted ‘ Brava!’ as though he had been at a theatre, 
All the regolutions were then adopted by acclamation, 
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Saccard, however, hah planned an incident, which was 
introduced into the proceedings at this point. He was aware 
that he was accused of gambling, and wished to efface even 
the slightest suspicions from the minds of distrustful share- 
holders should there be any in the hall. Accordingly, Jantrou, 
whom he had coached, rose up, and addressing the chairman 
in his thick, husky voice, exclaimed : ‘I believe, Mr. Chairman, 
that I am acting as the mouthpiece of many shareholders in 
inquiring if it is certain that the Bank possesses none of its 
cwn shares!’ 

Hamelin, who had not been forewarned, remained em- 
barrassed for a moment. Then he instinctively turned to- 
wards Saccard, who had hitherto been hidden away in his 
seat, but who now suddenly rose, and, perched on tip-toe to 
increase his\stature, replied in his strident voice: ‘No, not 
one, Mr. Chairman!’ 

Bravoes, no one knew why, again burst forth at this 
announcement. Though Saccard really lied, it was neverthe- 
less a fact that the Bank had not a single share standing in 
its own name, since Sabatani and the others covered it. And 
that was all; there was some further applause, and then they 
all made their exit amid gaiety and noise. 

The report of this meeting, published in the newspapers, 
at once produced an enormous effect at the Bourse and all over 
Paris. For this moment Jantrou had kept in reserve a last 
shower of puffs, the loudest flourishes that had been blown for 
a long time on the trumpets of advertising. Moreover, he had 
at last just executed his grand stroke, the purchase of the 
Cote Financiére, that substantial old journal which had twelve 
years of stainless honesty behind it. It had costa great deal of 
money, but the serious customers, the trembling middle-class 
folks, the prudent people with huge fortunes, the mass of self- 
respecting men of money, had been gained by it. In a fortnight 
the figure of fifteen hundred francs was reached at the Bourse, 
and in the last days of August, by successive leaps, the shares 
rose totwo thousand. The infatuation was still at fever-heat ; 
the paroxysm became more and more intense each day, 
Folks bought and bought; even the most prudent went on 
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buying, convinced that the shares would rise higher yet, go 
up indeed for ever and ever. It was as though the mysteri- 
ous caverns of the Arabian Nights were opening, as though 
the incalculable treasures of the Caliphs were being offered to 
the greed of Paris. Such was the public enchantment that 
all the dreams which for months past had been spoken of in 
whispers now appeared to be on the point of realisation: the 
cradle of humanity was being reoccupied, the old historic 
cities of the coast were being resuscitated from their sand. 
Damascus, then Bagdad, then India and China, would be ex- 
ploited by the invading troop of French engineers. The con- 
quest of the East, which Napoleon had been unable to accom- 
plish with his sword, was to be realised by a financial company 
sending an army of pickaxes and wheelbarrows thither. 
Asia would be conquered by dint of millions, and billions would 
be derived from it in return. And especially was this the 
hour of triumph for the crusade undertaken by the women at 
their little five-o’clock gatherings, at their grand midnight 
receptions, at table and elsewhere. They had clearly foreseen 
it all. Constantinople was taken; they would soon have 
Broussa, Angora, and Aleppo; later they would secure 
Smyrna, Trebizond, all the cities to which the Universal laid 
siege, until the day came when they should conquer the last 
one, the holy city which they did not name, but which was, 
as it were, the EKucharistic promise of the expedition. 
Fathers, husbands, and lovers, compelled to it by the passion- 
ate ardour of the women, went to give their brokers orders to 
the repeated cry of ‘ Drew le veut!’ And at last came the 
dreadful crush of the small and humble, of the tramping crowd 
that follows large armies, passion descending from the draw- 
ing-room to the kitchen, from the merchant to the workman 
and the peasant, and sweeping along in this mad gallop of 
millions innumerable poor subscribers with but one share 
or three or four or ten shares apiece, door-portresses nearly 
ready to retire, old maids living with their cats, provincial 
pensioners with allowances of ten sous a day, country priests 
whom almsgiving had left almost penniless; in fact, the 
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whole emaciated hungry mass of infinitesimal capitalists, those 
whom & catastrophe at the Bourse sweeps away like an epi- 
demic, and at one stroke stretches in paupers’ graves. 

And this exaltation of Universal shares, this ascension 
which carried them up as if on a divine wind, went on to the 
accompaniment of the yet louder and louder music that arose 
from the Tuileries and the Champ de Mars and of the endless 
festivities with which the Exhibition intoxicated Paris. The 
flags flapped more noisily in the oppressive atmosphere of the 
warm summer days; not an evening came but the burning 
city sparkled beneath the stars like a colossal palace in which 
debauchery went on until the dawn. The joy had spread 
from house to house; the streets were an intoxication; & 
cloud of yellow vapour—the steam of festivities, the sweat of 
revellers—travelled away to the horizon, rolling its coils over 
the house-roofs, wrapping Paris in the lurid night of Sodom, 
Babylon, and Nineveh. 

Ever since May emperors and kings had been coming 
thither on pilgrimage from the four corners of the world— 
endless processions, wellnigh a hundred sovereigns, princes, 
and princesses. Paris was thoroughly satiated with Majesties 
and Highnesses; it had welcomed the Emperor of Russia 
and the Emperor of Austria, the Sultan of Turkey and the 
Viceroy of Egypt; and it had thrown itself under the wheels 
of carriages in order to get a nearer view of the King of 
Prussia, whom Count von Bismarck followed like a faithful 
dog. Salutes of honour were continually thundering from 
the Invalides, while the dense crowd at the Exhibition made 
& popular success of the huge, sombre Krupp guns, which 
Germany exhibited there. Almost every week the Opera was 
lighted up for some official festivity. Folks stifled in the little 
theatres and the restaurants, all crowded to excess, and the 
Boulevard footways were no longer wide enough for the 
overflowing torrent of frail women. Napoleon III. himself 
wished to distribute the awards to the sixty thousand exhibi- 
tors in a ceremony which surpassed all others in magnificence 
--& ‘glory,’ as if were, burning on the brow of Paris, the 
resplendency of the reign, when the Emperor, amid illusive 
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radiance, appeared as the master of Europe, speaking with 
the calmness of conscious strength and promising peace. 
Yet on the very morning of the ceremony, tidings of the 
frightful Mexican tragedy, the execution of Maximilian, had 
reached the Tuileries. French blood and treasure had been 
lavishly expended for naught; and the news was designedly 
concealed from the people in order that the festivities might 
not be saddened. Nevertheless it was the first stroke of the 
knell sounding solemnly already, albeit the reign had scarce 
passed its meridian, and dazzling sunlight still prevailed. 
And amidst this glory it seemed as if Saccard’s star roso 
higher still, attained also to yet greater brilliancy. At last, 
as had been his endeavour for so many years, he had made 
fortune a slave, a thing of his own, a thing one can dispose of, 
keep under lock and key, alive and real. So many times had 
falsehood dwelt in his coffers, so many millions had flowed 
through them, escaping by all sorts of unknown holes! But 
this was no longer the deceptive splendour of the facade; it 
was real sovereignty substantially based upon full sacks of 
gold; and he did not exercise this sway like a Gundermann, 
after long years of economy on the part of a whole line of 
bankers, he laid the proud unction to his soul that he him- 
self had acquired it like a soldier of fortune who conquers a 
kingdom at a stroke. In the days of his land speculations 
in the Quartier de l'Europe he had often risen very high; 
but never had he felt conquered Paris fawning so humbly at 
his feet as now. And he recalled the day when, breakfasting at 
Champeaux’, ruined once more, and doubting his star, he had 
cast hungry glances at the Bourse, furiously eager for his 
revenge, feverishly longing to begin everything, reconquer 
everything again. Accordingly, now that he had become the 
master once more, great was his appetite for enjoyment! In 
the first place, as soon as he believed himself omnipotent 
he got rid of Huret, and instructed Jantrou to launch against 
Rougon an article in which the Minister, in the name of the 
Catholics of France, was openly accused of playing a double 
game in the Roman question. This was the definitive de- 
claration of war between the two brothers, Since the con- 
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vention of September 15, 1864,! and especially since Sadowa, 
the French clerical party had pretended to be deeply anxious 
about the Pope’s position ; and so now ‘ L’Espérance ’ resumed 
its old Ultramontane politics and violently attacked the liberal 
Kimpire, such as the decrees of January 19? had begun to 
make it. Aremark of Saccard’s circulated in the Chamber: 
he had said that, in spite of his profound affection for the 
Kimperor, be would resign himself to Henry V., the Count de 
Chambord, rather than allow the revolutionary spirit to lead 
France into catastrophes. Then, his audacity increasing with 
hig victories, he no longer concealed his plan of attacking 
the great Jew bankers in the person of Gundermann, whose 
billion he meant to breach and breach until the time came 
for assault and final capture. As the Universal had acquired 
such miraculous development, why should it not, a few years 
hence, with the support of entire Christendom, become the 
sovereign mistress of the Bourse? And Saccard, with warlike 
bluster, affected the demeanour of a rival, a neighbouring 
king of equal power, whilst Gundermann, very phlegmatic, 
without even indulging in a grimace of irony, continued 
watching and waiting—to all appearances simply interested 
by the continual rise of Universal stock—like a man who has 
placed his firm reliance in patience and logic. 

His passions had thus elevated Saccard, and his passions 
were fated to ruin him. Gorged though he was, he would 
have liked to have found a sixth sense to satisfy. Madame 
Caroline, who had come to that point that she always smiled, 
even when her heart was bleeding, remained a friend to whom 
he would listen with a kind of conjugal deference. But the 
Baroness Sandorff, icily cold despite her ardent eyes, no 
longer had any attraction for him. Besides, he was too busy, 
too absorbed to indulge in a grande passion. All he wanted, 
all he cared about, was some woman whom he might parade 
as a token of wealth, just like another man might flaunt a 
huge diamond pin in his cravat. That pin with some would 
be an advertisement ; and it was for advertisement’s sake and 
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for the mere satisfaction of vanity that Saccard, on his side, 
wished to show himself to all Paris in the company of some 
woman of exceptional notoriety. When this idea came to him 
his choice at once fell upon Madame de Jeumont, at whose 
house he had dined on two or three occasions in Maxime’s 
company. Although six and thirty, she was still handsome, 
with the regular, majestic beauty of a Juno, and she was par- 
ticularly notorious, for she had attracted the attention of the 
Emperor, who had heaped gold upon her and had even created 
her husband a Knight of the Legion of Honour. It proved a 
costly whim for Saccard, but it keenly satisfied his vanity. 
One night a grand ball was given at the Ministry of Foreign 
Affairs, and the reception-rooms, all ablaze with the light of 
the chandeliers, were crowded with bare shoulders and dress 
coats, when Saccard entered in triumph, having Madame de 
Jeumont on his arm, whilst her husband followed behind 
them. At sight of them, the groups of guests were suddenly 
broken up, and a broad passage was left for this scandalous 
exhibition of unbridled licence and mad prodigality. It was 
the culminating moment of Saccard’s existence. Amid the 
all-prevalent, intoxicating odor di femina and the lulling 
music of the distant orchestra, folks smiled and whispered 
together as the trio passed. In one salon, however, another 
stream of inquisitive guests had gathered around a colossal 
individual, who stood there, dazzling and supeib, in a white 
cuirassier uniform. It was Count von Bismarck, who, with 
his tall figure towering above all others, with big eyes, thick 
nose and powerful jaw, crossed by the moustaches of a con- 
quering barbarian, was laughing broadly at some jocular 
remark. Since Sadowa he had given Germany to Prussia; 
the treaties of alliance against France, so long denied, had 
been signed for months; and war—which had nearly broken 
out in May ad propos of the Luxemburg affair—had now 
become inevitable. When Saccard in his triumph crossed the 
room with Madame de Jeumont on his arm and the husband 
following behind, Count von Bismarck for a moment ceased 
laughing like a good-humoured, playful giant, and gazed ag 
them inquisitively as they passed. 
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CHAPTER IX 


EXCELSIOR ! 


OncE again Madame Caroline found herself alone. Hamelin 
had remained in Paris until the early days of November on 
account of the formalities connected with the final constitu- 
tion of the company, with its capital of one hundred and fifty 
millions of francs; and he it was who by Saccard’s desire 
went to Maitre Lelorrain’s, in the Rue Sainte-Anne, to make 
the fresh declarations which the law required, alleging that 
all the shares had been subscribed and the capital paid in, 
which was not true. Then he started for Rome, where he was 
to spend a couple of months, having some important matters 
which he did not speak of to study there—doubtless that 
famous visionary scheme of installing the Pope at Jerusalem, 
as well as a more weighty and practical idea, that of trans- 
forming the Universal into a Catholic bank, based on the 
interests of all Christendom; a vast machine which would 
crush the Jew bankers,and sweep them off the face of the 
earth. - And from Rome he meant to betake himself to the 
East again, having to return thither to attend to the railway 
line from Broussa to Beyrout. He went off delighted with the 
rapid prosperity of the Universal, and feeling absolutely con- 
vinced that it was firmly established, though at the same time 
he experienced some secret anxiety at its amazing success. 
In a conversation which he had with his sister on the day 
before his departure he only laid stress upon one point, which 
was that she must resist the general infatuation and sell their 
shares should the quotations ever exceed two thousand two 
hundred francs ; for he wished to protest personally against 
a higher rise, deeming it both foolish and dangerous. 
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As soon as she was alone again, Madame Caroline felt yet 
more disturbed by the burning atmosphere in which she 
lived. The shares reached the price of two thousand two 
hundred francs during the first week in November; and all 
around her she found rapture, thanksgiving, and unlimited 
hope. Dejoie was brimming over with gratitude, and the 
Beauvilliers ladies now treated ‘her as an equal, for was she 
not the friend of the demigod who was about to restore their 
ancient house? A chorus of benedictions went up from the 
happy multitude of speculators both great and small, for 
daughters were at last supplied with dowries, the poor were 
suddenly enriched, ensured of incomes in their old age, whilst 
the wealthy burned with insatiable delight at becoming 
more wealthy still. ‘Twas an unique moment that followed 
the close of that Exhibition in Paris, now so thoroughly 
intoxicated with pleasure and power, a moment of faith in 
happiness, of conviction in endless good luck. All stocks and 
shares had gone up in price, the most valueless found 
credulous purchasers ; a plethora of equivocal concerns inflated 
the market, congested it to the point of apoplexy; whilst, 
underneath, all sounded hollow, revealed the real exhaustion 
of a régime which had indulged in much enjoyment, which 
had spent milliards upon great public works, and had fattened 
many huge financial institutions whose gaping coffers were 
discharging their contents in all directions. Amid such 
general vertigo a smash up was bound to follow at the first 
crack, and Madame Caroline doubtless had some such 
anxious presentiment when she felt her heart pain her at 
each fresh leap in the price of Universals. No bad rumouras 
yet circulated ; you detected but a slight quivering among the 
astonished, subdued ‘ bears.’ Still she was perfectly conscious 
of a feeling of uneasiness, of something which was already 
undermining the edifice. What it was could not be told, as 
nothing precise manifested itself, and so she was forced to 
wait, face to face with the splendour of the triumph which was 
still increasing despite those slight shocks, those signs of 
instability portending a catastrophe. 

Moreover, she now had another worry. The officials of the 
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Institute of Work were at last satisfied with Victor, who had 
become silent and crafty; and if she had not yet told every- 
thing to Saccard it was from a singular feeling of embarrass- 
ment, which made her suffer from the shame that he would 
feel when she should tell her story, and caused her to postpone 
its narration from day to day. On the other hand, Maxime, 
to whom out of her own pocket she about this time refunded 
the two thousand francs which he had lent her, waxed 
merry over the balance of four thousand, for which Busch and 
La Méchain were ever clamouring. They were robbing her, 
said he, and his father would be furious. Accordingly, from 
that time forward she turned a deaf ear to the repeated 
demands of Busch, who insisted on being paid the remainder 
of the promisedsum. After numerous applications he finally 
became angry, especially as his old idea of blackmailing 
Saccard had come back to him since the financier’s rise to a 
position of wealth and influence, a position which placed him, 
Busch believed, at his mercy, as he must now necessarily fear 
scandal. So one day, exasperated at deriving nothing from 
such a fine affair, hé resolved to apply to him direct, and wrote 
him a letter, asking him to be good enough to come to his 
office, to look into some old papers which had been found in 
a house in the Rue de la Harpe. He gave the number of the 
house and made so clear an allusion to the old story that he 
felt sure Saccard would be seized with anxiety and hasten to 
obey the summons. This letter, however, was forwarded to 
the Rue Saint-Lazare, and fell into the hands of Madame 
Caroline, who recognised the writing on the envelope. She 
trembled, and wondered for a moment whether she ought not 
to run to Busch’s office and try to buy him Off. Then she 
reflected that he had perhaps written to Saccard about some- 
thing else, and that at any rate this would be a way of ending 
the matter. In her emotion she was even pleased to think 
that the task of revealing the affair should fall upon another. 
In the evening, however, when Saccard returned home and 
opened the letter in her presence she simply saw @ grave 
expression come over his face, and thought that the letter 
must refer to some money complication. In reality he had 
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experienced profound surprise, and his throat had contracted 
at the thought of falling into such filthy hands, which he 
could guess must be plotting some baseness. Still, he put the 
letter into his pocket with an easy gesture, and decided to call 
upon Busch as he was requested to do. 

Several days passed, however, the second fortnight of 
November arrived, and each morning Saccard postponed his 
visit, more and more bewildered by the torrent which was 
bearing him along. The. quotation of two thousand three 
hundred francs had just been reached and he was delighted, 
albeit feeling that resistance was being offered at the Bourse, 
and indeed becoming more and more pronounced as the rise 
continued. Evidently some group of ‘ bears’ was taking up 
position, entering upon the struggle timidly as yet, venturing as 
a rule on mere outpost skirmishes, although on two occasions 
he found himself obliged to give orders to buy under cover of 
borrowed names, so that there might be no pause in the 
upward march of the quotations. The system of making the 
Bank buy up its own shares, speculate with them, and thus 
devour itself, was at last being put into practice. 

One evening, thoroughly stirred by his passionate fever, 
Saccard could not help speaking of the matter to Madame 
Caroline. ‘I fancy that things will soon be getting warm,’ 
said he; ‘we have become too strong, and they find usin their 
way. I can scent Gundermann. I know his tactics: he will 
begin selling regularly, so much to-day, so much to-morrow, 
increasing the amount until he succeeds in shaking us.’ 

Interrupting him, she said gravely: ‘If he has any 
Universals he does right to sell.’ 

‘What! he does right to sell!’ 

‘No doubt, my brother told you so. All quotations above 
two thousand francs are absurd.’ ’ 

He looked at her, and, quite beside himself, gave vent to an 
angry outburst: ‘Sell them! Dare to sell your own shares! 
Yes, play against me, since you want me to be defeated ! ’ 

She blushed slightly, for, truth to tell, she had only the 
day before sold a thousand of her shares in obedience to her 
brother's orders ; and this sale, likesome tardy act of honesty, 
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had eased her feelings. As Saccard did not put any direct 
questions to her, she did not confess the matter to him, but 
her embarrassment increased when he added: ‘ For instance, 
there were some defections yesterday, I am sure of it. 
Quite a large parcel of shares came into the market, and quo- 
tations would certainly have fallen if I hadn’t intervened. 
It wasn’t Gundermann who made such a stroke as that. His 
system is a slower one, though the result in the long run is 
more crushing. Ah! my dear, I am quite confident, but still 
I can’t help trembling, for it’s nothing to defend one’s life in 
comparison with having to defend one’s money and that of 
others.’ 

And indeed from that moment Saccard ceased to be his 
own master. He belonged to the millions which he was 
making, still triumphing, yet ever on the verge of defeat. He 
no longer even found time to see the Baroness Sandorff, who 
felt that he was breaking away from her and relapsed into 
her former ignorance and doubts. Since their intimacy had 
begun she had gambled with almost a certainty of winning 
and had made much money, but she now clearly saw that he 
was unwilling to answer her, and even feared that he might 
be lying to her. Either because her luck had turned, or he 
had indeed been amusing himself by starting her on a false 
scent, a day came when she lost by following his advice. 
Her faith was then badly shaken. If he thus misled her, who 
would guide her? And the worst was that the secret hostility 
to the Universal at the Bourse, so slight at first, was now 
growing day by day. There were still only rumours; no 
precise statement was made; no genuine fact impaired the 
Bank's credit. Only it was tacitly allowed that there 
must be something the matter, that the worm was in the 
fruit, though this did not prevent the rise of the stock from 
continuing, from becoming more and more formidable every 


However, after a deal in Italians which proved disastrous, 
the Baroness, decidedly anxious, resolved to call at the office 
of ‘L'Espérance ’ to try to make Jantrou talk. 

‘Comoe, what’sthe matter?’ she said to him. ‘ You musé 

T 2 


276 MONEY 


know. Universals have just gone up another twenty francs 
and yet there are rumours afloat—no one can tell me 
exactly what, but at all events nothing very good.’ 

Jantrou’s perplexity was, however, as great as her own. 
Placed at the fountain-head of information, in case of need 
manufacturing reports himself, he jokingly compared his 
position to that of a clock-maker who lives among hundreds 
of clocks and yet never knows the correct time. Thanks to 
his advertising agency, he was in everybody's confidence, but 
the result of this was that he could never form a firm opinion, 
for the information which he received on one hand was 
generally contradicted, reduced to nought, by that which he 
received on another. 

‘I know nothing,’ he replied, ‘ nothing at all.’ 

‘You mean that you don’t want to tell me.’ 

‘No, upon my word, I really know nothing. Why, I was 
even thinking of calling on you to question you! Has 
Saccard ceased to be obliging, then ?’ 

She made a gesture which confirmed him in his suspicion ; 
and, still looking at her, he went on talking, venting his 
thoughts aloud: ‘Yes, it’s annoying, for I relied on you. 
For, you see, if there is to be a catastrophe, one ought to be 
forewarned of it, so as to have time to turn round. Oh! Idon’t 
think there need be any hurry ; the Bank still stands firm as 
yet. Only such queer things happen sometimes.’ As he thus 
gazed at her and chattered, a plan suddenly took shape in his 
head, and all at once he resumed : ‘I say, since Saccard drops 
you, you ought to cultivate Gundermann’s acquaintance.’ 

Such was her surprise that for a moment she remained 
without speaking. ‘Why Gundermann ?’ she asked at last. 
‘I know him a little; I’ve met him at the De Roivilles’ and 
the Kellers’.’ 

‘So much the better if you know him. Go to,see him on 
some pretext or other, talk to him, and try to get on friendly 
terms with him. Just think of it—to become Gundermann’s 
confidante and rule the world!’ 

‘But why Gundermann ?’ she repeated. 
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at the head of the group of ‘ bears’ who were beginning to 
manceuvre against the Universal. This he knew; he had 
proof of it, So, as Saccard was no longer obliging, would it 
not be simple prudence to make friends with his enemy, 
without, however, breaking with him? With a foot in each 
camp, she would be sure of being in the conqueror’s company 
on the day of battle. And he suggested this treachery to her 
with an amiable air, like a good adviser. With a woman at 
work for him, he felt that he would be able to sleep in peace. 
‘Come, what do you say ?’ he added; ‘let us make a bargain. 
We will warn each other, we will tell each other everything 
we hear.’ 

Thereupon he grasped her hand, which she relinquished 
to him, already losing her contempt for him, forgetting the 
lackey that he had been, no longer realising into what low 
debauchery he had fallen, his face bloated, his handsome 
beard reeking of absinthe, his new coat soiled with spots, his 
shiny hat damaged by the plaster of some disreputable 
stairway. 

She called upon Gundermann the very next day. Since 
Universals had reached the figure of two thousand francs he 
had indeed been leading a bear movement, but with the 
utmost discretion, never going to the Bourse, nor sending 
even an official representative thither. His argument was 
that a share in any company is in the first place worth its 
price of issue, and secondly the interest which it may 
yield, this depending upon the prosperity of the company, 
the success attending its enterprises. There is therefore a 
maximum value which cannot be reasonably increased. As 
soon as that value is exceeded through popular infatuation, 
the prudent course is to play for a fall in the certainty that 
it must come. Still, despite his convictions, despite his 
absolute belief in logic, he was surprised by Saccard’s rapid 
conquests, surprised to find that he had become such a@ power 
all at once, and was already beginning to frighten the big Jew 
bankers. It was necessary to lay this dangerous rival low as 
soon as possible, not only in order to regain the eight millions 
lost on the morrow of Sadowa, but especially in order to avoid 
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having to share the sovereignty of the market with such a 
terrible adventurer, whose reckless strokes seemed to succeed 
in defiance of all common sense, as if by miracle. And so, 
full of contempt for passion, Gundermann, mathematical 
gambler, man-numeral that he was, carried his phlegm, his 
frigid obstinacy still further, ever and ever selling Universals 
despite their continuous rise, and losing larger and larger 
sums at each successive settlement, with the fine sense of 
security of a wise man who simply puts his money into a 
savings’ bank. 

When the Baroness at last managed to enter the banker’s 
room amid the scramble of employees and remisiers, the hail 
of papers which had to be signed and of telegrams which had 
to be read, she found Gundermann suffering from a fearful 
cough which seemed to be tearing his throat away. Never- 
theless he had been there since six o’clock in the morning— 
coughing and spitting, worn out with fatigue, it is true, but 
steadfast all the same. That day, as a foreign loan was to be 
issued on the morrow, the spacious room was invaded by an 
even more eager crowd than usual, and two of the banker’s 
sons and one of his sons-in-law had been deputed to receive 
this whirlwind; whilst on the floor, near the narrow table 
which he had reserved for himself in the embrasure of a 
window, three of his grandchildren, two girls and a boy, were 
quarrelling with shrill cries over a doll, an arm and a leg of 
which had already been torn off and lay there beside them. 

The Baroness at once brought forward the pretext which 
she had devised to explain her visit. ‘Cher monsieur,’ said 
she, ‘I have come to pester you, which needs a deal of courage. 
It is with reference to a charity lottery ——’ 

He did not allow her to finish, for he was very charitable, 
and always bought two tickets, especially when ladies whom 
he had met in society thus took the trouble to bring them to 
him. However, he had to keep her waiting for a moment, for 
an employee came to submit some papers to him. They 
spoke of vast sums of money in hurried words. 

‘ Fifty-two millions, you say ? And the credit was?’ 

* Sixty millions, monsicur.’ 
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‘Well, carry it to seventy-five millions.’ 

Then he was returning to the Baroness, when he over- 
heard a word or two of a conversation between his son-in-law 
and a remisier, and this started him off again. ‘Not at all,’ 
he interrupted. ‘At the rate of five hundred and eighty-seven 
fifty, that makes ten sous less per share.’ 

‘Oh! monsieur,’ said the remisier, humbly, ‘it would only 
make forty-three francs less!’ 

‘What, forty-three francs! Why, it is enormous! Do 
you think that I steal money? Every one his due; I know 
no rule but that!’ 

At last, so that they might talk at their ease, he decided to 
take the Baroness into the dining-room, where the table was 
already laid for breakfast. He was not deceived by that 
pretext of a lottery, for, thanks to obsequious spies, who kept 
him informed, he knew how intimate she was with Saccard, 
and strongly suspected that she had come on some matter of 
serious interest. Consequently he did not stand on ceremony. 
‘Come now !’ he exclaimed, ‘ tell me what you have to say.’ 

But she pretended surprise. She had nothing to say to 
him ; she simply wished to thank him for his kindness. 

‘Then you have not been charged with a commission for 
me?’ he asked, seemingly disappointed, as if he had thought 
for a moment that she had come with a secret mission from 
Saccard, some invention or other of that madman. 

Now that they were alone, she looked at him with a smile, 
with that deceptive, ardent air of hers by which so mamy men 
had been caught. ‘No,’ she said, ‘no, I have nothing to say to 
you, and since you are so very kind, I would rather ask some- 
thing of you.’ And then, leaning forward, she made her 
confession, spoke of her deplorable marriage to a foreigner, 
who had understood neither her nature nor her needs; and 
explained how she had been obliged to have recourse to 
gambling in order to keep up her position. And finally, she 
expatiated on her solitude, on the necessity of being advised 
and guided through the quicksands of the Bourse, where so 
heavy & penalty attends each false step. ‘But I thought,’ he 
interrupted, ‘ that you were already advised by somebody.’ 
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‘Oh, somebody!’ she murmured with a gesture of pro- 
found disdain. ‘No, nobody—I have nobody. It is your 
advice that I should like to have, the advice of the master. 
And it really would not cost you anything to be my friend, 
just to say a word to me, merely one word every now and 
then. If you only knew how happy you would make me, 
how grateful I should be to you !’ 

Speaking in this wise, she sought to fascinate him by 
glance and gesture, but all to no avail. He remained cold, 
impassive, like one who has no passions. And whilst he 
listened to her he took some grapes, one by one, from a fruit- 
stand on the table, and ate them in a languid, mechanical 
way. This was the only excess which he allowed himself, the 
indulgence of his most sensual moments, the penalty for 
which was days of suffering, for his digestive organs were 
so impaired that a rigorous milk diet had been prescribed 
for him. Looking at the Baroness, he gave her the cun- 
ning smile of a man who knows that he is invincible; and 
without wasting further time, coming straight to the point, 
he said: ‘Well, you are very charming, and I should 
really like to oblige you. So on the day, my beautiful 
friend, when you bring me some good advice, I promise to 
give you some in return. Come and tell me what others 
are doing, and I'll tell you what I shall do. It is under- 
stood, eh?’ 

He had risen, and she was obliged to return with him into 
the adjoining room. She had perfectly understood the 
bargain which he proposed, the spying and treachery which 
he required of her. But she was unwilling to answer, and 
made a pretence of reverting to the subject of the lottery ; 
whilst he, with a shake of his head, seemed to be adding that 
he did not really need any help, since the logical, inevitable 
dénouement would come just the same, though perhaps not 
quite so fast. And when she at last went off his attention was 
immediately turned to other important matters, amid all the 
extraordinary tumult prevailing in that market of capital, 
what with the procession of Boursiers, the gallop of his 
employees, and the play of his grandchildren, who had just 
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torn the doll’s head off with shouts of triumph. Seated at 
his narrow table, he became absorbed in the study of a sudden 
idea, and heard nothing more. 

The Baroness Sandorff returned twice to the office of 
*L’Espérance’ to acquaint Jantrou with what she had done, 
but she did not find him there. At last Dejoie admitted her 
one day when his daughter Nathalie sat talking with Madame 
Jordan on a bench in the passage. A diluvian rain had been 
falling since the day before ; and in the wet gray weather the 
old building, overlooking a dark well-like courtyard, seemed 
frightfully melancholy. Such was the darkness that the gas 
had been lighted, and Marcelle, waiting for Jordan, who had 
gone in search of some money, to pay a new instalment to 
Busch, listened sadly to Nathalie as the latter chatted away 
like a vain magpie, with the dry voice and sharp gestures of 
@ precocious Parisian girl. 

‘You understand, madame, papa won’t sell. There is a 
lady who is urging him to do so, trying to frightenhim. Ido 
not give her name, because surely it is hardly her place to 
frighten people. Itis I who am now preventing papa from 
selling. Sell indeed! when the price is still going up! To 
do that one would need to be a regular simpleton, don’t you 
think so ?’ 

‘No doubt!’ Marcelle simply answered. 

‘The price, you know, has now got to two thousand five 
hundred francs,’ continued Nathalie. I keep the accounts 
because papa scarcely knows how to write. And so our eight 
shares represent twenty thousand francs already. That's 
nice, 18 it not? First of all, papa wanted to stop at eighteen 
thousand, that was his figure—six thousand for my dowry, 
and twelve thousand for himself, enough for @ little income 
of six hundred francs a year, which he would have well 
earned with all these emotions. But is it not lucky that he 
didn’t sell, since we have already got two thousand francs 
more? And now we want more still, we want enough to give 
papa an income of a thousand francs at the very least. And 


we shall get it; Monsieur Saccard has told us so. He is so 
nice, is Monsieur Saccard |’ 
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Marcelle could not help smiling. ‘Then you no longer 
intend to marry ?’ she said. 

‘Yes, yes, when the rise comes to an end. We were in a 
hurry, Theodore’s father especially, on account of his business. 
But it would be silly, wouldn’t it, to stop up the source when 
the money keeps pouring out of it? Oh! Theodore under- 
stands it all very well, especially as the larger papa’s income 
gets, the more capital there will be for us by-and-by. That’s 
worth considering—and so we are all waiting. We have 
had the six thousand francs for months, and I might have 
married, but we prefer to let them increase and multiply. Do 
you read the articles in the newspapers about the shares ?’ 

Without waiting for a reply, she went on: ‘ Papa brings 
me the papers and I read them every evening. He has 
already seen them and I have to read them over to him again. 
One could never tire of them, they make such beautiful 
promises! I have my head so full of them when I go to bed 
that I dream about them all night. Papa tells me, too, that 
he sees things in his sleep which are very good signs. The 
night before last we had the same dream, of five-franc pieces 
which we were picking up by the shovelful in thie street. It 
was very amusing.’ 

Again she paused in her cackle to ask : ‘ How many shares 
have you got?’ 

‘We, not one!’ answered Marcelle. 

Nathalie’s fair little face, crowned with light wavy hair, 
assumed an expression of intense compassion. Ah! the poor 
people who had no shares! And her father having called her 
to ask her to carry some proofs to a contributor, on her way 
back to the Batignolles, she went off, affecting the importance 
of a capitalist, who now came to the office almost every day 
in order to ascertain the Bourse quotations at the earliest 
possible moment. 

Left alone on her bench, Marcelle fell back into a melan- 
choly reverie, she who was usually so gay and brave. Mon 
Diew! how dark it was, what a gloomy day it was! and to 
think that her poor husband was running about the streets in 
that diluvian rain! He had such contempt for money, felt 
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such uneasiness at the very idea of occupying himself with it, 
that it cost him a great effort to ask it even of those who owed 
it to him! Then becoming absorbed, hearing nothing, she 
recalled her experiences since waking in the morning ; while 
all around her feverish work went on in connection with the 
paper—contributors rushing past, ‘copy’ coming and going, 
doors slamming and bells ringing incessantly. 

To her it had been an evil day. In the first place she had 
searcely washed and was still in her morning wrap when at 
nine o’clock, just as Jordan had gone out to investigate an 
accident which he was to report, she was astounded to see 
Busch make his appearance, accompanied by two very dirty- 
looking men, perhaps process servers, perhaps bandits, she 
never could tell exactly which. That abominable fellow 
Busch, undoubtedly taking advantage of the fact that there 
was only a woman to contend with, declared that they meant 
to seize everything if she did not pay him on the spot. And 
she argued the matter in vain, being unacquainted with any 
of the legal formalities. He affirmed so stoutly that judgment 
had been signified and the placard posted that she was left 
in bewilderment, believing at last in the possibility of these 
things happening without one knowing of them. However, 
she did not surrender, but explained that her husband would 
not return even to lunch, and that she would allow nothing 
to be touched until he should come back. Then, between 
these three shady personages and this young woman with her 
hair hanging over her shoulders, there ensued a most painful 
scene, the men already making an inventory of the goods, and 
she locking the cupboards, and placing herself in front of the 
door as though to prevent them from taking anything away. 
To think of it! Her poor little home which she was so proud 
of, those few sticks of furniture which she was ever dusting 
and polishing, those hangings in the bedroom which she had 
put up herself! As she shouted to them with warlike 
bravery, they would have to pass over her body if they wished 
to take those things away. And she called Busch rogue and 
thief to his very face. Yes! a thief who wasn’t ashamed to 
demand seven hundred and thirty francs and fifteen centimes, 


284 MONEY 


without counting the fresh costs, for a claim which he had 
picked out of some heap of rags and old iron bought for a 
hundred sous! To think that they had already paid the thief 
four hundred francs in instalments and that he talked of 
carrying off their furniture to pay himself the other three 
hundred and odd francs which he wished to rob them of ! 
Yet he knew perfectly well that they were honest people and 
would have paid him at once had they only possessed the 
sum. And he profited by the circumstance that she was 
alone, unable to answer, ignorant of legal matters, to come 
there and frighten her and make her weep. He was a rogue, 
a thief, athief! Quite infuriated, Busch shouted even louder 
than she did, slapping his chest and asking: Was he not an 
honest man? Had he not paid sterling money for the 
claim ? He had fulfilled all the formalities of the law and 
meant to make an end of the matter. However, when one of 
the two dirty men began opening the chest of drawers in 
search of the linen, Marcelle’s demeanour became so terrific, 
she threatened so stoutly to bring everyone in the house and 
in the street to the spot, that the Jew slightly calmed down ; 
and at last after another half-hour’s wild discussion he con- 
sented to wait until the morrow, furiously swearing, however, 
that he would then remove everything if she did not keep her 
promise to him. Oh! what burning shame it had been, a 
shame from which she still suffered—those horrid men in her 
rooms, wounding all her feelings, even her modesty, searching 
her very bed, and quite infecting the happy chamber, whose 
window she had been obliged to leave wide open after their 
departure. 

But another and a deeper sorrow awaited Marcelle that 
day. The idea had occurred to her of at once hastening to 
her parents to borrow the needed sum of them: in this way, 
when her husband came back at night, she would not have 
to fill him with despair, but would be able to make him 
laugh by telling him of the scene of the morning. She 
already saw herself describing the great battle, the ferocious 
assault made upon their household, the heroic way in which 
she had repulsed the attack. Her heart beat very fast as she 
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entered the little residence in the Rue Legendre, that comfort- 
able house in which she had grown up, and where it now 
seemed to her she would find only strangers, so different, so 
icy was the atmosphere. As her parents were sitting down 
to table, she accepted their invitation to breakfast, in order to 
put them in better humour. Throughout the meal the 
conversation ran upon the rise in Universals, the price of 
which had gone up another twenty francs only the day before ; 
and Marcelle was astonished to find her mother more feverish, 
more greedy even than her father, she who at the outset had 
trembled at the very idea of speculation; whereas now, with 
the violence of a conquered woman, it was she who chided 
him for his timidity, in her anxious eagerness for great 
strokes of luck. They had scarcely begun eating, when she 
flew into a tantrum: she was astounded at hearing him 
talk of selling their seventy-five shares at the unhoped-for 
figure of two thousand five hundred and twenty franes, 
which would have yielded them a hundred and eighty- 
nine thousand francs, in truth a pretty profit, more than a 
hundred thousand francs above the price at which they bought 
the stock. Yet this did not satisfy her. ‘Sell!’ said she, 
‘when the “Cote Financiére’’ promised the figure of three 
thousand francs!’ Had he gone mad? For the ‘Cote 
Financiére’ was known for its old-time honesty ; he himself 
often repeated that with this newspaper as a guide one could 
sleep soundly. Oh! no, indeed, she would not let him sell! 
She would sooner sell their house to buy more shares. 
And Marcelle, silent, with her heart compressed at hearing 
them so passionately bandy these big figures, wondered how 
she might venture to ask for a loan of five hundred frances in 
this house which gambling had invaded, and where little by 
little she had seen rise the flood of financial newspapers 
that now submerged it, enveloped it with the intoxicating 
glamour of their puffs. 

At last, at dessert, she ventured to speak out. She and 
her husband were in need of five hundred francs, they were 
on the point of being sold up, and surely her parents would 
not abandon them in such disaster. Her father at once 
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lowered his head and darted a glance of embarrassment at 
her mother. But the latter was already refusing the request 
in a firm voice. Five hundred francs, indeed! where did she 
expect them to find them? All their capital was invested in their 
operations; and besides, she reverted to her old-time diatribes. 
When a girl has married a pauper, a man who writes books 
and articles, she must put up with the consequence of her 
folly, and not fall back for support upon her parents. No! 
she—the mother—had not a copper for idlers, who with their 
pretended contempt for money only dreamed of living on that 
of other people. And thereupon she allowed her daughter to 
depart ; and Marcelle went off in despair, her heart bleeding at 
the great change that had taken place in her mother, formerly 
so reasonable and so kind. 

Once in the street Marcelle had walked along in an almost 
unconscious state, her eyes fixed on the ground as though she 
hoped to find the money there. Then the idea of applying to 
Uncle Chave suddenly occurred to her, and she immediately 
betook herself to his little lodging in the Rue Nollet, so as to 
catch him before he went off to the Bourse. She found him 
smoking his pipe all alone ; and on hearing of her trouble he 
became greatly distressed and even angry with himself, 
exclaiming that he never had a hundred francs before him, 
for he no sooner won a trifle at the Bourse than like a dirty 
pig he went and spent it. Then, on hearing of the Maugen- 
dres’ refusal, he began to thunder against them, horrid beasts 
that they were! He no longer associated with them, said he, 
since the rise of their shares had driven them crazy. Hadn't 
his sister contemptuously called him a higgler by way of 
ridiculing his prudent system of operations, and this simply 
because he had advised her in a friendly spirit to sell and 
realise ? Ah! well, she would get no pity from him when the 
fall came and she found herself in a pickle ! 

Once more in the street, with her pocket still empty, 
Marcelle had to resign herself to the unpleasant course of 
calling at the newspaper office to acquaint her husband with 
what had occurred that morning. It was absolutely necessary 
that Busch should be paid. Having heard her story, Jordan, 
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whose book had not yet been accepted by any publisher, had 
started off to hunt for money, through the streets of muddy 
Paris in that rainy weather—not knowing where to apply—— . 
at friends’ houses or at the offices of the newspapers he 
wrote for, but vaguely relying upon some chance meeting. 
Although he had begged her to go home again, she was so 
anxious that she had preferred to remain waiting for him 
on that bench. 

Dejoie, seeing her alone after his daughter’s departure, 
ventured to bring her a newspaper. ‘If Madame would like 
to read this,’ said he, ‘just to while away the time.’ 

But she refused the offer with a wave of the hand; and, 
as Saccard arrived at that moment, she assumed a brave air, 
and gaily explained that she had sent ber husband on a 
bothersome errand in the neighbourhood which she had not 
cared to undertake herself. Saccard, who had a feeling of 
friendship for the young couple, insisted that she should go 
into his office, where she could wait more comfortably. But 
she declined the offer, saying that she was very well where she 
was. And he ceased to press the matter, in the surprise he 
experienced at suddenly finding himself face to face with the 
Baroness Sandorff, who was leaving Jantrou’s office. How- 
ever, they both smiled, with an air of amiable understanding, 
like people who merely exchange a bow, in order not to 
parade their intimacy. 

Jantrou had just told the Baroness that he no longer dared 
to give her any advice. His perplexity was increasing, since 
the Universal still stood firm in spite of the growing efforts of 
the‘ bears.’ Undoubtedly Gundermann would eventually win, 
but Saccard might last a long time, and perhaps there was yet a 
lot of money to be made by clinging to him. He, Jantrou, 
had decided to postpone any rupture and to keep on good terms 
with both sides. The best plan for her to adopt, he said, was 
to try to retain Saccard’s confidence, and either keep the 
secrets which he might confide to her for herself, or else sell 
them to Gundermann, should it be to her advantage to do so. 
And Jantrou offered this advice in a jesting sort of way, 
without affecting any of the mysteriousness of a conspirator ; 
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whilst she, on her side, laughed and promised to give him a 
share in the affair. 

‘So now she is trying her fascinations on you !’ exclaimed 
Saccard in his brutal way as he entered Jantrou’s office. 

The editor feigned astonishment. ‘Whom are you talk- 
ing about? Oh, the Baroness! But, my dear master, she 
adores you. She was telling me so just now!’ 

Saccard shrugged his shoulders. Love matters were of 
no interest to him just then. Walking to and fro, pausing 
at times in front of the window to watch the fall of that 
seemingly endless rain, he vented all his nervous delight. 
Yes, Universals had risen another twenty francs on the 
previous day. But how the deuce was it that people still per- 
sisted in selling? There would have been a rise of thirty 
francs but for a heap of shares which had fallen on the market 
soon after business began. He could not explain it, ignorant 
as he was that Madame Caroline, fighting against that sense- 
less rise, in obedience to the orders left with her by her 
brother, had again sold a thousand shares. However, with 
success still increasing, Saccard ought not to have com- 
plained ; and yet an inward trembling, produced by secret 
fear and anger, disturbed him. The dirty Jews had sworn 
to ruin him, he exclaimed ; that rogue Gundermann had just 
put himself at the head of a syndicate of ‘ bears’ in order to 
crush him. He had been told so at the Bourse, where folks 
declared that the syndicate disposed of three hundred millions 
of francs. Ah, the brigands! And there were other reports 
—reports which he did not venture to repeat aloud, but which 
were each day growing more precise, allegations with regard 
to the stability of the Universal, and predictions of ap- 
proaching difficulties, though as yet the blind confidence of 
the public had not been shaken. 

However, the door opened, and Huret with his air of 
feigned simplicity came in. 

‘Ah! so here you are, Judas!’ said Saccard. 

Having learnt that Rougon had decided to abandon his 
rother, Huret had become reconciled to the minister; for he 
ras convinced that as soon as Saccard should have Rougon 
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against him, a catastrophe would be inevitable. To earn his 
pardon, he had now re-entered the great man’s service, again 
doing his errands and exposing himself to kicks and in- 
sults in order to please him. ‘Judas!’ herepeated, with the 
shrewd smile that sometimes lighted up his heavy peasant 
face; ‘at any rate, a good-natured Judas, who comes to 
give some disinterested advice to the master whom he has 
betrayed.’ 

But Saccard, as if unwilling to hear him, shouted by way 
of affirming his triumph: ‘Two thousand five hundred and 
twenty yesterday, two thousand five hundred and twenty-five 
to-day! Those are the last quotations, eh?’ 

‘I know; I have just sold.’ 

At this blow the wrath which Saccard had been concealing 
under a jesting air burst forth. ‘What! you have sold ? 
So it’s perfect then! You drop me for Rougon, and you go 
over to Gundermann !’ 

The Deputy looked at him in amazement. ‘To Gunder- 
mann, why so? I simply look after my interests. I’m not a 
dare-devil, you know. I prefer to realise as soon as there is a 
decent profit. And that is perhaps the reason why I have 
never lost.’ 

He smiled again like a prudent, cautious Norman farmer, 
garnering his crop in a cool collected way. 

‘To think of it! A director of the Bank!’ continued 
Saccard violently. ‘ Whom can we expect to have confidence ? 
What must folks think on seeing you sell in that fashion 
when the shares are still rising? JI am no longer surprised 
that people should assert that our prosperity is artificial, and 
that the day of the downfall is at hand. These gentlemen, 
the directors, sell, so let us all sell. That spells panic!’ 

Huret made a vague gesture. In point of fact, he did not 
care a button what might happen henceforth ; he had made 
sure of his own pile, and all that remained for him to do 
now was to fulfil the mission entrusted to him by Rougon 
with as little unpleasantness for himself as possible. ‘I told 
you, my dear fellow,’ said he, ‘that I had come to give you a 


piece of disinterested advice. Here it is. Be careful; your 
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brother is furious, and he will leave you altogether in the 
lurch if you allow yourself to be beaten.’ 

Restraining his anger, Saccard asked impassively: ‘Did 
he send you to tell me that?’ 

After hesitating for a moment, the Deputy thought it 
best to confess that it was so. ‘Well, yes, he did. Oh! 
you cannot suppose that the attacks made upon him in 
“ L’Espérance”’ have anything to do with his irritation. He 
is above such porsonal considerations. Still, it is none the 
less true that the Catholic campaign in your paper is, as you 
yourself must realise, of a nature to embarrass him in his 
present policy. Since the beginning of all these unfortunate 
complications with regard to Rome he has had the entire 
clergy on his back. He has just been obliged to have another 
bishop censured by the Council of State for issuing an 
ageressive pastoral letter. And you choose for your attacks 
the very moment when he has so much difficulty to prevent 
himself from being swamped by the Liberal evolution brought 
about by the reforms of January 19—reforms which, as folks 
say, he has only decided to carry out in order that he may 
prudently circumscribe them. Come, you are his brother, and 
can you imagine that your conduct pleases him ?’ 

‘Of course,’ answered Saccard sneeringly, ‘it is very 
wrong on my part. Here is this poor brother of mine, who, in 
his rage to remain a Minister, governs in the name of tho 
principles which he fought against yesterday, and lays all the 
blame upon me because he can no longer keep his balance 
between the Right, which is angry at having been betrayed, 
and the Third Estate, which longs for power. To quiet the 
Catholics, he only the other day launched his famous 
“Never!” swearing that never would France allow Italy to 
take Rome from the Pope. And now, in his terror of the 
Liberals, he would like very much to give them a guarantee 
also, and thinks of ruining me to satisfy them. A week ago 
Emile Ollivier gave him a fine shaking in the Chamber.’ 

‘Qh,’ interrupted Huret, ‘lie still has the confidence of 
the Tuileries; the Emperor has sent him the star of the 
Legion of Honour in diamonds.’ 
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But, with an energetic gesture, Saccard retorted that he was 
not to be duped. ‘The Universal is growing too powerful, 
that is the worry, isitnot? A Catholic bank, which threatens 
to conquer the world by money as it was formerly conquered 
by faith, can that be tolerated? All the Freethinkers, all the 
Freemasons, ambitious to become Ministers, shiver at the 
thought. Perhaps, too, there is some loan which they want 
to work with Gundermann. What would become of a Govern- 
ment that did not allow itself to be preyed upon by those dirty 
Jews? And somy fool of a brother, in order to retain power 
six months longer, is going to throw me as food to the dirty 
Jews, to the Liberals, to the entire riff-raff, in the hope that 
he will be left in peace while they are devouring me. Well, 
go back and tell him that I don’t care a fig for him.’ 

He straightened up his short figure, his passion prevailing 
over his irony, in a trumpet-flourish of battle. ‘Do you 
understand? I don’t care a fig for him! That is my 
answer; I wish him to know it.’ 

Huret slightly stooped. As soon as folks lost their 
tempers in matters of business he had nothing more to say. 
And after all, in this particular affair, he was only a 
messenger. ‘All right, all right,’ he said, ‘he shall be told. 
You will get your back broken, but that is your own look- 
out!’ 

An interval of silence followed. Jantrou, who had 
remained perfectly silent, pretending to be entirely absorbed 
in correcting some proofs, raised his eyes to admire Saccard. 
How fine the bandit was in his passion! These rascals of 
genius triumph at times when they reach this state of 
recklessness, and are carried along by the intoxication of 
success. And at this moment Jantrou was on Saccard’s side, 
firmly believing in his star. 

‘Ah, I was forgetting,’ resumed Huret; ‘it seems that 
Delcambre, the Public Prosecutor, hates you. Well, you 
probably do not yet know it, but the Emperor this morning 
appointed him Minister of Justice.’ 

Saccard, who had been pacing up and down the room, 
stopped short. With darkened face he at last exclaimed : 
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‘Another nice piece of goods! So they have made a Minister 
of that thing! But why should I care about it?’ 

‘Well,’ rejoined Huret, exaggerating his expression of 
feigned simplicity, ‘if any misfortune should happen to you, 
as may happen to anybody in business, your brother does 
not wish you to rely upon him to defend you against Del- 
cambre.’ 

‘But, d—— it all!’ shrieked Saccard, ‘I tell you that I 
don’t care a button for the whole gang, either for Rougon, or 
for Deleambre, or for you either !’ 

At that moment, fortunately, Daigremont entered the room. 
He had never before called at the newspaper office, so that 
his appearance was a surprise to them all and averted further 
violence. Studiously polite, he shook hands all round, smiling 
upon ono and the other with the wheedling affability of a man 
of the world. His wife was going to givea soirée at which she 
intended to sing, and, in order to secure a good article, he 
had come to invite Jantrou in person. Ilowever, Saccard’s 
presence seemed to delight him. 

‘How goes it, my great man?’ he asked. 

Instead of answering, Saccard inquired: ‘You haven't 
sold, have you?’ 

‘Sold! Ohno, not yet.’ And there was a ring of sincerity 
in his laughter. He was made of firmer stuff than that. 

‘One ought never to sell in our position!’ cried Saccard. 

‘Never. That is what I meant tosay. Weall of us have 
the same interests, and you know very well that you can rely 
on me.’ 

His eyelids had drooped, and he gave a side glance while 
referring to the other directors, Sddille, Kolb and the Marquis 
de Bohain, answering for them as for himself. Their enter- 
prise was prospering so well, he said, that it was a real 
pleasure to be all of one mind in furthering the most 
extraordinary success which the Bourse had witnessed for the 
last half century. Then he found some flattering remark for 
each of tham, Saccard, Huret, and Jantrou, and went off 
repeating that he should expect to see them all three at his 
soirée; Mounier, the tenor at the Opera, would, he said, give 
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his wife her cue. Oh, the performance would be a very 
effective one ! 

‘So that’s all the answer you have to give me?’ asked 
Huret, in his turn preparing to leave. 

‘Quite so,’ replied Saccard in a curt, dry voice. And to 
emphasise his decision he made a point of not going down 
with Huret as he usually did. 

Then, finding himself alone again with the editor, he ex- 
claimed: ‘This means war, my brave fellow! There is no 
occasion to spare anybody any further ; belabour the whole 
gang! Ah, at last, then, I shall bo able to fight the battle 
according to my own ideas!’ 

‘All the same, it is rather stiff!’ concluded Jantrou, whose 
perplexities were beginning again. 

Meantime, on the bench in the passage, Marcelle was still 
waiting. It was hardly four o’clock, and Dejoie had already 
lighted the lamps, so early had it grown dark amid the grey, 
obstinate downpour. Iivery time that the good fellow passed her 
he found some little remark with which to entertain her. 
Moreover, the comings and goings of contributors were becoming 
more frequent; loud voices rang out in an adjoining room; 
there was all the growing fever which attends the making up 
of a newspaper. 

After atime, suddenly raising her eyes, Marcelle saw Jordan 
in front of her. He was drenched, and looked overwhelmed, 
with that trembling of the lips, that slightly crazy expression 
which one notices in those who have long been pursuing some 
hope without attaining it. Marcelle realised that he had been 
unsuccessful. 

‘You could get nothing, eh ?’ she asked, turning pale. 

‘Nothing, my darling, nothing at all—nowhere, it wasn’t 
possible.’ 

She uttered only a low lament, but it was instinct with all 
her agony of heart : ‘Oh, my God!’ 

Just then Saccard came out of Jantrou’s office and was 
astonished to find her still there. ‘What, madame, has your 
truant husband only just come back? Ah! I told you that it 
would be better for you to wait in my office.’ 
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She looked at him fixedly, and a sudden inspiration 
dawned in her large desolate eyes. She did not pause 
to reflect, but yielded to that reckless bravery which throws 
women forward in moments of passion. ‘ Monsieur Saccard,’ 
said she, ‘I have something to ask you. If you are willing, 
we will now go to your room.’ 

‘Why, certainly, madame.’ 

Jordan, who feared that he could divine her purpose, tried 
to hold her back, stammering ‘ No, no,’ in the sickly anguish 
which always came upon him when pecuniary matters were 
in question. However, she released herself, and he had to 
follow her. 

‘Monsieur Saccard,’ she resumed as soon as the door was 
closed, ‘for the last two hours my husband has been vainly 
running about, trying to find five hundred francs, and he 
doesn’t dare to apply to you. Soit is I who have come to ask 
you for them——’ 

And then, in a spirited way, with the amusing air of a 
gay, resolute little woman, she described the scene which had 
taken place in the morning—the brutal entrance of Busch, the 
invasion of her home by the three horrid men, the manner in 
which she had managed to repel the assault, and the promise 
which she had made to pay the money that very day. Ah! 
those pecuniary sores so common among the humble, those 
great sorrows caused by shame and powerlessness—the very 
existence of human beings continually put in question through 
the lack of a few paltry pieces of silver ! 

‘Busch!’ repeated Saccard. ‘So it’s that old swindler 
Busch, is it, who holds you in his clutches ?’ 

Then, with affable good-nature, turning to Jordan, who re- 
mained silent and pale, feeling supremely uncomfortable, he 
said : ‘ Well, I will advance you the five hundred francs. You 
ought to have asked me for them in the first place.’ 

He had seated himself at his table to sign a cheque, 
when he stopped to reflect. He remembered the letter which 
he had received from Busch, the visit which he had to make 
to him, and which he had been postponing from day to day in 
his annoyance over the nasty affair that he scented. Why 
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should he not at once go to the Rue Feydeau, taking advan- 
tage of the opportunity now that he had a pretext for going 
there ? 

‘ Listen,’ said he, ‘I know this rascal through and through. 
It is better that I should go to pay him in person, to see if I 
can’t get your notes back at half price.’ 

Marcelle’s eyes now sparkled with gratitude. ‘Oh, 
Monsieur Saccard, how kind you are!’ she exclaimed. And, 
addressing her husband, she added: ‘ You see, you big silly, 
that Monsieur Saccard has not eaten us!’ 

Yielding to an irresistible impulse, he threw his arms 
round her neck and kissed her, as though to thank her for 
being more energetic and skilful than himself in these 
material difficulties which paralysed his energy. 

‘No, no!’ said Saccard, when the young man finally 
pressed his hand, ‘ the pleasure is mine ; it is very pleasant to 
see you love one another so much. Go home, and be easy.’ 

In a couple of minutes his brougham, which was waiting 
for him, conveyed him to the Rue Feydeau, through muddy 
Paris, amid the jostling of umbrellas and splashing of puddles. 
But once upstairs he rang in vain at the dirty old door, on 
which was a plate bearing the inscription ‘ Disputed Claims ’ 
in big letters. It did not open, there was no sound within, 
and he was on the point of going away, when, in his keen 
vexation, he shook it violently with his fist. Then a halting 
step was heard, and at last Sigismond appeared. 

‘What! itis you! I thought that it was my brother, who 
had come up again and forgotten his key. I never answer the 
door myself. Oh, he won’t be long, and you can wait for him 
if you wish to see him.’ 

With the same painful, unsteady step he returned, followed 
by Saccard, into the room which he occupied overlooking the 
Place de la Bourse. It was still quite light at that height 
above the mist, whence the rain was pouring into the streets. 
The room was frigidly bare with its little iron bedstead, its 
table and two chairs, and its few shelves of books. A small 
stove stood in front of the chimney-piece, and the fire, care- 
lessly looked after, forgotten, had just gone out. 
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‘Sit down, monsieur,’ said Sigismond, ‘my brother told 
me that he was only going out for a moment.’ 

Saccard declined the proffcred chair, however, and stood 
looking at him, struck by the progress which consumption 
had made in this tall, pale follow with child-like eyes—eyes 
with a dim, dreamy expression, passing strange under a fore- 
head which seemed typical of energy and, obstinacy. His 
long wavy hair fell on either side of his face, which had be- 
come extremely sunken and emaciated, elongated too and 
drawn, as it were, towards the grave. 

‘You have been ill?’ remarked Saccard, at a loss what else 
to say. 

Sigismond made a gesture of complete indifference. ‘Oh, 
as usual,’ he replied. ‘This last week hasn’t been a good one 
on account of the wretched weather. But I got on very well 
all the same. I no longer sleep, you know, so I can work, 
and if I have a little fever, why, it keeps me warm. Ah, there 
is so much to be done!’ 

He had again seated himself at his table, on which a book 
in the German language was lying open. ‘I must apologise 
for sitting down,’ said he; ‘I remained up all night in order to 
read this book, which I received yesterday. A masterpiece, 
yes, the fruit of ten years’ labour, ten years of the life of my 
master, Karl Marx. It is the treatise on Capital which he 
promised us so long ago. So now we here have our Bible.’ 

Saccard took a step forward to glance inquisitively at the 
book, but the sight of the Gothic characters at once repelled 
him. ‘I shall wait until it is translated!’ he exclaimed, 
laughing. 

The young man shook his head as though to say that even 
when translated the book would be understood by few except- 
ing the initiated. It was not a work of propaganda. But 
how wonderfully logical it was, with what a victorious abun- 
dance of proofs it showed that existing society, based upon 
the capitalistic system, would inevitably be destroyed! The 
ground clear, they would be able to rebuild, 

‘Then this is the sweep of the broom?’ asked Saccard, 
still jesting. 
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‘In theory, yes,’ answered Sigismond. ‘All that I one 

day explained to you, the whole evolution, is in these pages. 
“Yt only remains for us to carry it out. And you are blind if 

you do not see the progress which the idea is already making 
every hour. Thus you, who, with your Universal, have stirred 
up and centralized hundreds of millions during the last three 
years, you really don’t seem to suspect that you are leading 
us straight to Collectivism. I have followed your enterprise 
with passionate interest; yes, from this quiet out-of-the-way 
room I have studied its development day by day, and I know 
it as well as you do, and I say that you are giving us a famous 
lesson; for the collectivist State will only have to do what 
you are doing, expropriate you in bulk when you have expro- 
priated the smaller capitalists in detail. And in this wise 
will be realised the ambition of your huge dream, which is, I 
understand, to absorb all the capital in the world, to become 
the one bank, the one general warehouse of public wealth. 
Oh, I admire you very much; I would let you go on if I were 
the master, because you are beginning our work, like a fore- 
runner of genius!’ 

Thereupon he smiled, with the pale smile of an invalid, as 
he noticed the attention of his questioner, who was very sur- 
prised to find him so familiar with the affairs of the day, and 
also very flattered by his intelligent praise. ‘Only,’ con- 
tinued Sigismond, ‘on the day when we expropriate you in 
the name of the nation, substituting for your private interests 
the interests of all, and transforming your great machine for 
sucking the blood of others into the regulator of social wealth, 
we shall begin by abolishing this.’ 

He had found a sou among the papers on his table and 
was holding it up between two fingers. 

‘Money!’ exclaimed Saccard, ‘abolish money! What 
fantastic madness!’ 

‘We shall abolish coined money. Remember that metal- 
lic money will have no place, no raison d’étre in a collectivist 
State. For purposes of remuneration we shall replace it by 
our labour notes, and if you look upon it as a measure of value 
we have another which will fulfil the same purpose, that which 
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we shall obtain by determining the average day’s labour in 
eur workshops. This money, which masks and favours the 
exploitation of the workman, which enables people to rob him, 
by reducing his salary to the minimum sum which he must 
secure to avoid dying of hunger—this money must be de- 
stroyed. Is it not something frightful, this possession of 
money which creates a multitude of private fortunes, which 
prevents free and fruitful circulation, which begets scandalous 
sovereignties, makes a few men masters of both the financial 
market and social production? Each of our crises, all the 
anarchy of the time, come from that source. Money must 
be killed—yes, killed.’ 

Saccard grew angry, however. What! no more money, 
no more gold, no more of those shining stars which had illu- 
mined his life! In his eyes wealth had always taken the 
shape of bright new coins, raining like a spring shower amid 
the sunbeams, falling like hail upon the ground, and strewing 
it with heaps of silver, heaps of gold which were stirred with 
a shovel in oyder that one might have the pleasure of seeing 
them shine and hearing them jingle. And that gaiety, that 
incentive to effort and life, was to be abolished ! 

‘It’s idiotic, that is,’ said he; ‘yes, idiotic. It will never 
be done, you hear me.’ 

‘Why never? Why idiotic? Do we use money in 
family life? In family economy you only find common effort 
and exchange. So of what use will money be when society 
shall have become one large family, governing itself ?’ 

‘I tell you that it is madness! Destroy money! Why, 
monoy is life itself! There would be nothing left, nothing!’ 

He was walking up and down, beside himself. And in 
this fit of passion, as he passed the window, he gave a glance 
eutside as though to make sure that the Bourse was still 
there, for perhaps this terrible fellow had blown it down with 
a breath. But yes, it was still there, though very vague and 
dim in the depths of the twilight, looking, in fact, as if it were 
melting away under the rain, like a pale phantom Bourse on 
the point of vanishing into grey mist. 

‘However, it is stupid of me to discuss such a thing,’ 
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resumed Saccard. ‘It is impossible. Abolish money! I 
should like to see you do it.’ 

‘Bah!’ murmured Sigismond, ‘everything undergoes 
transformation and disappears. We already saw the form of 
wealth change when the value of land declined, and real 
estate, fields and forests became as nothing by the side of 
funded property, investments in State securities and industrial 
stocks and shares. And now this form of wealth is smitten 
with premature decay. Money was long considered to be 
worth its five per cent. per annum, but such is no longer the 
case; its value is steadily falling, so why should it not at last 
disappear, why should not a new form of wealth govern social 
relations? It is this wealth of to-morrow that our labour 
notes will bring.’ 

He had become absorbed in the contemplation of that sou, 
as if he dreamt that he held in his hand the last sou of the 
past ages, a sou that had outlived the defunct old time society. 
How many joys and how many tears had worn away the 
humble coin! 

Then, growing sad as he thought of the seeming eternity 
of human desires, he resumed in a gentle voice: ‘After all, 
you are right: we ourselves shall not see these things. It 
will take years and years. Can we even know whether the 
love of others will ever have sufficient vigour to take the place 
of egotism in the social organisation? Yet I had hoped for a 
nearer triumph. Ah, I should so much have liked to witness 
the dawn of justice!’ 

For a moment the bitterness born of the disease from 
which he suffered broke his voice. He who, in his denial of 
death, treated it as if it were not, made a gesture as if to 
brush it aside. And yet he was already resigned. 

‘IT have performed my task,’ said he; ‘I shall, at all events, 
leave my notes, if I have not time to prepare the complete 
scheme of reconstruction which I dreamed of. The society of 
to-morrow must be the ripe fruit of civilisation, for if we do not 
retain the good features of emulation and control all will col- 
lapse. Ah, how clearly I can see that society even now, com- 
plete, such as I have managed to construct it after labouring 
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through so many nights! All contingencies are foreseen ; 
everything is solved; sovereign justice, absolute happiness, 
are ensured at last. It is all there—on paper, mathematical, 
final——’ 

IIis long, emaciated hands were straying among the papers 
on his table, and he grew quite excited, dreaming of the many 
milliards reconquered for humanity and equitably divided 
among all; of the joy and health which with a stroke of the 
pen he restored to suffering mankind, he who no longer ate, 
who no longer slept, but, without a want, was slowly dying 
in that bare room. 

A harsh voice, however, suddenly made Saccard start. 
‘What are you doing here ?’ 

It was Busch, who had just come back, and who in his per- 
petual fear that his brother might be sent into a fit of cough- 
ing by being made to talk too much was darting at his visitor 
the oblique glances of a jealous lover. However, he did not 
wait for Saccard’s reply, but in a maternal, almost despairing 
fashion began to scold. ‘What! you have let your fire go 
out again. Is there any sense in it, on such a cold damp day 
as this!’ 

And, already bending on his knees, despite the weight of 
his huge frame, he began breaking up some small wood and 
relighting the fire. Then he went to fetch a broom, swept up 
the litter, and saw to the medicine which his brother had to 
take every two hours. And it was only when he had pre- 
vailed on him to lie down on the bed to rest that he again 
became tranquil. 

‘If you will step into my office, Monsieur Saccard,’ said 
he. 

Madame Méchain was now there, seated on the only chair 
there was. She and Busch had just been down to make an 
important call, with the complete success of which they were 
delighted. Ait last, after a delay which had well-nigh driven 
them to despair, one of the affairs which they had most at 
heart had been set afoot again. For three years, indeed, La 
Méchain had been tramping the pavements in search of Léonie 
Cron, that girl in whose favour the late Count de Beauvilliers 
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had signed an acknowledgment of ten thousand francs, pay- 
able on the day when she should attain her majority. Vainly 
had La Méchain applied to her cousin Fayeux, the dividend- 
collector at Vendéme, who had bonght this acknowledgment 
for Busch in a lot of old debts belonging to the estate of a 
certain Charpier, a grain merchant and occasional usurer. 
Fayeux knew nothing, and simply wrote that Léonie Cron 
must be in the employ of a process server in Paris; at all 
events, she had left Vendéme more than ten years before and 
had never returned, and it was impossible to obtain any infor- 
mation from any of her relatives, as they were all dead. La 
Méchain had managed to discover the process-server, and had 
even succeeded in tracing Léonie to a butcher’s house, next 
to a fast woman’s, and next to a dentist’s; but then the thread 
abruptly broke, the scent was lost. It was like searching for 
a needle in a haystack. How can one hope to find a girl who 
has fallen, disappeared amid the mire of a great city like 
Paris? In vain had she tried the servants’ agencies, visited 
the low lodging-houses, ransacked the haunts of vice, always 
on the watch, turning her head and questioning as soon as 
the name of Léonie fell upon her ears. And this girl, for whom 
she had searched so far, she had that very day, by chance, 
discovered in the Rue Feydeau itself, in a disreputable house, 
where she had called to hunt up an old tenant of the Cité de 
Naples who owed her three francs. A stroke of genius had 
led her to recognise the wench under the distinguished name 
of Léonide, and Busch, being notified, had at once returned 
with her to the house to negotiate. Stout, with coarse black 
hair falling to her eyebrows, and with a flat, flabby face, 
Léonie had at first surprised him; then, with a feeling of 
delight that she had fallen so low, he had offered her a thou- 
sand francs if she would relinquish to his hands her rights in 
the matter. She had accepted the offer with childish delight, 
like the simpleton she was; and by this means they would 
at last be able to carry out their scheme of hunting down the 
Countess de Beauvilliers. The long-searched-for weapon was 
in their grasp, a weapon hideous and shameful beyond their 
wildest hopes. 
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‘I was expecting you, Monsieur Saccard,’ said Busch. 
‘We have to talk. You received my letter, of course.’ 

Meantime La Méchain, motionless and silent, did not stir 
from the only chair in that little room, which was littered 
with papers and lighted by a smoky lamp. And Saccard, 
who had to remain standing and did not wish it to be sup- 
posed that he had come there in response to any threat, at 
once entered upon the Jordan matter ina stern, contemptuous 
voice. 

‘Tixcuse me,’ said he, ‘I came up to settle the debt of one 
of my contributors—little Jordan, a very nice fellow, whom 
you are pursuing with red-hot shot, indeed with really re- 
volting ferocity. This very morning, it seems, you behaved 
towards his wife in a way in which no man of good breeding 
would behave.’ 

Astonished at being attacked in this fashion when he was 
on the point of assuming offensive tactics himself, Busch lost 
his balance, forgot the other matter, and became irritated on 
account of thisone. ‘The Jordans!’ said he; ‘ you have come 
on account of the Jordans. There is no question of any wife 
or any good breeding in matters of business. When people 
owe, they ought to pay, that is my rule. Scamps, who have 
been humbugging me for years past, from whom I have had 
the utmost trouble to extract four hundred francs, copper by 
copper! Ah! thunder, yes! I will sell them up! I will 
throw them into the street to-morrow morning, if I don’t 
have the three hundred and thirty francs and fifteen centimes 
which they still owe me upon my desk to-night !’ 

Thereupon, Saccard, in order to drive him quite wild, 
declared that he had already been paid his money forty times 
over, for the debt had certainly not cost him ten francs. 
These tactics succeeded, for Busch almost choked with anger. 
‘There it goesagain! That is the only thing that any of you 
can find to say!’ he exclaimed ; ‘and what about the costs, 
pray? This debt of three hundred francs which has in- 
creased to more than seven hundred? However, that does 
not concern me. When folks don’t pay me, I prosecute. So 
“much the worse if justicais expensive; it is their fault! But 
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according to you, when I have bought « debt for ten francs, 
I ought to receive ten francs and no more! And what about 
my risks, pray, and all the running about that I have to per- 
form, and my brain-work—yes, my intelligence ? For instance, 
in this Jordan matter you can consult Madame, who is here. 
She has been attending to it. Ah, the journeys and the 
applications which she has made! She has worn out no end 
of shoe-leather in climbing the stairs of newspaper offices, 
where folks showed her the door as if she were a beggar, 
without ever giving her the address she wanted. Why, we 
have been nursing this affair for months, we have dreamed 
about it, we have been working on it as one of our master- 
pieces ; it has cost me a tremendous sum, even if I only cal- 
culate the time spent over it at ten sous an hour!’ 

He was becoming excited, and with a sweeping gesture 
pointed to the papers that filled the room. ‘I have here 
more than twenty millions of debts, of all ages, owed by 
people in all stations of life—some very small amounts, 
others very large ones, Will you pay a million for them ?’ 
If so, 1 will willingly let you have them. When one thinks 
that there are some debtors whom I have been hunting 
for a quarter of a century! To obtain a few paltry hun- 
dred francs, and sometimes even less from them, I wait in 
patience for years until they become successful or inherit 
property. The others, the unknown and most numerous, 
sleep there—look! in that corner, where that huge heap is. 
That is chaos, or rather raw material, from which I must 
extract life—I mean my life, and Heaven alone knows after 
what an entanglement of search and worry! And when I 
at last catch one of these folks in a solvent condition, you 
expect me not to bleed him ? But, come, you would think me 
a fool if I didn’t do so; you would not be so stupid yourself !’ 

Without waiting to discuss the question any further, 
Saccard took out his pocket-book. ‘I am going to give you 
two hundred francs,’ said he, ‘and you will give me the 
Jordan papers, with a receipt in full.’ 

Busch’s exasperation made him start. ‘Two hundred 
francs! Not if I knowit! The.amount is three hundred 
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and thirty francs and fifteen centimes, and I want the. 
centimes ! ’ 5 

But with the tranquil assurance of a man who knows the 
power which money has when it is spread out before one, 
Saccard, in a voice which neither rose nor fell, repeated: ‘I 
am going to give you two hundred francs.’ 

Three times he spoke these words, and the Jew, convinced 
at heart that it would be sensible to compromise, ended by 
accepting the offer, but with a cry of rage and with tears start- 
ing from his eyes. ‘I amtooweak. What a wretched trade ! 
Upon my word I am plundered, robbed. Go on while you are 
about it, don’t restrain yourself, take some others too—yes, 
pick some out of the heap, for your two hundred francs.’ 

Then having signed a receipt and written a line to the 
process-server, for the papers were no longer at the office in 
the Rue Feydeau, Busch remained for a moment panting at 
his desk, so upset that he would have let Saccard then and 
there go off had it not been for La Méchain, who so far had 
neither made a gesture nor spoken a word. 

‘And the affair ?’ said she. 

He suddenly remembered. He was going to take his 
revenge. But all that he had prepared, his narrative, his 
questions, the skilfully planned moves which were to make 
the interview take the course he desired, were swept away, for- 
gotten in his haste to come to the brutal fact. 

‘The affair, true—I wrote to you, Monsieur Saccard. We 
now have an old account to settle together.’ 

He stretched out his hand to take the wrapper containing 
the Sicardot notes, and laid it open in front of him. 

‘In 1852,’ he said, ‘you stayed at a lodging-house in the 
Rue de la Harpe; you there signed twelve promissory notes 
of fifty francs each in favour of a girl of sixteen, Octavie Cha- 
vaille, whom you had ruined. Those notes are here. You have 
never paid a single one of them, for you went away without 
leaving any address before the first one matured. And the 
worst of it is you signed them with a false name, Sicardot, 
the name of your first wife.’ 

Very pale, Saccard listened and looked at him. In utter 
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consternation he once more beheld the past, and it seemed 
es though some huge, shadowy, but crushing mass were 
falling upon him. In the fear of the first moment he quite 
lost his head, and stammered, ‘How is it you know that? 
How did you get hold of those notes ?’ 

Then, with trembling hands, he hastened to take out his 
pocket-book again, with the one thought of paying and regain- 
ing possession of those annoying papers. ‘ There are no costs, 
are there?’ saidhe. ‘Itis six hundredfrancs. Oh! a good 
deal might be said, but I prefer to pay without discussion.’ 

And thereupon he tendered six bank-notes. 

‘By-and-by!’ cried Busch, pushing back the money. ‘I 
have not finished. Madame, whom you see there, is Octavie’s 
cousin, and these papers are hers; it is in her name that I 
seek payment. That poor Octavie became a cripple, and had 
many misfortunes before she at last died at Madame’s house 
in frightful poverty. If Madame chose, she could tell you 
things ; 

‘Terrible things!’ emphasised La Méchain in her piping 
voice, breaking silence at last. 

Saccard, quite scared, having forgotten her, turned and 
saw her sitting there all of a heap, like a half-empty wine- 
skin. Bird of prey that she was with her shady trade in 
worthless securities, she had always made him feel uneasy, 
and now he found her mixed up in this unpleasant story. 

‘Undoubtedly, poor creature, it is very sad,’ he murmured. 
‘But if she is dead, I really do not see——- Here, at any 
rate, are the six hundred francs.’ 

A second time Busch refused to take the sum. . 

‘Excuse me,’ he said, ‘ you do not know all yet; she had 
a child. Yes, a child who is now in his fourteenth year—a 
child who so resembles you that you cannot deny him.’ 

‘A child, a child!’ Saccard repeated several times, quite 
thunderstruck. 

Then, suddenly replacing the six bank-notes in his pocket- 
book, recovering his self-possession and becoming quite merry, 
he continued : 

‘But, I say, are you having a game with me? If there is 
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® child, I shan't give you a copper! The little one is his 
mother’s heir. He shall have the money and whatever mora 
he wants besides. A child, indeed! Why, it makes me feel 
quite young again. Where is he? I must go to see him. 
Why didn’t you bring him to me at once ?’ 

In his turn stupefied, Busch now thought of how long he 
had hesitated and of the infinite pains that Madame Caroline 
had taken to hide Victor’s existence from his father. And, quite 
nonplussed, he burst into complicated explanations, revealing 
everything—the six thousand francs claimed by La Méchain 
for keep and money lent, the two thousand which Madame 
Caroline had paid on account, the frightful instincts which 
Victor had displayed, and his removal to the Institute of Work. 
And at each fresh revelation Saccard gave a violent start. 
What! Six thousand francs, indeed! How was he to know, 
on the contrary, that they had not despoiled the little fellow ? 
Two thousand francs on account! They had had the auda- 
city to extort two thousand francs from a lady friend of his! 
Why, it was robbery, abuse of confidence! ‘The little one, 
of course, had been brought up badly, and now he, Saccard, 
was expected to pay those who were responsible for his evil 
education! Did they take him to be a fool, then ? 

‘Not a copper!’ he cried. ‘Youhear me. You need not 
expect to get a copper from me!’ 

With a pale face, Busch rose and took his stand in front of 
his table. ‘ Well, we will see,’ he exclaimed; ‘I will drag 
you into court!’ 

‘Don’t talk nonsense. You know very well that the 
courts don’t deal with such matters. And if you hope to 
blackmail me you deceive yourself, for I don’t care one rap 
for anything you may say or do. Acchild! Why, I tell you 
it makes me feel quite proud!’ Then, as La Méchain blocked 
up the doorway, he had to hustle her, climb over her in facet, 
in order to get out. She was suffocating, but managed to 
call to him in her flute-like voice as he went down the stairs, 
*You rascal! You heartless wretch !’ 


‘You shall hear from us,’ howled Busch, shutting the doer 
with a bang. 
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Buch was Saccard’s excitement that he gave his coachman 
oniers to drive to the Rue Saint-Lazare at once. He was in 
® hurry to see Madame Caroline, whom he accosted without 
the slightest sign of embarrassment, at once scolding her for 
having given the two thousand francs. ‘ Why, my dear friend, 
one should never part with money in that fashion. Why did 
you act without consulting me?’ 

She, scared at finding that he knew the story at last, 
remained silent. It was really Busch’s handwriting that she 
had recognised on that envelope, and now she had nothing 
more to hide, since another had just relieved her of the secret. 
Nevertheless, she still hesitated, in confusion for this man who 
questioned her so much at his ease. 

‘I wanted to spare you a chagrin,’ she began. ‘The poor 
child was in such a terrible state. I should have told you all 
long ago, but for a feeling——’ 

‘What feeling ? I confess that I do not understand you.’ 

She did not try to explain herself, to further excuse her- 
self, invaded as she was by a feeling of sadness, of weariness 
with everything—she whom life usually found so courageous ; 
while he, delighted, really rejuvenated, continued chattering. 

‘The poor little fellow! I shall be very fond of him, I 
assure you. You did quite right to take him to the Institute 
of Work, so that they might clean him upa little. But we will 
remove him from there and give him teachers. To-morrow 
I will go to see him—yes, to-morrow, if I am not too busy.’ 

The next day, however, there was a board meeting, and two 
days passed, and then a week, during which Saccard was unable 
to find a spare minute. He often spoke of the child, but kept 
on postponing his visit, always yielding to the overflowing river 
that carried him along. 

In the early days of December, amidst the extraordi- 
nary fever to which the Bourse was still a prey, Universals 
had reached the price of two thousand seven hundred francs. 
Uniortunately, the alarming reports went on growing and 
spreading, and though the rise continued there was an intole- 
rable feeling of uneasiness. The inevitable catastrophe was 
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—went up incessantly—it was by the force of one of those 
prodigious, obstinate infatuations which refuse to surrender to 
evidence. And Saccard now lived amid the glamour of his 
spurious triumph, with a halo around him as it were—a halo 
emanating from that shower of gold which he caused to rain 
upon Paris. Still, he was shrewd enough to feel that the soil 
beneath him was undermined, cracking, threatening to sink 
under his feet and swallow him up. And so, although he 
remained victorious after each settlement, he felt perfectly 
enraged with the ‘bears,’ whose losses must already be very 
heavy. What possessed those dirty Jews that they should 
fight on so tenaciously ? Would he not soon annihilate them ? 
And he was especially exasperated by the fact that, apart from 
Gundermann, who was playing his usual game, he could seent 
other sellers—soldiers of the Universal perhaps, traitors who, 
losing confidence, were going over to the enemy, all eagerness 
to realise their gains. 

One day when Saccard was thus venting his displeasure 
in presence of Madame Caroline, she thought it her duty to 
tell him everything. ‘You know, my friend,’ said she, ‘ that 
IT also have sold. Yes, I have just parted with our last 
thousand shares at the rate of two thousand seven hundred 
francs.’ 

He was overcome, as though confronted by the blackest 
of treasons. ‘You have sold, you! you, my God!" he 
gasped. 

She had taken hold of his hands and was pressing them, 
really grieved for him, but reminding him that she and her 
brother had long since warned him of their intention. More- 
over, Hamelin, who was still at Rome, kept on writing to her 
in the most anxious strain about this exaggerated rise, which 
he could not understand, and which must be stopped, said he, 
even under penalty of tumbling into an abyss. Only the day 
before she had received a letter from him, giving her formal 
orders to sell. And so she had sold. 

‘You, you!’ repeated Saccard; ‘so it was you who were 
fighting me, you whom I felt in the dark! It is your shares 
that I have been obliged to buy up!’ 
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Ho did not fly into a passion, as he usually did, and she 
suffered the more from his utter despondency; she would 
have liked to reason with him, to induce him to abandon that 
merciless struggle, which nothing but a massaore could ter- 
minate. 

‘Listen to me, my friend,’ she said. ‘ Reflect that our three 
thousand shares have brought us more than seven millions 
and a half. Is not that an unhoped-for, an extravagant 
profit? Indeed, all this money frightens me, I cannot be- 
lieve that it belongs to me. However, it is not our personal 
interest that is in question. Think of the interests of all 
those who have entrusted their fortunes in your hands, of all 
the millions which you are risking in the game. Why sustain 
that senseless rise? why stimulate it further? I hear people 
Say on every hand that a catastrophe lies inevitably at tho 
end of it all. You cannot keep on rising for ever; there is 
no shame in allowing the shares to revert to their real value, 
and, with the enterprise firm and stable, that will mean sal- 
vation.’ 

But he had already sprung to his feet. 

‘I mean that the quotations shall reach three thousand 
francs!’ he cried. ‘I have bought, and I will buy again, even 
if it kills me. Yes! may I burst and all burst with me, if I do 
not reach the figure of three thousand francs, and keep to it!’ 

After the settlement of December 15, Universals rose to 
two thousand eight hundred, and then to two thousand nine 
hundred francs. And on the 21st the quotation of three 
thousand and twenty francs was proclaimed at the Bourse, 
amid the uproar of an insane multitude. There was no 
longer any truth or logic in it all; the idea of value was per- 
verted to the point of losing all real significance. A report 
was current that Gundermann, contrary to his prudent habits, 
had involved himself in frightful risks. For months he had 
been nursing a fall; and so each fortnight his losses had 
increased by leaps and bounds in proportion to the rise 
Indeed, people were beginning to whisper that his back might 
be broken after all, All brains were topsy-turvy ; prodigies 
were expected, 


310 MONEY 


And at that supreme moment, when Saccard, at the 
summit, felt the earth trembling under him, and secretly 
feared that he might fall, he was king. When his carriage 
reached the Rue de Londres, and drew up outside the 
triumphal palace of the Universal, a valet hastened down and 
spread out a carpet, which rolled across the footway from the 
vestibule steps to the gutter; and then Saccard condescended 
to alight from his brougham, and made his entrance into 
the Bank, like a sovereign, spared from treading on the 
common pavement of the streets. 
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CHAPTER X 
THE BATTLE OF MILLIONS 


Tuat day, the last of the year, the day of the December 
settlement, the great hall of the Bourse was already full at 
half-past twelve o’clock, and the agitation as displayed by 
voice and gesture was extraordinary. For several weeks the 
effervescence had been increasing, and now came this last day 
of struggle with its feverish mob, through whose ranks the 
growl of conflict already sped, the growl of the decisive battle 
which was on the point of being fought. Out of doors there 
was @ terrible frost; but the oblique rays of a clear winter’s 
sun penetrated through the high windows, brightening the 
whole of one side of the bare hall with its severe-looking 
pillars and dreary arched roof, the cold aspect of which was 
increased by the grey allegorical paintings that decorated it. 
And from end to end of the arcades were the apertures of the 
air-stoves, disseminating warm breath amid the cold currents 
of air which were admitted by the grated doors ever and ever 
on the swing. 

‘Bear’ Moser, looking even more anxious and yellow than 
. usual, chanced to run against ‘Bull’ Pillerault, who stood in 
the hall, arrogantly planted on his long, heron-like legs. 
‘You know what they say,’ began Moser. But he had to 
raise his voice in order to make himself heard amid the grow- 
ing hubbub of conversation, a regular, monotonous rolling 
sound, like the clamour of overflowing water running on with- 
out cessation. ‘They say that we shall have war in April. 
With all these formidable armaments matters cannot end 
otherwise. Germany won't leave us time to carry out the 
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new Army Law which the Chamber is about to vote. And 
besides, Bismarck——’ : 

Pillerault burst into a laugh. ‘Oh, go to Jericho with 
your Bismarck! I myself had five minutes’ conversation 
with him whilst he was here during the summer. He seemed 
a very pleasant fellow. If you are not satisfied with the 
crushing success of the Exhibition, what is it that you want? 
Why, my dear fellow, Europe is ours!’ 

Moser shook his head despondently, and again began 
venting his fears in sentences which were interrupted every 
second by the jostling of the crowd. The market might seem 
to be prosperous, but its prosperity was of a plethoric nature, 
of no more use than the surplus fat of those who are over- 
stout. Owing to the Exhibition, too many enterprises had 
sprouted up, people had become infatuated, and they were 
now reaching the pure madness of gambling. Take Univer- 
sals, for instance; was it not madness to have run them up to 
such a price as three thousand and thirty francs ? 

‘Ah, that’s what you don’t like!’ exclaimed Pillerault ; 
and, drawing nearer and emphasising every syllable, he con- 
tinued: ‘My dear fellow, we shall close this afternoon at 
three thousand and sixty. Mark my word, you fellows will 
all be knocked into a cocked hat.’ 

Although extremely impressionable, Moser indulged in a 
slight whistle of defiance. And to emphasise his pretended 
ease of mind he gazed up into the air, momentarily scrutinis- 
ing a few women who, leaning over the railing of the gallery 
near the telegraph office, appeared greatly astonished by the 
aspect of this hall which they were not allowed to enter. 
Above them were scutcheons bearing the names of towns, and 
capitals and columns stretching away in pale perspective, 
which the infiltration of rain water had here and there stained 
yellow. 

‘What, is it you?’ resumed Moser as, lowering his head, 
he recognised Salmon, who was standing before him, smiling 
his deep, eternal smile. 

Then, quite disturbed, interpreting this smile as an ap- 
proval of Pillerault’s predictions, he resumed: ‘ Well, if you 
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know anything, out with it. My reasoning is simple. I am 
with Gundermann because Gundermann, eh? is—Gunder- 
mann. Things always end well with him.’ 

‘But how do you know that Gundermann is playing for a 
fall?’ asked Pillerault with a sneer. 

So scared was Moser by this question that his eyes dilated 
and started from his head. For months past it had been 
current gossip at the Bourse that Gundermann was watching 
Saccard, that he was fostering a fall in Universals pending 
the moment when, at the approach of some settling day, he 
would suddenly decide to strangle it by overwhelming the 
market with the weight of his millions. And so, if that 
last day of the year threatened to be so warm, it was because 
everybody believed and repeated that the battle was now at 
hand, one of those merciless battles in which one of the con- 
tending armies is left prostrate on the field, annihilated. 
However, can one ever be certain of anything in that sphere 
of falsehood and strategy? The surest things, the things 
prophesied with the most certainty, became, at the slightest 
breath, subjects of distressful doubt. 

‘You deny the evidence ?’ murmured Moser. ‘To be sure, 
I haven’t seen the orders, and one can assert nothing posi- 
tively. What do you say, Salmon? Surely Gundermann 
cannot let go now!’ 

And he no longer knew what to believe at sight of the 
silent smile of Salmon, which seemed to him to grow keener 
and keener until it expressed extreme cunning. 

‘Ah!’ he continued, protruding his chin in the direction 
of a stout man who was passing, ‘if he would only speak, I 
should have no worry. He sees things clearly.’ 

It was the celebrated Amadieu, who still lived upon his 
success in the affair of the Selsis mines, the shares in which 
he had purchased at fifteen francs apiece in a fit of imbecile 
obstinacy, selling them later on at a profit of fifteen millions, 
the whole venture succeeding through pure luck without 
there having been either foresight or calculation on his part. 
He was nevertheless venerated for his great financial capa- 
city ; a whole ‘court followed him, trying to catch his slightest 
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words, and playing in the sense which they seemed to indi- 
cate. 

‘Bah!’ exclaimed Pillerault, swayed by his favourite 
theory of recklessness, ‘the best way, after all, is to follow 
one’s idea, come what may. There is nothing but luck. A 
man is either lucky or unlucky. Well, then, he should not 
reflect. Every time that I have reflected, I have been nearly 
ruined. Look here! as long as I see that gentleman yonder 
at his post, looking as though he wants to devour everything, 
I shall go on buying.’ 

With a gesture, he had pointed to Saccard, who had just 
arrived and stationed himself in his usual place, against the 
pillar of the first arch on the left. In this wise, as was the 
case with all the managers of important establishments, his 
whereabouts was known. Clerks and customers knew for 
certain where to find him as soon as the Bourse opened. 
Gundermann, alone of all the chief financiers, affected never 
to set foot in the great hall; he did not even send an official 
representative thither; but one could divine the presence of 
an army which obeyed his command, so that, although ab- 
sent, he nevertheless reigned as sovereign master, exercising 
authority through the legion of remiszers and brokers who 
brought his orders, to say nothing of his creatures, who were 
so numerous that you could never tell who might not be one 
of his mysterious soldiers. And it was against this indis- 
cernible but ever active army that Saccard in person openly 
contended. 

There was a bench behind him in the corner by the pillar, 
but he never sat down; treating fatigue with scorn, he re- 
mained standing during the two hours which the market 
lasted. In moments of unconstraint he would at the most 
rest his elbow against the stone-work, which, up to a height 
of five or six feet, had been darkened and polished by repeated * 
rubbing ; and, indeed, this was a characteristic feature of the 
Aull, bare building, for on all sides, across the doors, along 
the walls and up the staircases, you perceived the same broad 
band of shiny dirt, a filthy ‘dado’ as it were, the accumulated 
sweat of generations of gamblers and thieves: And amidst 
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these black-edged: walls Saccard, in broadcloth and dazzling 
linen, scrupulously elegant, like all the bowrsiers, displayed the 
amiable, tranquil expression of a man who has no worry. 

‘You know,’ said Moser, lowering his voice, ‘ it’s said that 
he keeps up the rise by large purchases of stock. If the Uni- 
versal gambles in its own shares, it is lost.’ 

Pillerault began protesting. - ‘ More tittle-tattle !’ said he. 
‘Can anybody say exactly who sells and who buys? As for 
Saccard, he’s here for the customers of his Bank, which is 
only natural. And he’s here, too, on his own private account, 
for I’ve no doubt he gambles with his own money.’ 

Moser did not insist. Nobody at the Bourse would, as 
yet, have ventured to say for certain what terrible game it 
was that Saccard was playing—the large purchases which he 
was making on behalf of the Bank under cover of men of 
straw, Sabatani, Jantrou and others,. particularly employees 
of his establishment. Nothing but a rumour was current; a 
rumour whispered from ear to ear, contradicted of course, but 
ever reviving, though it was impossible to prove its accuracy. 
At first Saccard had only supported the quotations in a prudent 
way, a8 soon as possible reselling the stock which he pur- 
chased, so as to avoid tying-up too much capital and filling 
his coffers with shares. But now he was carried away by 
the struggle, and he had foreseen that it would be necessary 
to make very large purchases on this occasion if he wished to 
remain master of the battle-field. His orders were given, and 
he affected the smiling calmness of ordinary days, in spite 
both of his uncertainty as to the final result and of the worry 
which he felt at thus proceeding farther and farther along a 
path which he knew to be frightfully dangerous. 

All at once Moser, who had gone to prowl about behind 
the celebrated Amadieu, who was conferring with a little man 
with a hangdog look, came back very much excited, stammer. 
ing: ‘I have heard—heard with my own ears. He said that 
Gundermann’s orders to sell exceeded ten millions. Oh, I 
shall sell, sell! I would sell even my shirt!’ 

‘Ten millions! the devil!’ murmured Pillerault, in a 
somewhat shaky voice. ‘Then it is really war to the knife.’ 
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And in the rolling clamour ever on the increase, swollen 
by all the private chats, there was nothing but talk of this 
ferocious duel between Gundermann and Saccard. The words 
were not to be distinguished, but the noise was made up of 
it; it was that alone that was growling so loud—talk of the 
calm, logical obstinacy which the one displayed in selling, 
of the feverish passion for buying of which the other was 
suspected. The contradictory rumours which were circula- 
ting, whispered at first, ended in trumpet-blasts. As soon 
as some opened their mouths, they shouted to make them- 
selves heard amid the uproar; while others, full of mystery, 
leaned forward and whispered in the ears of their companions, 
even when they had nothing to say. 

‘Well, all the same, I shall keep to my arrangements and 
play for a rise!’ resumed Pillerault, already strengthened in 
his opinions. ‘ With such a bright sunshine as this every- 
thing is bound to go up.’ 

‘Come down, you mean,’ retorted Moser with his doleful) 
obstinacy. ‘The rain isn’t far off; I had an attack of my 
complaint last night.’ 

However, there was now so much sharpness about the 
smile of Salmon, who was listening to them in turn, that 
they both remained distrustful and annoyed. Could that 
devil of a fellow, so wonderfully smart, so deep, and so dis- 
creet, have discovered yet a third way of playing, something 
quite apart from either bulling or bearing? 

Stationed in front of his pillar, Saccard meanwhile beheld 
the crowd of his flatterers and customers increasing around 
him. Hands were constantly being stretched out towards 
him, and he shook them all with the same felicitous readiness, 
each grasp of his fingers being instinct with a promise of tri- 
umph. Some people hastened up, exchanged a word with 
him, and then went off delighted. Many, however, persisted 
in staying, clung to him like leeches, quite vain that they 
should belong to his group. He often expended his amiability 
on persons whose names he could not remember. Thus he 
did not recognise Maugendre until Captain Chave had told 
him who he was. The Captain, now reconciled to hig brother: 
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in-law, was urging him to sell, but the pressure of Saccard’s 
hand sufficed to inflame Maugendre with unlimited hope. 
Then there was Sédille, the member of the board, the great 
silk merchant who wanted a minute’s private chat. His 
business was in jeopardy; his fortune was now so linked to 
the destinies of the Universal that if the quotations should 
start falling, as was possible, he would be ruined. And so, 
extremely anxious, devoured by his passion, having other 
worries, moreover, in connection with his son Gustave, who 
was not doing himself much good at Mazaud’s, he felt the 
need of being reassured and encouraged. Hespoke to Saccard, 
and the latter with a tap on the shoulder sent him off full of 
faith and ardour. 

Then quite a procession set in—Kolb the banker, who 
had realised long since, but wished to remain friends with 
fortune; the Marquis de Bohain, who, with the haughty 
condescension of a grand seigneur, pretended that he fre- 

uented the Bourse out of mere curiosity and want of occu- 
§ ation ; Huret, too, who had come to see if there were no more 
pickings to be made, for it was contrary to his nature to 
remain on bad terms with those who still breasted the 
current; he was far too supple to be otherwise than friendly 
with people, so long as they had not been swallowed up. 

However, Daigremont put in an appearance, and thereupon 
all the others stepped aside. He was very powerful, and 
people noticed his amiability, the way in which he joked with 
Saccard with an air of trusting comradeship. The bulls 
were radiant, for he had the reputation of being an adroit 
man, who knew how to escape from houses as soon as the 
floorings began to crack; and this made it certain that the 
Universal was not yet cracking. And, finally, others moved 
to and fro, simply exchanging glances with Saccard—men in 
his service, the employees who were charged with giving 
orders, and who bought also on their own account, in the 
rage for gambling which, like an epidemic, was decimating 
the staff in the Rue de Londres, now always on the watch, 
with ears at every key-hole, on the hunt for tips. 

In this wise Sabatani twice passed by, bearing himself 
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with the, effeminate grace of his semi-Oriental, semi-Italian 
nature, and pretending not even to see his patron; whilat 
& few steps away, Jantrou, standing motionless, with his 
back turned, seemed absorbed in reading the despatches from 
foreign money markets, posted there in grated frames. The 
remisier Massias, who, always on the run, jostled the group 
around Saccard, gave the latter a nod, as an answer doubtless 
respecting some commission which he had quickly executed. 
And as the opening hour approached, the endless tramping 
of the crowd, crossing the hall in either sense, filled it with 
the deep agitation and roar of a rising tide. 

All were waiting for the first quotation. 

Leaving the brokers’ room, Mazaud and Jacoby had just 
come to the corbeille side by side, with an air of correct 
confraternity. Yet they knew each other to be adversaries 
in the merciless struggle which had been going on for weeks 
past, and which might end in the ruin of either one or the 
other of them. Mazaud, good-looking, short and slight of 
build, showed a gay vivacity, born of the good luck which had 
hitherto attended him, the luck by which he had inherited the 
business of his uncle at the early age of thirty-two; whilst 
Jacoby, a former managing clerk who had become a broker 
after long service, thanks to some customers who had 
financed him, had a huge belly and the heavy gait of a man 
of sixty. Tall, bald, and grizzled, he displayed the broad 
face of a good-natured fellow extremely fond of pleasure. 
And he and Mazaud, both with their note-books in their 
hands, began talking of the fine weather as though they had 
not held on the leaves of those books the millions with which 
they were going to attack each other in the destructive 
conflict between offer and demand. 

‘A fine frost, eh ?’ 

‘ Yes, it was so delightful that I came on foot.’ 

Upon reaching the corbeille, the vast circular basin as 
yet unlittered by waste paper, they paused for a moment, 
leaning against the red velvet balustrade which encircled it, 
and continuing to exchange disjointed, commonplace remarks 
whilst darting stealthy glances around them. 
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Starting from the corbetile were four railed passages, so 
disposed that the whole formed a cross, or rather a four- 
pointed star of which the corbeille was the centre. These 
passages were sacred spots, to which the public was not 
admitted. In the spaces between them, in front of the 
corbeille, you perceived on one hand a compartment where 
the employees dealing with cash transactions were installed 
just under the three ‘ quoters,’ who were perched upon high 
ehairs behind huge registers; whilst, on the other hand, an 
open compartment, known from its shape, no doubt, as the 
‘Guitar,’ enabled speculators and employees to place them- 
selves in direct communication with the brokers. Behind 
the corbeille, in the space between the rear points of the 
star, was the crowded Rente market, where, as in the Cash 
department, each broker was represented by a special clerk ; 
for the brokers themselves, disposed around the corbeille, 
were entirely absorbed by the great, savage business of 
gambling, and gave their personal attention to ‘account’ 
transactions exclusively. 

Mazaud, however, seeing his authorised clerk Berthier 
making signs to him in the railed-off passage on his left 
hand, went to exchange a few words with him in a whisper. 
The authorised clerks alone had the privilege of entering 
these passages, and even then they had to keep at a respect- 
ful distance from the red velvet balustrade of the corbeille, 
which no profane hand was allowed to touch. Every day, 
on repairing to the Bourse, Mazaud was accompanied by 
Berthier and his Cash and Rente clerks, to whom the 
clearing-house clerk was often adjoined; to say nothing of 
the telegram clerk, Flory, whose beard was now overrunning 
his face to such a degree that little of his features excepting 
his soft lustrous eyes could be seen. Since winning ten 
thousand francs on the day after Sadowa, Flory, mad- 
dened by the demands of Mademoiselle Chuchu, who had 
become capricious and ravenous, had gambled wildly on his 
own account, calculating nothing himself, but ever watching 
Saceard’s play, which he followed with blind faith. His 
acquaintance with the orders and telegrams which passed 
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through his hands sufficed to guide him. And at this 
moment, having just run down from the telegraph office on 
the first floor, with both hands full of telegrams, he sent an 
attendant to call Mazaud, who left Berthier to come to the 
‘Guitar.’ 

‘Am I to run through them and classify them to-day, 
monsieur,’ asked Flory. 

‘Undoubtedly, if they are coming thus en masse. What 
are all those ?’ 

‘Oh, Universals—orders to buy, almost all.’ 

The broker, with a practised hand, turned the telegrams 
over, and was evidently well pleased. Very much involved 
with Saccard, whom he had long been carrying over for con- 
siderable sums, and from whom that very morning he had 
received orders to buy on a very large scale indeed, he had 
finally become the Universal’s authorized broker. And, 
although so far not a prey to any great anxiety, he neverthe- 
less felt relieved at noticing how persistent was the infatua- 
tion of the public, how obstinately people went on buying 
Universals in spite of the extravagance of the rise. One 
name particularly struck him, among those appended to the 
telegrams, that of Fayeux, the dividend-collector at Vendome, 
who must have secured a vast number of petty buyers among 
the farmers, devotees, and priests of his province, for not a 
week passed but he thus sent orders after orders. 

‘Give those to the Cash-clerk,’ said Mazaud to Flory. 
‘And don’t wait for the telegrams to be brought down to 
you. Go up and wait, and bring them down yourself.’ 

Going at once to the Cash department, Flory leant over 
the balustrade, shouting, ‘Mazaud! Mazaud!’ at the top of 
his voice. 

It was Gustave Sédille who approached, for employees lose 
their own names at the Bourse and take those of the brokers 
whom they represent. In this wise Flory himself was called 
Mazaud by the others. For two years Gustave Sédille had 
been out of the office, but he had lately returned to it in the 
hope of thereby inducing his father to pay his debts ; and that 
afternoon, owing to the absence of the principal clerk, he 
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found himself entrusted with the Cash-work, which amused 
him. Flory leant over to whisper in his ear, and they agreed 
between them that they would only effect the purchases for 
Fayeux at the last quotation, after using his orders for a 
private gamble of their own, first buying and then selling in 
the name of their usual man of straw, so as to pocket the 
difference, for a rise seemed to them to be certain. 

Meantime Mazaud went back towards the corbeille. But 
at every step an attendant handed him a fiche on which an 
order had been scribbled in pencil by some customer who had 
been unable to approach. For these fiches each broker had 
his own special colour—red, yellow, blue or green—so that 
he might easily recognise them. Mazaud’s were green, the 
colour of hope; and the little slips kept on accumulating 
between his fingers as the attendants continually went to and 
fro, taking them, at the end of the railed passages, from the 
employees and speculators who, in order to save time, were 
each provided with a supply of the little cards. 

As Mazaud halted once more in front of the velvet-topped 
balustrade he again came upon Jacoby, who also carried a 
handful of fiches, red ones, the hue of freshly shed blood. 
These undoubtedly were orders from Gundermann and his 
followers, for everybody was aware that in the massacre now 
being prepared Jacoby would be the broker ef the ‘ bears,’ the 
executioner-in-chief of the Israelite banking world. He was 
at present listening to another broker, his brother-in-law, 
Delarocque, a Christian who had married a Jewess, a very 
bald, stout, thick-set, florid man, partial to clubland and known 
to receive the orders of Daigremont, who had lately fallen out 
with Jacoby as he had formerly fallen out with Mazaud. The 
story which Delarocque was telling—a story of equivocal 
character—lighted up his little blinking eyes, while he waved, 
in passionate pantomime, his memorandum-book, from which 
protruded his package of fiches, which were blue, the soft blue 
of an April sky. 

‘Monsieur Massias is asking for you,’ an attendant came 
to say to Mazaud. 

fhe latter quickly returned to the end of the railed 
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passage. The remisier, now completely in the pay of the 
Universal, had brought Mazaud news from the coulisse, which 
had already begun business under the peristyle in spite of the 
terrible cold. A few speculators ventured to show themselves 
there, but went to warm themselves in the hall every now and 
then ; whereas the couwlissters, wrapped in heavy overcoats, with 
their fur collars turned up, bravely kept their places in @ 
circle, as usual, underneath the clock, and growing so animated, 
shouting and gesticulating so vehemently that they did not 
feel the cold. And one of the most active was little Nathan- 
sobn, now in a fair way to become a man of importance, for 
luck had favoured him since the day when, resigning his 
position as a mere petty clerk at the Crédit Mobilier, he had 
had the idea of renting a room and opening a wicket. 

Speaking rapidly, Massias explained to Mazaud that, as 
prices seemed to have a downward tendency under the weight 
of the shares with which the ‘bears’ were overwhelming the 
market, Saccard had just had the idea of operating at the 
coulisse, in order to influence the official opening quotation at 
the corberlie. Universals had closed the day before at three 
thousand and thirty francs; and he had given an order to 
Nathansohn to buy a hundred shares, which another couwlisster 
was to offer at three thousand and thirty-five. This would be 
a rise of five francs. 

‘ All right! the quotation will reach us,’ said Mazaud. 

And he came back to the groups of brokers, who had now 
mustered in fullforce. There were sixty of them all told, and, 
- in spite of the regulations, they were already doing business 
among themselves, at the mean quotation of the day before, 
whilst waiting for the ringing of the bell. Orders given at a 
predetermined fixed rate did not influence the market, since it 
was necessary to wait until this rate should be quoted ; it was 
the orders to buy or sell on the best terms available, the 
execution of which was left to the broker's judgment, that 
provoked the continual oscillations in one or the other sense. 
A good broker should be possessed of shrewdness and fore- 
sight, @ quick head, and agile muscles—for rapidity often: 
enaures guocess—tq say nothing of the necessity of having & 
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good connection in the banking world, of securing information 
from all parts, and particularly of being the first to receive 
telegrams from the provincial and foreign money markets. 
And in addition to all this, a strong voice is needed, in order to 
be able to shout loudly. 

One o’clock struck, however; the peal of the bell passed 
like a gust of wind over the surging sea of heads, and the 
last vibration had not died away when Jacoby, with both 
hands resting on the velvet-covered handrail, shouted in a 
roaring voice, the loudest of the whole corporation of stock- 
brokers: ‘I have Universals! I have Universals!’ 

He did not name any price, but waited to be interrogated. 
The sixty brokers had drawn near and formed a circle around 
the corbetlle, where a few fiches, just thrown away, had already 
set spots of bright colour. Face to face, the brokers, like 
duellists at the outset of a fray, scrutinised one another, eager 
to see the first quotation established. 

‘I have Universals!’ repeated Jacoby in his deep, thunder- 
ing voice: ‘I have Universals !’ 

‘What price Universals ?’ asked Mazaud, ina voice which, 
albeit thin, was so shrill that it dominated his colleague’s in 
the same way as the strain of a flute rises above a violoncello 
accompaniment. 

Delarocque proposed the last quotation of the previous day. 
‘ At three thousand and thirty I take Universals!’ he bawled. 

But another broker at once intervened with a higher bid: 
‘ At three thousand and thirty-five deliver Universals!’ 

This was the coulisse price, just coming in and preventing 
the deal which Delarocque had doubtless intended to make: a 
purchase at the corbeille and a prompt sale at the coulisse, 50 
as to secure the five francs’ rise. 

Accordingly, Mazaud, feeling certain that Saccard would 
approve of it, made up his mind to carry matters further. 
‘ At three thousand and forty I take! Deliver Universals at 
three thousand and forty!’ 

‘How many?’ asked Jacoby. 

‘ Three hundred.’ 


Both wrote a line in their memorandum-books, air the 
- 3 
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bargain was concluded ; the first official quotation was ésta- 
blished, with a rise of ten francs over the quotation of the day 
before. Mazaud stepped aside, to give the figure to the quoter 
who had the Universal on his register. Then, for twenty 
minutes, there was a perfect flood-gate opened: the quotations 
of other stocks were likewise established; all the business 
which the brokers had in hand was transacted without any 
great variations in prices. And meanwhile the quoters, 
perched aloft, between the uproar of the corbeille and that 
of the Cash market, which was also feverishly busy, were 
scarce able to make entries of all the new figures thrown at 
them by the brokers and the clerks. In the rear, the Rente 
market was simply raging. Since the opening of the market 
there was no longer the mere roar of the crowd, similar to the 
continuous sound of flowing waters, for above all this formi- 
dable rumbling there now rese the discordant cries of offer and 
demand, a characteristic yelping, which rose, and fell, and 
paused, to begin again in unequal, grating accents, like the 
cries of birds of pillage in a tempest. 

With a smile on his face, Saccard still stood near his pillar. 
His court had grown yet larger; the rise of ten francs in Uni- 
versals had just filled the Bourse with excitement, for it had 
long been predicted that on settling day there would be a crash. 
Huret had approached with Sédille and Kolb, pretending to 
regret his prudence, which had led him to sell his shares at 
the price of twenty-five hundred francs ; while Daigremont, wear- 
ing an air of unconcern, as he walked about arm-in-arm with 
the Marquis de Bohain, gaily explained to him why it was that 
his stable had been defeated at the autumn races. But, above 
all, Maugendre triumphed, and sought to overwhelm Captain 
Chave, who persisted nevertheless in his pessimism, saying it 
was necessary to await the end, which he still believed would 
be disaster. A similar scene was enacted by the boastful 
Pillerault and the melancholy Moser, the former radiant over 
this insane rise, the latter clenching his fists and talking of 
this stubborn, foolish rise as of some mad animal which, 
whatever its efforts might be, was certain to be slaughtered 
eventually. 
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An hour went by, the quotations remaining much the 
game; transactions went on at the corbeille in proportion as 
fresh orders were given or fresh telegrams arrived. Business 
was less brisk, however, than at the outset. Towards the 
middle of each day’s Bourse there is a similar lull in the 
transactions, a spell of calmness prior to the decisive struggle 
over the last quotations. Nevertheless, Jacoby’s roar and 
Mazaud’s shrill notes were always to be heard, both brokers 
being very busy with ‘ options.’ 

‘I have Universals at three thousand and forty, of which 
fifteen !’ shouted one. 

‘I take Universals at three thousand and forty, of which 
ten,’ replied the other. 

‘How many ?’ 

‘ Twenty-five—deliver !’ 

Mazaud was doubtless now executing some of the orders 
received from Fayeux. Many provincial gamblers, with a view 
to limiting their losses, buy and sell on option before venturing 
to launch out into obligatory transactions. However, all at 
once a rumour spread and spasmodic shouts arose. There 
had just been a fall of five francs in Universals, and then in 
swift succession came another and another drop, so that the 
price became three thousand and twenty-five. 

Jantrou, who had just come back after a short absence, 
was just then whispering to Saccard that the Baroness 
Sandorff was in her brougham in the Rue Brongniart, and 
desired to know whether she ought to sell. Coming at the 
very moment of the fall, this question fairly exasperated 
Saccard. In his mind’s eye he could see the coachman 
perched motionless upon his box, whilst inside the carriage, 
the windows of which were closed, sat the Baroness, consulting 
her memorandum-book as though at home. 

‘Let her go to Jericho!’ he answered; ‘and if she sells, 
Til strangle her!’ 

He had scarcely spoken when, at the announcement of the 
fall of fifteen francs, Massias came running up asif in response 
to an alarm-bell, feeling that his services would certainly be 
required, And indeed Saccard, who had prepared 9 akilfy} 
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move for forcing up the last quotations—a telegram whieh 
‘was to be sent from the Lyons Bourse, where a rise was 
certain—had begun to feel rather anxious at the telegram’s 
non-arrival, for this precipitate drop of fifteen francs might 
bring about a disaster. 

Like a shrewd fellow, Massias did not stop in front of him, 
but nudged his elbow as he passed, and, eagerly lending ear, 
at once received his orders: ‘ Quick, to Nathansohn ; four 
hundred, five hundred, whatever may be necessary!’ 

This was all managed so swiftly that Pillerault and Moser 
were the only ones to notice it. They started after Massias, 
in order to find out his intentions. Now that he was in the 
pay of the Universal, the remisier had acquired great impor: 
tance. People tried to ‘pump’ him, to read over his shoulder 
the orders which he received. And he himself now made 
superb profits. This smiling, good-natured, unlucky fellow, 
whom fortune had previously treated so harshly, was aston- 
ished by his present success, and declared that this dog’s life 
at the Bourse was endurable after all. He no longer said 
that a man must needs be a Jew in order to make his way. 

At the coulisse, in the freezing air which swept through 
the peristyle, and which the pale afternoon sun did hitle to 
warm, Universals had fallen less rapidly than at the corbdeille. 
And Nathansohn, warned by his acolytes, had just executed 
the deal which Delarocque had been unable to effect at the 
opening: buying in the hall at three thousand and twenty- 
five, he had sold again under the colonnade at three thousand 
and thirty-five. This did not take three minutes, and he 
made sixty thousand francs by the stroke. The purchase at 
the corbeille had already sent the shares up again to three 
thousand and thirty, by that balancing effect which the 
authorized and tolerated markets have one upon another, 
From the hall to the peristyle there was an incessant gallop 
of clerks, elbowing their way through the crowd with orders. 
Nevertheless, prices were about to weaken at the coulisse, 
when the order which Massias brought Nathansohn sustained 
them at three thousand and thirty-five, and even raised them 
fo three thousand and forty; the consequence being that. at 


THE BATTLE OF MILLIONS 437 


the corbeille the stock again rose to the opening quotation. 
However, it was difficult to maintain that figure; for evi- 
dently enough the tactics of Jacoby and the other ‘bear’ 
brokers were to reserve the large sales until the last half-hour, 
when, amid the confusion, they hoped to overwhelm the 
market with them and precipitate a collapse. 

Saccard understood the danger so clearly that he made a 
preconcerted sign to Sabatani, who was standing a few steps 
away, smoking a cigarette with the unconcerned, languid air 
of a ladies’ man. And on observing his patron’s signal he at 
once slipped through the crowd, with all the suppleness of a 
snake, and made his way to the ‘ Guitar,’ whence, with his ears 
on the alert, ever attentive to the quotations, he did not cease 
sending Mazaud orders inscribed upon green fiches, of which 
he held a large supply. None the less, however, so deter- 
mined was the attack of the ‘bears’ that Universals again 
fell five francs. 

The third quarter of the hour struck. Another fifteen 
minutes and the closing bell would ring out. The throng 
was now whirling and shrieking as if scourged by some hellish 
torment. Grating, discordant sounds, as though a quantity 
of copper-ware was being broken up, rang out from the snarl- 
ing, howling corbeile. And at that moment occurred the 
incident so anxiously awaited by Saccard. 

Little Flory, who ever since the opening of the Bourse had 
been coming down from the telegraph-office every ten minutes 
with his hands full of telegrams, once more reappeared, forcing 
his way through the mob, and this time reading a telegram 
‘which seemed to delight him. 

‘Mazaud! Mazaud!’ called a voice; and Flory naturally 
turned his head, as if answering to hisown name. It was Jan- 
trou, who wanted to know thenews. The clerk was in too great 
a hurry, however, and at once pushed him aside, full of delight 
at the thought that Universals would end with a rise; for the 
telegram announced that the shares were going up at the 
Lyons Bourse, where the purchases were so large that the 
affect would necessarily be felt on the Bourse of Paris. And, 
indeed, other telegrams were now arriving ; a large number of 
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‘brokers were receiving orders. This produced an immediate 
and important result. 

‘ At three thousand and forty I take Universals!’ repeated 
Mazaud, in his shrill, angry voice. 

Thereupon Delarocque, overwhelmed with orders, made & 
higher bid. ‘ At three thousand and forty-five I take!’ 

‘I hold at three thousand and forty-five!’ bellowed 
Jacoby. ‘Two hundred at three thousand and forty-five ! ’ 

‘Deliver !’ 

Then Mazaud himself made a higher offer: ‘I take at 
three thousand and fifty!’ 

‘How many ?’ 

‘Five hundred. Deliver!’ 

However, the frightful hubbub had reached such a pitch, 
amidst so much epileptical gesticulation, that the brokers 
themselves could no longer hear each other. And, since the 
cavernous bass voices of some of them miscarried, while the 
fluty notes of others thinned out into nothingness, they con- 
tinued in their professional fury to do business by gestures. 
Huge mouths were seen to open, from which no distinct sound 
apparently came, and hands alone spoke—a gesture from the 
person implying an offer, another gesture towards the person 
signifying acceptance; whilst raised fingers indicated the 
quantities, and yes.and no were expressed by a nod or shake 
of the head. Intelligible only to the initiated, this sign-making 
seemed like one of those attacks of madness which fall upon 
crowds. In the gallery of the telegraph-office up above 
women were leaning over, in astonishment and fear at the 
extraordinary spectacle. One might have thought that a brawl 
‘was in progress at the Rente market, where a central group 
seemed to be furiously resorting to fisticuffs; while the other 
groups, ever being displaced by the public traversing this 
part of the hall in either direction, kept on breaking up and 
forming again in continual eddies. Between the Cash market 
and the corbezlle, above the wild tempestuous sea of heads, 
one now only saw the three quoters, perched on their high 
chairs, floating on the billows like waifs, with their great 
white registers before them, and thrown now to left, now t# 
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right, -by the rapid fluctuations of the quotations hurled at 
them. Inside the Cash market, where the scramble was 
at its height, you beheld a compact mass of hairy heads; no 
faces were to be seen ; there was nothing but a dark swarming, 
relieved only by the small white leaves of the memorandum- 
books waved in the air. And at the corbeille, around the 
basin which the crumpled fiches now filled with a blossoming 
of divers colours, men’s hair was turning gray, bald pates 
were glistening, you could distinguish the pallor of shaken 
faces and of hands feverishly outstretched—all the jerky 
pantomime of speculators, seemingly ready to devour each 
other if the balustrade had not restrained them. This rage 
of the last minutes had, moreover, gained the public; men 
crushed against each other in the hall; there was an incessant 
sonorous tramping, all the helter-skelter of a huge mob let 
loose in too narrow a passage; and above the undefined mass 
of frock-coats, silk hats were shining in the diffused light that 
fell from the high windows. 

But all at once the peal of a bell pierced through the 
tumult. Everything became quiet; gestures were arrested, 
voices hushed at the Cash market, the Rente market, the 
corbeille. There remained only the muffled rumbling of the 
mob, sounding like the continuous voice of a torrent returning 
to its bed and again following its course. And amidst this 
persistent if subdued agitation, the last quotations circulated. 
Universals had reached three thousand and sixty, a rise of 
thirty francs above the quotation of the day before. The 
rout of the ‘bears’ was complete ; once more the settlement 
would prove a disastrous one for them, for large sums would 
be required to pay the fortnight’s differences. 

For a moment, Saccard, before leaving the hall, straight- 
ened himself to his full height, as if the better to survey the 
crowd around him. He had really grown so magnified by 
his triumph that all his little person expanded, lengthened, 
became enormous. And the man whom he seemed to be 
thus seeking over the heads of the crowd was the absent 
Gundermann—Gundermann, whom-he would have liked to 
have seen struck down, grimacing, asking pardon; and he 
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was determined at least that all the Jew’s unknown creatures, 
all the vile Israelites who were there, morose and spiteful, 
should see him transfigured in the glory of his success. It 
was his grand day, the day which people still speak of, as 
they speak of Austerlitz and Marengo. His customers, his 
friends, had darted towards him. The Marquis de Bohain, 
Sédille, Kolb, Huret, shook both his hands ; while Daigremont, 
with the false smile of his worldly amiability, proceeded to 
compliment him, albeit well aware that one is ofttimes killed 
by such victories at the Bourse. Maugendre could have 
kissed him on both cheeks, such was his exultation, an ex- 
ultation tinged with anger, however, when he saw Captain 
Chave continue to shrug his shoulders. But the perfect, 
religious adoration was that of Dejoie, who, coming from the 
newspaper office on the run, in order to ascertain the last 
quotation at the earliest moment, was standing a few steps 
away, motionless, rooted to the spot by affection and admira- 
tion, his eyes glittering with tears. Jantrou had disappeared, 
undoubtedly to carry the news to the Baroness Sandorff. 
Massias and Sabatani were panting, radiant, as on the trium- 
phal evening of a great batile. 

‘Well, what did I tell you?’ cried Pillerault, delighted. 

Pulling a very long face, Moser growled out some sullen 
threats. 

‘Yes, yes,’ said he; ‘don’t holloa till you are out of the 
wood. There’s the Mexican bill to pay; there are the affairs 
of Rome, which have become still more entangled since 
Mentana; and then one of these fine mornings Germany will 
fallon us. Yes, yes, and to think that those imbeciles keep 
going up and up, in order, no doubt, that they may fall from @ 
greater height! Ah! it is all over, you'll soon see!’ 

Then, as Salmon, who was looking at him, remained grava 
this time, he added: ‘Such is your opinion, too, is it not? 
When things go too well a crash is generally at hand.’ 

Meanwhile the hall was emptying; there would soon be 
nothing left in the air but the cigar-smoke, a bluish clond, 
thickened and yellowed by all the flying dust. Mazaud and 
Yaooby, resunzing their prim deportment, had gone back ite 
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the brokers’ room together, the latter more worried by his secret 
private losses than by the defeat of his customers; while the 
former, who did not gamble, was filled with delight at the 
gallant way in which the last quotation had been carried. 
They talked for a few minutes with Delarocque in order to 
exchange engagements, still holding their memorandum- 
books, full of notes, which their settlement clerks would 
classify that afternoon, in order to debit or credit the various 
customers with the transactions that had been effected. 
Meantime, in the clerks’ hall—a low, pillared hall, looking not 
unlike an ill-kept school-room, with its rows of desks and a 
cloak-room at the farther end—Flory and Gustave Sédille, 
who had gone there to get their hats, began noisily rejoicing 
while waiting to know the mean quotation, which the 
employees of the syndicate, taking the highest and lowest 
quotations, were now calculating at one of the desks. 
Towards half-past three, when the placard had been posted 
on a pillar, Flory and Gustave neighed, and clucked, and 
crowed, in their satisfaction with the fine result of their deal 
in Fayeux’ orders to purchase. This meant a pair of soli- 
taires for Chuchu, who was now tyrannising Flory with her 
demands, and six months’ allowance in advance for Gustave’s 
anamorata. Meantime the uproar continued in the clerks’ 
hall, what with a succession of silly farces, a massacre of hats, 
and jostling such as that of school-boys just released from 
their lessons. And, on the other side, under the peristyle, the 
coulisse completed various transactions; while Nathansohn, 
delighted with his deal, wended his way down the steps 
through the ranks of the last speculators, who were still 
hanging about in spite of the cold, which had become terrible. 
By six o'clock all these gamblers, brokers, coulissiers, and 
remisiers, after calculating their gain or loss, or preparing 
their brokerage bills, had gone home to dress, in order to 
wind up the day with relaxation in restaurants, theatres, 
fashionable drawing-rooms, or cosy boudoirs. 

That evening, the one subject of conversation among those 
Parisians who sit up and amuse themselves was the formid- 
able duel upon which Gundermann and Saccard had entered, 
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The women, whom passion and fashion had entirely given 
over to gambling, made a show of using such technical terms 
as settlement, options, carry over, and close—without always 
understanding them. They talked especially of the critical 
position of the ‘bears,’ who, for many months, had been 
paying larger and larger differences at each settlement in 
proportion as Universals went up and up beyond all reason- 
able limits. Certainly, many were gambling without cover, 
getting their brokers to carry them over, as they were alto- 
gether unable to deliver; and they kept on at it, still and 
ever playing for a fall, in the hope that the collapse of the 
shares was near at hand; but, in spite of all the carrying 
over—the charges for which increased as money became 
more and more scarce-—it seemed as if the already exhausted 
‘bears’ would be annihilated if the rise continued much longer. 
The situation of Gundermann, who was reputed to be their 
chief, was different, since he had his milliard in his cellars— 
an inexhaustible supply of money which he could keep on 
sending to the massacre, however long and murderous the 
campaign might be. That was the invincible force: the power 
to keep on selling, with the certainty of being always able to 
pay his differences, until the day of the inevitable fall came 
and brought him victory. 

People talked and calculated the considerable sums which 
he must have already parted with, the sacks of gold which he 
had had to bring to the front on the fifteenth and thirtieth 
of each month, and which had melted away in the fire of 
speculation lke ranks of soldiers swept away by bullets. 
Never before had he sustained at the Bourse such a severe 
attack upon his power, which he wished to be sovereign, 
indisputable; for if, as he was fond of repeating, he was a 
simple money merchant, and not a gambler, he was on the 
other hand fully conscious that, to remain this merchant, the 
first of the world, disposing of public fortune, he must also 
be absolute master of the market; and he was fighting, not 
for immediate profit, but for his royalty itself, for his life. 
Hence the cold obstinacy, the grim grandeur of the struggle. 
He was to be met upon the Boulevards and in the Rue 
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Vivienne, walking with the step of an exhausted old man, 
his face pale and impassive, nothing in him betraying the 
slightest anxiety. He believed only in logic. Madness had set 
in when Universals had risen above two thousand francs; to 
quote them at three thousand was sheer insanity; they were 
bound to fall, even as the stone thrown into the air inevitably 
falls to the ground; and so he waited. Would he go on 
with the game even to the end of his milliard? People 
trembled with admiration around him, with the desire also 
to see him devoured at last; while Saccard, who excited a 
more tumultuous enthusiasm, on his side had the women, 
the drawing-rooms, the whole fashionable world of gamblers, 
who had pocketed such handsome sums since they had begun 
coining money with their faith, trafficking with Mount Carmel 
and Jerusalem. The approaching ruin of the big Jew bankers 
was decreed; Catholicism was about to acquire the empire 
of money, as it had acquired that of souls. Only, although 
his troops were winning heavily, Saccard himself was getting 
to the end of his cash, emptying his vaults for his continual 
purchases. Of the two hundred millions at his disposal 
nearly two-thirds had thus been tied up, so that his triumph 
was an asphyxiating one, a triumph which suffocates. Every 
company that seeks to become mistress at the Bourse, in 
order to sustain the price of its shares, is doomed. For that 
reason he had only intervened with prudence in the earlier 
stages. But he had always been a man of imagination, 
seeing things on too grand a scale, transforming his shady 
dealings as an adventurer into poems; and this time, with 
this really colossal and prosperous enterprise, he had been 
carried off into extravagant dreams of conquest, to so crazy, 
s0 vast an idea, that he did not even clearly formulate it 
to himself. Ah! if he had only had millions, endless 
millions, like those dirty Jews! The worst was that he 
already saw his troops coming to an end; he had but a few 
more millions for the massacre. Then, if the fall should 
come, it would be his turn to pay differences; and he would 
be obliged to get someone to carry him over. Despite his 
Wictory, the smallest bit of gravel must upset his vast 
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machine. There was a secret consciousness of this, even 
among the faithful, those who believed in the rise as in the 
Divinity. And Paris was impassioned the more by this, by 
the confusion and doubt amid which it tossed, in this duel 
between Saccard and Gundermann—this duel in which the 
conqueror would lose all his blood, this hand-to-hand struggle 
between two superhuman monsters, who crushed between 
them the poor devils who risked following their game, and 
seemed likely to strangle one another at last on the heap 
of ruins which they were accumulating. 

All at once, on January 8, on the very morrow of the day 
when the accounts of the last settlement had been balanced, 
there was a drop of fifty francs in Universals. This caused 
great excitement. In truth, everything had gone down ; the 
market, so long over-taxed, inflated beyond measure, was 
giving way in every direction ; two or three rotten enterprises 
had collapsed with a bang, and, moreover, people ought to 
have been accustomed to these violent fluctuations, since prices 
sometimes varied several hundred francs in the same day’s 
Bourse, shifting wildly like the needle of the compass in the 
midst of astorm. In the great quiver which passed, however, 
all felt the beginning of the crash. Universals were going 
down; the cry rose and spread with a clamour, made up 
of astonishment, hope, and fear. 

The next day Saccard, firm and smiling at his post, sent 
the price up thirty francs by means of large purchases. But 
on the 5th, despite his efforts, the fall was forty francs. Uni- 
versals stood merely at three thousand. And from that time 
each day brought its battle. On the 6th Universals went up 
again; on the 7th and 8th they again dropped. An irresistible 
movement was dragging them, little by little, into a slow fall. 
The Bank was about to be made the scapegoat, offered up in 
atonement for the folly of all, for the misdeeds of less promi- 
nent ventures, all that swarm of shady enterprises, ripened by 
paffery, raised like monstrous mushrooms in the fermenting 
— eompost of the reign. But Saccard, who no longer slept, who 
every afternoon took up his post of combat, near his pillar, 
lived in the hallucination of always possible victory, Ldke 
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the commander of an army who is convinced of the ex- 
gellence of his plans, he yielded his ground only step by step, 
sacrificing his last soldiers, emptying the Bank’s coffers of 
their last sacks of money, to obstruct the progress of the 
assailants. 

On the 9th he again won a signal advantage, and the 
‘bears’ trembled and recoiled. Would the settlement of the 
15th, like so many before it, be effected at their expense? And 
he, already without resources, reduced to launching paper into 
circulation, now dared, like those starving wretches who, in 
the delirium of their hunger, see immense feasts spread out 
before them, dared confess to himself the prodigious and im- 
possible object towards which he was tending, the giant idea of 
repurchasing all the Bank’s shares in order to hold all vendors 
bound hand and foot at his mercy. This had just been done 
in the case of a little railway company; the Bank which had 
issued its stock having cleared the market, so that vendors, 
being unable to deliver, had been forced to surrender as slaves 
and humbly offer their fortunesand their persons. Ah! if he 
could only have hunted down Gundermann to such a point as 
to hold him powerless, unable to sell since he could not 
deliver! If he could only have seen the Jew bringing him 
his milliard one morning, and begging him not to take the 
whole of it, but to leave him enough to buy the half frano’s 
worth of milk which constituted his daily nourishment. 
But from seven to eight hundred millions would be necessary 
for such a feat as that. He had already cast two hundred 
into the abyss; and if he was to succeed, five or six hundred 
more must be marshalled in battle array. Yes, with six 
hundred millions he would sweep away the Jews, become the 
gold king, the master of the world. Whatadream! And it 
seemed so simple; his fever had reached such a degree of 
intensity that it all appeared a mere question of moving some 
pawns on a chess-board. During his sleepless nights he 
raised this army of six hundred millions, and, after sending 
it forth to fight and be destroyed for his glory, at last found 
himself victorious, environed by general disaster, and eres} 
uepen the ruing of everything, 
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Unfortunately, on the 10th, Saccard had a terrible day. 
He was always superbly gay and calm at the Bourse; and yet 
never had there been such a war of silent ferocity, of hourly 
slaughter, of ambuscades upon every side. In these secret, 
cowardly money battles, in which the weak are ripped up in 
silence, the combatants are influenced by no ties, whether of 
relationship or friendship. The atrocious law of might pre- 
vails, and men devour those around them for fear lest they 
should themselves be devoured. And thus Saccard felt that 
he was absolutely alone, with no other support than that 
of his insatiable appetite, which still kept him erect and ever 
ravenous. 

He especially dreaded the afternoon of the 14th, when the 
answers on the options would come in. However, he still 
found money enough for the three preceding days, and instead 
of bringing a smash-up the 14th strengthened Universals, so 
that on the morrow, the 15th, which was settling day, they 
were quoted at two thousand nine hundred and sixty frances, 
or only a hundred francs below the quotation of December $1. 
Saccard had feared a perfect disaster, and he pretended to 
construe this as a victory. In reality, success for tho first 
time rested with the ‘ bears,’ who now received differences 
after paying them during several months; and, the situation 
being reversed, Saccard had to get Mazaud to carry him 
over. From that time the broker found himself heavily in- 
volved. The second fortnight of January threatened to prove 
decisive. 

Since he had been struggling in this way amid these daily 
ups and downs, now falling into the abyss and again rising 
from it, Saccard had every evening felt an uncontrollable 
desire for diversion, something which should enable him to 
shake off his worries, forget the precarious nature of his posi- 
tion. He could not remain alone, but dined out and showed 
himself everywhere, making the round of the theatres and 
swell supper-rooms, and affecting the extravagance of a mam 
who has more money than he can spend. He avoided Madame 
Caroline, whose remonstrances embarrassed him, and who, 
besides always speaking of the anxious letters which she 
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received from her brother, was herself in despair at the game 
he was playing, thinking it frightfully dangerous. And he 
now more frequently saw the Baroness Sandorff at a little 
place he had taken in the Rue Caumartin, in this wise obtain- 
ing the hour of forgetfulness which was necessary for the 
relaxation of his tired, overworked brain. Sometimes, also, 
he took refuge there to examine certain papers and reflect 
upon certain affairs, happy in the thought that no one would 
come to disturb him. And then sleep would overtake him 
there; he would doze off for an hour or two, and then the 
Baroness would not scruple to search his pockets and read 
the letters in his pocket-book ; for he had become completely 
dumb, she could no longer extract the smallest piece of useful 
information from him, and, moreover, even when she did con- 
trive to wring a word or two from him, she felt so convinced 
that he was lying to her that she did not dare to play in 
accordance with his indications. And while thus stealing hig 
secrets she discovered the pecuniary embarrassment in which 
the Universal was now beginning to struggle—a vast system 
of kite-flying, of raising the wind by means of accommoda- 
tion paper, which it was cautiously getting discounted abroad. 
One evening, however, Saccard, waking up too soon, had 
caught her in the act of searching his pocket-book, and had 
then and there boxed her ears. And subsequently in his 
moments of worry he took to beating her, by way of relieving 
his feelings. 

However, after the settlement of January 15, in which she 
had lost ten thousand francs, the Baroness began to nurse & 
project of treachery. It grew upon her, and at last she went 
to consult Jantrou about it. 

‘ Well,’ the latter answered, ‘I believe that you are right ; 
it is time to pass over to Gundermann. So go and see him, 
and tell him of the matter, since he promised that, on the day 
when you’should bring him some good counsel, he would give 
you some in exchange.’ 

On the morning when the Baroness presented herself in 
the Rue de Provence, Gundermann was as surly as a bear. 
Only the day before Universals had gone up again. Would 
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he never end, then, with that voracious beast, which had 
devoured so much of his gold and so obstinately clung to life ? 
That wretched Bank was capable of recovering its position, 
and its shares would perhaps be on the rise again at the end 
of the month. He growled at himself for having entered 
upon this disastrous rivalry, when perhaps he would have 
done better to have taken a share in the new establishment 
at the start. Shaken in his ordinary tactics, losing his faith 
in the inevitable triumph of logic, he would at that moment 
have resigned himself to a retreat, if he could have effected 
it without loss. These moments of discouragement, which 
even the greatest captains at times experience on the very eve 
of victory, when men and things are really plotting their 
success, were very rare with Gundermann. If his powerful 
perceptive powers, usually so clear, were thus disturbed, it 
was due to the fog that at times envelopes the mysterious 
operations of the Bourse, which one can never with absolute 
certainty ascribe to any particular person. Certainly Saccard 
was buying, gambling; but was he acting for serious customers 
or for the Bank itself? Upon this point Gundermann could 
not make up his mind amid all the contradictory gossip which 
was brought tohim. So he wasina rage, and that morning the 
doors of his spacious office kept slamming, all his employees 
trembled, and he received the remisters so brutally that their 
customary procession was turned into a galloping rout. 

‘Ah! it is you!’ he said to the Baroness, without any 
pretence at politeness. ‘I have no time to lose with women 
to-day.’ 

She was so disconcerted that she dropped all the prelimi- 
naries which she had devised, and then and there blurted out 
the news she had to impart. ‘And if I could prove to you,’ 
said she, ‘that the Universal is at the end of its cash, after 
sll the large purchases which it has made, and that it is 
reduced to the point of getting accommodation paper dis- 
counted abroad in order to continue the campaign ?’ 

The Jew had suppressed a start of joy. His eyes remained 
lifeless, and he answered in the same grumbling voice: ‘Zé 
ign’t true.’ 
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‘What! not true? Why, I have heard it with my own 
ears, seen it with my own eyes.’ 

And she sought to convince him by explaining that she 
had held in her hands the notes signed by men of straw. She 
named the latter, and also gave the names of the bankers who 
had discounted the paper at Vienna, Frankfort, and Berlin. 
His correspondents could enlighten him; he would see that 
it was no mere gossip which she was retailing. And she 
further asserted that the Bank had been buying and buying 
on its own account, for the sole purpose of keeping up the 
rise, and that two hundred millions of francs had already been 
swallowed up. 

Whilst he listened to her with his dismal air Gundermann 
was already planning his campaign of the morrow, so quick 
at all mental work that in a few seconds he had distributed 
his orders and determined upon the amounts. He was now 
certain of victory, for he well knew from what miry depths 
this information had come to him, and felt full of contempt 
for that pleasure-loving Saccard, who was so stupid as to 
trust a woman and allow himself to be sold. 

When she had finished, he raised his head, and, looking 
at her out of his large dim eyes, exclaimed: ‘Well, why 
should I be interested in what you say? How does it con- 
cern me ?’ 

She was profoundly astonished, so unconcerned and calm 
did he appear. ‘But,’ said she, ‘it seems to me that your 
position as a “ bear ’’?———’ 

‘I! Who told you that I wasa “bear”? Inever go to the 
Bourse ; I never speculate. All this is a matter of indifference 
to me.’ 

And there was such an innocent ring in his voice that the 
Baroness, doubting and frightened, would in the end have 
believed him but for certain inflections of too bantering a 
naweté. He was evidently laughing at her, in his absolute 
disdain for woman, now that his blood was old and cold. 

‘So, my good friend,’ he added, ‘as I am very busy, if you 
have nothing more interesting to say to me—’ 

He was evidently about to dismiss her; and she in her 
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fury sought to rebel. ‘I have had confidence in you,’ she said. 
*I spoke first. It isa real trap. You promised me that, if I 
should be useful to you, you in your turn would be useful to 
me, and give me some good advice ’ 

Rising from his chair, he interrupted her. He, who never 
laughed, gave a slight chuckle, so amusing did he find it to 
dupe a young and pretty woman in this brutal way. ‘Good 
advice! Why,I do not refuse it, my good friend; listen to 
me. Don't gamble, don’t ever gamble. It will spoil your 
face ; a woman who gambles is not at all nice.’ 

However, when she had gone off quite beside herself, he 
shut himself up with his two sons and his son-in-law and 
distributed the réles, sending at once for Jacoby and other 
brokers to prepare the grand stroke of the morrow. His plan 
was simple: to do that which, in his ignorance of the real 
situation of the Universal, prudence had hitherto prevented 
him from risking—that is, to crush the market under the 
weight of enormous sales now that he knew the Universal 
to be at the end of its resources and incapable of sustaining 
the quotations. Like a general who wishes to end matters, 
and whose spies have fully acquainted him with the enemy’s 
weak point, he was going to bring the formidable reserves of his 
milliard into line. Logic would triumph; all securities which 
rise above the real value which they represent are doomed. 

That very same day, towards five o’clock, Saccard, warned 
of the danger by his keen scent, called upon Daigremont. 
He was feverish ; he felt that the hour had come to strike a 
blow at the ‘ bears,’ if he did not wish to be definitively beaten 
by them. And his giant idea tormented him, that idea of 
the colossal army of six hundred millions, which must yet 
be raised in order to conquer the world. Daigremont received 
him with his usual amiability, in his princely mansion, amid 
his costly pictures and all the dazzling luxury which his 
fortnightly profits at the Bourse provided for; no one really 
knowing whether there was anything solid behind all this 
show, which seemed ever liable to be swept away by some 
caprice of chance. §o far Daigremont had not betrayed the 
Universal, but had refused to sell, affecting absolute con- 
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fidence, happy in thus comporting himself like a good 
gambler playing for a rise, from which by the way he reaped 
large profits; and it had even pleased him not to flinch after 
the unfavourable settlement of the 15th, feeling convinced, 
as he said everywhere, that the rise would begin afresh. Still 
he was constantly on the watch, and quite ready to pass over 
to the enemy at the first grave symptom. 

Saccard’s visit, the extraordmary energy of which the 
little man gave proof, the vast idea which he unfolded of 
buying up every share in the market, struck Daigremont 
with real admiration. It was madness, but are not the great 
men of war and finance often only madmen who succeed ? 
At all events, Daigremont formally promised to come to 
Saccard’s aid at the Bourse the next day; he had already 
taken up strong positions, he said, but he would go to Dela- 
rocque, his broker, and extend them; to say nothing of his 
friends, whom he would also go to see—a complete syndicate, 
as it were, which he would bring up as reinforcements. In 
his opinion, they could estimate this new army corps at & 
hundred millions, for immediate use. . That would suffice. 
Thereupon Saccard, radiant, feeling certain of conquering, 

“decided on his plan of battle—a flank movement of rare 
boldness, borrowed from the tactics of the most illustrious 
captains: in the first place, at the opening of the Bourse, a 
simple skirmish to attract the ‘bears’ and give them confi- 
dence; then, when the ‘ bears’ should have obtained a, first 
success and prices should be falling, Daigremont and his 
friends would arrive with their heavy artillery, all those un- 
expected millions, emerging from ambush, assailing the 
‘bears’ in the rear and overwhelming them; they would be 
crushed to pieces—massacred. Such was the plan, and when 
it had been agreed upon Saccard and Daigremont separated, 
shaking hands and laughing triumphantly. 

An hour later, just as Daigremont, who was dining cut 
that evening, was about to dress, he received another visit, 
from the Baroness Sandorff. In her bewilderment she had 
been seized with the idea of consulting him. She told her 
fears, and whilst lying as to the feverish spirit of treachery 
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thet had prompted her, narrated her visit to Gundermann and 
repeated the latier’s reply. Daigremont, becoming very merry, 
amused himself by frightening her still more, assuming an 
air of doubt, as though almost believing that Gundermann 
had told the truth in swearing that he was not a ‘ bear.’ 
And, indeed, can one ever tell? ‘The Bourse is a real forest, 
a forest on a dark night through which one has to grope one’s 
way. In such darkness, if you are so ill-advised as to listen 
to all the silly contradictory stories that are invented, you are 
certain to come to grief.’ 

‘Then I ought not to sell ?’ she asked anxiously. 

‘Sell, why? It would be madness! ‘To-morrow we 
shall be the masters; Universals will go up again to three 
thousand one hundred. So stand firm, whatever happens: 
you will be pleased with the last quotation. I cannot tell you 
more.’ 

The Baroness had gone, and Daigremont had at last begun 
to dress, when a ring at the bell announced a third visit. 
Ah! this time, no; he would not see the person, whoever it 
might be. However, when Delarocque’s card had been 
handed to him, he at once exclaimed that the broker was to be 
shown up. Delarocque came in looking unusually agitated, 
and Daigremont, seeing that he was unwilling to speak in 
presence of the valet, sent the latter away, and tied his white 
cravat himself in front of a high mirror. 

‘My dear fellow,’ said Delarocque with the familiarity of 
@ man belonging to the same club as the person he was 
addressing, ‘this is what brings me. I trust to your friend- 
ship, because it is rather a delicate matter. The fact is, 
Jacoby, my brother-in-law, has just had the kindness to warn 
me of an assault that is being prepared. Gundermann and 
the others have decided to give the finishing stroke to the 
Universal at to-morrow’s Bourse. They are going to throw 
the whole pile upon the market. Jacoby already has orders, 
Gundermann sent for him.’ 

‘The devil!’ ejaculated Daigremont, turning pale. 

‘You understand, I have customers of mine who ate 
playing for a xise to a very big tune indeed. Yes! 2 held 
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orders to the amount of fifteen millions, enough to knock a 
man into a cocked hat in the case of disaster. So, you see, I 
jumped into a cab, and am making the round of my leading 
clients. It is not correct, but the intention is good.’ 

‘The devil! ’ repeated the other. 

‘In short, my good friend, as you are playing uncovered, 
I have come to ask you either to secure me or to abandon 
your position.’ 

‘ Abandon, abandon it, my dear fellow,’ cried Daigremont. 
‘Oh! I don’t remain in falling houses; that is useless 
heroism. Don’t buy; sell! My orders with you are for 
nearly three millions; sell, sell everything!’ Then, as 
Delarocque turned to go, saying that he had other customers 
to see, Daigremont took his hands and shook them energeti- 
cally. ‘Thank you; I shall never forget. Sell, sell every- 
thing!’ 

As soon as he was alone he recalled his valet, in order to 
have his hair and beard arranged. Ah, what a blunder! 
He had this time almost let himself be robbed like a child. 
That was what came of associating with a madman! 

The panic began that same evening, at the Petite Bourse 
of eight o’clock, which was then held upon the footway of the 
Boulevard des Italiens, at the entrance of the Passage de 
l’Opéra ; and here only the cowlissvers operated amid an unpre- 
possessing crowd of brokers, remzsiers, and shady speculators. 
Street hawkers moved up and down and gatherers of cigar- 
stumps crawled on all fours through the tramping groups. 
The Boulevard was quite obstructed by this obstinate mob, 
for, although the stream of promenaders occasionally carried 
it away and dispersed it, it always formed again. That 
evening nearly two thousand persons remained collected there, 
thanks to the mildness of the weather, which, with the misty, 
lowering sky, betokened rain after the terrible cold. The 
market was very active; Universals were offered on all sides, 
and the quotations fell rapidly. Rumours soon became 
current, and anxiety set in. What had happened, then? In 
an undertone, folks named the probable vendors, according 
to th® remisier who gave the order or the coulissier whe 
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executed it, If the big-wigs were selling in this way, somes 
thing serious was preparing, surely. And so from eight 
o’clock until ten there was no end of jostling and scrambling ; 
allthe keen-scented gamblers abandoned their positions ; there 
were even some who had time to change sides and become 
‘ bears’ instead of ‘ bulls.’ And all went to bed in a fever of 
uneasiness, as on the eve of great battles. 

The weather was execrable on the following day. It had 
rained all night; a fine, cold rain drenched the city, which 
the thaw changed into a cloaca of yellow liquidmud. Already, 
at half-past twelve o’clock, the Bourse began clamouring 
in this downpour. Everyone having taken refuge under the 
peristyle and in the hall, the crowd was enormous; and by 
the dripping from the wet umbrellas the hall itself was soon 
changed into an immense puddle of muddy water. Dampness 
oozed from the black filth of the walls, whilst from the glass 
roof there fell but a dim, ruddy light, desperately melancholy. 

Amid the many evil reports in circulation, the extraordinary 
stories which were turning people’s heads, one and all, on 
entering, began to look for Saccard and scrutinize him. He 
was at his post, erect, near the accustomed pillar; and he 
had the air of other days, the days of triumph, an air of brave 
gaiety and absolute confidence. He was not ignorant of the 
fact that Universals had fallen three hundred francs at the 
Petite Bourse the night before; he scented immense danger. 
He expected a furious assault on the part of the ‘ bears;’ but 
his plan of battle seemed to him invincible; Daigremont’s 
flank movement, the unexpected arrival of an army of fresh 
millions, would sweep everything before it, and once more 
assure him the victory. Henceforth he himself was without 
resources ; the coffers of the Universal were empty, he had 
scraped even the centimes out of them; yet he did not de- 
spair, Mazaud was carrying him over, and he had so completely 
won the broker’s confidence by acquainting him with the pro- 
mised support of Daigremont’s syndicate, that he had accepted 
without security further orders for purchase to the amount 
of several millions. The tactics agreed upon between them 
were not to let the quotations fall too low at the opening of 
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4he Bourse, but to sustain them and wage war pending the 
arrival of the reinforcements. The excitement was so great 
that Massias and Sabatani, abandoning useless strategy now 
that the real situation was the subject of all gossip, came and 
spoke openly with Saccard, and then ran to carry his last 
orders, the one to Nathansohn under the peristyle, and the 
other to Mazaud, who was still in the brokers’ room. 

It was ten minutes to one o’clock, and Moser, who arrived: 
looking quite pale from the effects of one of his liver attacks, 
the pain of which had kept him from closing his eyes all the 
night, remarked to Pillerault that everybody appeared yellow 
and ill that afternoon. Puillerault, who in the approach of dis- 
aster straightened himself up in the swaggering attitude of 
a knight-errant, burst out laughing. ‘ Why, it is you, my dear 
fellow, who have the colic,’ said he. ‘Everybody else is very 
gay. We are going to give you one of those thrashings which 
folks remember as long as they live.’ 

The truth was, however, that im the general anxiety the 
hall remained very gloomy under the reddish light, and this 
was particularly evident from the subdued rumble of the con- 
versation. You no longer heard the feverish outbursts of the 
days when everything was rising, the agitation, the roar of a 
tide, streaming from all sides likea conqueror. The Boursiers 
no longer ran, they no longer shouted ; they glided, they talked 
in low tones, as in a sick room. Although the crowd was 
very great, and one could not circulate without stifling, only 
a distressful murmur arose, the whispering of the current fears, 
of all the deplorable news which folks exchanged in one 
another’s ears. Many remained silent, with livid, contracted 
faces and dilated eyes, which questioned other faces despair- 
ingly. 

‘And have you nothing to say, Salmon ?’ asked Pillerault, 
full of aggressive irony. 

‘Of course not,’ muttered Moser; ‘ he’s like the rest: he 
has nothing to say; he is frightened.’ 

Indeed, that day Salmon’s silence disturbed no one, such 
was the deep, mute expectancy of one and all. 

It was around Saccard, however, that a stream of customers 
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especially crowded, trembling with uncertainty and eager for 
an encouraging word. It was afterwards remembered that 
Daigremont did not show himself that day any more than 
Deputy Huret, who had doubtless been warned, and was once 
more Rougon’s faithful dog. Kolb, amid a group of bankers, 
pretended to be absorbed in a big arbitrage affair. The 
Marquis de Bohain, above the vicissitudes of fortune, quietly 
promenaded his little pale aristocratic head, certain of winning 
whatever happened, since he had given Jacoby orders to 
sell as many Universals as he had charged Mazaud to buy. 
And Saccard, besieged by the multitude of the others, the 
believers and the simpletons, displayed a particularly amiable 
and tranquillizing manner towards Sédille and Maugendre, 
who, with trembling lips and moist, supplicating eyes, came 
in search of the hope of triumph. He vigorously pressed 
their hands, putting into his grasp the absolute promise of 
victory, and then, like a man who is ever happy, beyond the 
reach of all danger, he began lamenting over a trifle. 

‘I am very worried,’ said he. ‘A camellia was forgotten 
in my yard during the yery cold weather, and it has died.’ 

The remark ran through the hall, and everybody began 
deploring the fate of the camellia. What a man that Saccard 
was, with his impassable assurance, his ever-smiling face! for 
one could never tell if it were not some mask, concealing 
frightful anxieties which would have tortured any other. 

‘The brute! how fine he is!’ murmured Jantrou, in the 
ear of Massias, who was coming back. 

Just then Saccard called Jantrou, a sudden recollection 
coming to him at this supreme moment—a recollection of the 
afternoon when, in Jantrou’s company, he had seen the 
Baroness Sandorfi’s brougham drawn up in the Rue Brong- 
niart. Was it again there on this day of crisis? Was the 
high-perched coachman maintaining his stony immobility in 
that pelting rain, while the Baroness, behind the closed win- 
dows, awaited the quotations ? 

* Certainly, she is there,’ answered Jantrou, in an under- 
tone, ‘and heartily with you, thoroughly determined not to 
retreat a step. We are all here, solid, at our posts.’ “ 
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Seceard felt happy at this proof of fidelity, although he 
doubted the disinterestedness of the lady and the others. 
However, in the blindness of his fever, he believed that he was 
still marching on to conquest, with his whole nation of share- 
holders behind him—that infatuated, fanaticised people of the 
humble and the fashionable worlds, in which pretty women of 
good position mingled with servant girls in the same impulse 
of faith. 

At last the bell sounded, passing like the wail of a tocsin 
over the wild sea of heads, And Mazaud, who was giving 
orders to Flory, hurried back to the corbeille, while the young 
clerk rushed to the telegraph office, greatly agitated on his own 
account; for, having been losing for some time, through his 
obstinacy in following the fortunes of the Universal, he had 
that day risked a decisive stroke, on the strength of the story 
of Daigremont’s intervention, which he had overheard in the 
office, behind a door. The corbedle was quite as anxious 
as the hall; ever since the last settlement the brokers had 
plainly felt the ground trembling beneath them, amidst such 
serious symptoms that their experience took alarm. There 
had already been some partial collapses; the market, too 
heavily burdened, exhausted, was cracking in every direction. 
Was there going to be, then, one of those great cataclysms, 
such as occur every ten or fifteen years, one of those crises 
which supervene when gambling has reached an acutely feverish 
stage, and which decimate the Bourse and sweep it clean like 
& wind of death? The shouts in the Rente and Cash markets 
drowned one another, the jostling was rougher than ever, 
while on high were the tall black silhouettes of the quoters, 
who were waiting, pen in hand. And Mazaud, standing at 
his post, with his hands grasping the red-velvet balustrade 
of the corbeiile, at once heard Jacoby, on the other side of 
the circular basin, shouting in his deep bass voice: ‘I 
have Universals! At two thousand eight hundred, I have 
Universals ! ’ 

_ This was the last quotation of the Petite Bourse of the 
night before ; and, in order to put a stop to the fall at once, 
Mazau@ thought 1 prudent to take at this price, His shrill 
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voice arose above all the others: ‘ At two thousand eight hun- 
dred I take! Three hundred Universals, deliver ! ’ 

Thus was the first quotation fixed. But it was impossible 
to maintain it. Offers flowed in from all sides. Mazaud 
struggled desperately for half an hour, but with no other re- 
sult than that of slackening the rapidity of the fall. What 
surprised him was that he was no longer sustained by the 
coulisse. What game was being played by Nathansohn, 
whose orders to purchase he was expecting ? And not until 
afterwards did he learn the shrewd tactics of the coulissier 
who, whilst buying for Saccard, was selling on his own ac- 
count, having been warned of the real situation by his keen 
Jew scent. Massias, heavily involved himself as a buyer, ran 
up, out of breath, to report the rout of the cowlisse to Mazaud, 
who lost his head and burned his last cartridges, at once 
letting fly the orders which he had hitherto been keeping 
back, in view of executing them by degrees pending the 
arrival of the reinforcements. This sent the price up a 
little; from twenty-five hundred it rose to twenty-six hundred 
and fifty, with the sudden leaps peculiar to tempestuous days ; 
and again for a moment did boundless hope buoy up the hearts 
of Mazaud, Saccard, all who were in the secret of the plan of 
battle. Since the quotations were so soon going up again, 
the day was won, and the victory would be overwhelming 
when the reserves should fall upon the ‘ bears’’ flank, chang- 
ing their defeat into a frightful rout. There was a movement 
of profound joy; Sédille and Maugendre could have kissed 
Saccard’s hand, Kolb drew nearer, while Jantrou disappeared, 
running off to carry the good news to the Baroness Sandorff. 
And at this moment little Flory, quite radiant, was seen 
hunting everywhere for Sabatani, now his intermediary, to 
give him a fresh order to buy. 

But it had just struck two, and Mazaud, who bore the 
brunt of the attack, again weakened, his surprise now in- 
creasing at the delay of the reinforcements in taking the field, 
It was high time ‘for them to turn up; what were they 
waiting for? Why did they not relieve him from the an- 
tenable position in which he was exhausting himself re 
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Although, through professional pride, he displayed an im- 
passive countenance, a keen chill was rising to his cheeks, 
and he feared that he was turning pale. Jacoby, in a 
thundering voice, continued hurling his offers at him, in 
methodical instalments, but Mazaud ceased accepting them. 
And it was no longer at Jacoby that he was looking ; his eyes 
were turned towards Delarocque, Daigremont’s broker, whose 
silence he could not understand. Stout and thickset, with 
a reddish beard, and the smiling beatific air of a man who has 
amused himself the night before, Delarocque retained a very 
quiet, peaceable air whilst waiting in this inexplicable fashion. 
Was he not going to catch at all these offers, however, and 
save everything, by means of the orders to buy, which must 
cover the fiches in his hand ? 

Suddenly in his guttural, slightly hoarse voice, he threw 
himself into the struggle: ‘I have Universals! I have Uni- 
versals!’ he called. 

And in a few minutes he had offered several millions’ 
worth. Voices answered him, and the quotations collapsed. 

‘IT have at two thousand four hundred!’ ‘I have at two 
thousand three hundred !’ 

‘How many ?’ 

‘Five hundred, six hundred !’ 

‘ Deliver !’ 

What was he saying? What was taking place? Instead 
of the expected succour, was this a fresh hostile army 
emerging from the neighbouring woods? As at Waterloo, 
Grouchy failed to come up, and it was treason that com- 
pleted the rout. Under the onslaught of those deep, fresh 
masses of offers hastening to the attack at the double quick, 
a frightful panic set in. 

Mazaud at that moment felt death pass over his face. He 
had carried Saccard over for far too large a sum, and he was 
fully conscious that the Universal was breaking his back in 
its fall. But his handsome dark face, with small moustaches, 
remained impenetrable and brave. Exhausting the orders 
which he had received, he still went on buying in his piercing 
cockeref-like voice, as shrill as in the hours of success. Ané 
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opposite him, his counterparts, the roaring Jacoby and the 
spoplectic Delarocque, despite their efforts at indifference, 
showed more anxiety than he, for they realised that he was 
now in great danger, and would he pay them should he fail? 
Their hands grasped the velvet balustrade, their voices con- 
tinued shouting as though mechanically, from mere habit, 
while their fixed glances expressed all the frightful anguish of 
this tragedy of money. 

Then, during the last half-hour, came the smash-up, the 
rout growing worse and worse, carrying the mob away in & 
disorderly gallop. After extreme confidence, blind infatuation, 
came the reaction of fear, and one and all rushed forward to 
sell, if there was still time. A perfect hail of orders to sell 
fell upon the corbeille: there was nothing to be seen buta rain 
of jfiches; and the enormous parcels of shares, thus impru- 
dently thrown upon the market, accelerated the decline, turned 
it into a veritable collapse. The quotations, from fall to fall, 
dropped to one thousand five hundred, one thousand two 
hundred, nine hundred francs. There were no more buyers; 
none were left standing ; the ground was strewn with corpses. 
Above the dark swarming of frock-coats, the three quoters 
looked like clerks registering deaths. By a singular effect of 
the blast of disaster which swept through the hall, the agita- 
tion congealed there as it were, the uproar died away as in the 
stupor of a great catastrophe. A frightful silence prevailed 
when, after the stroke of the closing bell, the final quotation 
of eight hundred and thirty francs became known. And 
meantime the obstinate rain still streamed upon the windows, 
through which only a doubtful twilight filtered. What with 
the dripping of the umbrellas and the tramping of the crowd, 
the hall had become a cloaca, muddy like an ill-kept stable, 
and littered with all sorts of torn papers; while in the vor- 
beille shone the variegated fiches, green, red, and blue, seat- 
tered there by the handful, and so abundant that afternoon 
that the vast basin overflowed. 

Mazand had re-entered the brokers’ room at the same 
time as Jacoby and Delarocque. Consumed by an ardent 
thirst, he approached the buffet, and drank a glass of bee 
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Then he looked at the immense room, with its long central 
table, around which were ranged the arm-chairs of the sixty 
brokers, its red velvet hangings, all its commonplace faded 
luxury, which lent it the appearance of a first-class waiting- 
room in a large railway station ; he looked at it with the aston- 
ished air of a man who had never had a good view of it before. 
Then, as he was going off, he silently shook hands with Jacoby 
and Delarocque, exchanging the accustomed grasp with them ; 
and although they all three preserved their every-day correct 
deportment, they could not help turning pale. Mazaud had 
told Flory to wait for him at the door; and there he found 
him, in company with Gustave, who had definitively left the 
office the week before, and had come there simply as a spec- 
tator, always smiling and leading a gay life, without ever 
asking himself whether his father would, on the morrow, still 
be able to pay his debts; while Flory, with pale cheeks and 
an idiotic sneer on his lips, endeavoured to talk, though 
crushed by the frightful loss of a hundred thousand francs 
which had just fallen upon him, and the first sou of which he 
did not know where to get. However, Mazaud and his clerk 
disappeared in the rain. 

In the hall the panic had especially raged around Saccard ; 
it was there that the war had made its ravages. At the first 
moment he had not understood what was happening; then, 
bravely facing the peril, he had beheld the rout. What was 
that noise? Was it not Daigremont’s troops arriving? Then, 
when he had heard the quotations collapse, though he failed 
to comprehend the cause of the disaster, he stiffened himself 
up, in order to diestanding. An icy chill rose from the ground 
to his skull; he had a feeling that the irreparable was taking 
place—this was his defeat for ever ; but base regret for money, 
wrath for lost enjoyment, did not enter into his grief; his 
heart simply bled with humiliation at the thought that he was 
conquered, and that this was the splendid, absolute victory of 
Gundermann, the victory which once more consolidated the 
omnipotence of that king of gold. At that moment Saccard 
was really superb, with his slight figure erect as though brav- 
ing deftiny, his eye never blinking, his face stubbornly set as 
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he stood there alone with the flood of despair and resentmené, 
which he already felt rising against him. The entire hall 
seethed and surged towards his pillar; fists were clenched, 
mouths stammered evil words, yet he retained upon his lips 
an unconscious smile, which might have been taken for a 
challenge. 

At first, through a sort of mist, he distinguished Maugendre, 
looking deadly pale as Captain Chave led him away on his 
arm, and, with the cruelty of a petty gambler delighted to see 
big speculators come to gricf, repeated to him that he had 
prophesied it all. Then Sédille, with contracted face and the 
crazy air of a merchant whose business is collapsing, came 
like a good-natured fellow to give him an unsteady shake of 
the hand, as though to say that he bore him no grudge. At 
the first shock the Marquis de Bohain had drawn aside, passing 
over to the triumphant army of ‘bears,’ and telling Kolb, 
who also prudently held aloof, what disagreeable doubts he 
had entertained of that man Saccard ever since the last 
shareholders’ meeting. Jantrou, bewildered, had disappeared 
again, going off on the run to carry the last quotation to the 
Baroness Sandorff, who would surely have an hysterical attack 
in her brougham, as was the case on the days when she lost 
heavily. And facing the ever silent and enigmatical Salmon, 
stood ‘bear’ Moser and ‘bull’ Pillerault, the latter with a 
provoking, proud mien, despite his ruin; the other, who had 
made a fortune, marring his victory with remote anxieties. 
‘You see, we shall have war with Germany in the spring. All 
this doesn’t smell nice, and Bismarck is watching us.’ 

‘Oh, be quiet, do!’ replicd Pillerault. ‘I again made the 
mistake of reflecting too much. So much the worse! I must 
begin over again ; all will go well.’ 

So far Saccard had not weakened. But behind him he 
heard someone mention the name of Faycux, the dividend- 
collector of Vendéme, with whom he had dealings on behalf 
of numerous petty shareholders, and this name brought him 
a feeling of uneasiness, reminding him as it did of the vast 
mass of wretched little capitalists who would be crushed 
beneath the ruins of the Universal. And suddenly the sight 
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of Dejoie, with a livid, distorted face, acutely intensified this 
uneasiness, for all the humble folks now so lamentably mixed 
seemed personified in this poor man whom he knew. At the 
same time, by a sort of hallucination, there rose before him 
the pale, desolate faces of the Countess de Beauvilliers and 
her daughter, who gazed at him in despair out of their large 
tearful eyes. And at that moment, Saccard, the corsair 
whose heart was tanned by twenty years of brigandage— 
Saccard, whose pride it was that he had never felt a trembling 
in his legs, that he had never once sat down upon the bench, 
against the pillar behind him—Saccard felt a sudden weakness, 
and had to drop for a moment upon that bench. The crowd 
still surged, threatening to stifle him. He raised his head, 
feeling a need of air, and in a moment he was on his feet 
again; for up above, looking down upon the hall from the 
telegraph gallery, he recognised La Méchain, her huge fat 
person dominating the ghastly battle-field. On the stone 
baluster beside her lay her old black leather bag. Pending 
the arrival of the time when she might fill it to overflowing 
with the worthless shares, she was watching the dead, like 
a voracious raven that follows armies until the day @ 
massacre. 

Then, with a firm step, Saccard walked away, bearing him- 
self erect by an extraordinary effort of will. His whole being 
seemed empty to him, however ; his senses were blunted, so to 
say; he no longer felt the flagstones, but thought he was 
walking on a soft woollen carpet. Similarly, a mist obscured 
his eyes, and a buzzing filled his ears. He no longer recog- 
nised people as he left the Bourse and descended the steps ; it 
seemed to him that he was surrounded by floating phantoms 
vague forms, dying sounds. Did he not see Busch’s broad, 
grimacing face pass him? Had he not stopped for a moment 
to speak to Nathansohn, who appeared quite at his ease, and 
whose voice, weakened by much shouting, seemed to come 
from a long way off? Did not Sabatani and Massias accom- 
pany him amidst the general consternation? He fancied he 
could see himself surrounded by a numerous group, again 
Sédille 4nd Maugendre perhaps, all sorts of faces which faded 
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away, became transformed. And as he was on the point of 
going off into the rain and liquid mud which were submerging 
Paris, he made his freedom of mind his last boast, and repeated 
in a shrill voice to all that phantom throng: ‘Ah, how 
worried I am about that camellia of mine which was forgotten 
in the yard and has been killed by the cold !* 


355 


OHAPTER XI 
RUIN 


THat same evening Madame Caroline, in her fright, telegraphed 
to her brother, who was to have remained at Rome another 
week ; and three days later, hastening to the scene of danger, 
Hamelin arrived in Paris. 

There was a violent explanation between Saccard and the 
engineer in that work-room in the Rue Saint-I.azare, where, 
in other days, the enterprise had been discussed and decided 
upon with so much enthusiasm. During the three days which 
had just elapsed the smash-up at the Bourse had become 
more and more complete. Fall following fall in rapid succes- 
sion, Universals had now dropped to four hundred and thirty 
francs—seventy francs below par; and the decline was con- 
tinuing; the whole fabric was fast cracking and crumbling 
away. 

Whilst her brother and Saccard talked, Madame Caroline 
listened in silence, resolved not to intervene. She was full of 
remorse, for she accused herself of complicity, since it was 
she who, after promising to watch, had let everything go on. 
Instead of contenting herself with simply selling her shares 
in order to combat the rise, ought she not to have taken some 
other course—warned people, acted energetically 2? Worship- 
ping her brother as she did, her heart bled at seeing him 
compromised in this fashion, with all his great enterprises 
shaken, the whole work of his life again in question; and she 
suffered the more since she did not feel herself free to judge 
Saccard ; for had she not loved him, was she not his, linked 
to him by that secret bond, the shame of which she now felt 
more fhan ever? Placed between these two men, a combat 
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raged within her and rent her heart. On the evening of the 
catastrophe, in a fine outburst of frankness, she had heaped 
her wrath upon Saccard, emptying her heart of all the 
reproaches and fears which had so long been swelling it. 
However, on seeing him smile, still tenacious, still uncon- 
quered despite everything, she had reflected that, after her 
own weakness with him, she had no right to finish him off, to 
strike him now that he was down. She thought, too, of the 
strength which he would need to set himself erect again, and 
so, taking refuge in silence, her demeanour alone giving expres- 
sion to her blame, she resolved that she would henceforward 
be nothing but a witness. . 

However, Hamelin this time became angry, he who was 
usually so conciliatory, without interest in anything that was 
not part of his work. He attacked gambling with extreme 
violence; ‘the Universal,’ said he, ‘had succumbed to the 
mania for gambling—gambling carried to the point of absolute 
madness.’ Undoubtedly he was not one of those who pretended 
that a bank could allow its stock to fall in price, like a railway 
company, for instance. The railway company has its immense 
plant, which brings in its receipts, whereas the real plant of a 
bank is its credit; so it finds itself at death’s door as soon as 
its credit totters. Only there was a question of moderation 
in all this. Though it might have been necessary and even 
wise to maintain the quotation at two thousand francs, it was 
madness and utter criminality to push it further, to try to raise 
it to three thousand and more. Immediately on his arrival, 
Hamelin had demanded the truth, the whole truth. They 
could no longer lie to him now, and declare to him, as he had 
allowed them to declare in his presence at the last share- 
holders’ meeting, that the Bank did not possess a single one 
of its shares. The books were there and he easily penetrated 
the lies they contained. He knew, for instance, that the 
Sabatani account concealed operations carried on by the Bank 
itself ; and in this account, month by month, over a period 
of two years, he could trace the progress of Saccard’s fatal 
fever. At first things had been done in a timid way, prudence 
had been displayed in the purchases, but at last these had 
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become larger and larger, till they had finally reached the 
enormous figure of twenty-seven thousand shares costing 
nearly forty-eight millions of francs. Was it not madness, 
impudent, derisive folly, that transactions of such magnitude 
should be entered to the account of a Sabatani? And this 
Sabatani was not the only one; there were other men of straw 
——employees of the Bank, directors even—whose purchases, 
entered as carried over, exceeded twenty thousand shares, 
also representing nearly forty-eight millions of francs. And, 
moreover, all these were only the completed purchases, to 
which must be added the time bargains, effected during the 
last fortnight of January; sixty-seven millions of francs 
expended on more than twenty thousand shares, delivery of 
which the Universal had to accept ; to say nothing of ten thou- 
sand other shares bought at the Lyons Bourse, making another 
twenty-four millions. And, adding everything together, it was 
seen that the Bank now had in hand nearly one-fourth of the 
shares which it had issued, and that it had paid for these shares 
the frightful sum of two hundred millions. There was the 
abyss in which it had been swallowed up. 

Tears of grief and anger had risen to Hamelin’s eyes. To 
think that this should have happened when he had just so 
auspiciously laid at Rome the foundations of his great Catholic 
bank, that Treasury of the Holy Sepulchre which, in the 
approaching days of persecution, would enable the Pope to be 
regally installed at Jerusalem, amid the legendary glory of 
the Holy Places—a bank destined to set the new Kingdom 
of Palestine beyond the reach of political disturbances, by 
basing its revenue, guaranteed by the resources of the country, 
on a series of issues which the Christians of the whole 
world would vie in taking up! And all this collapsed at one 
stroke through the imbecile madness of gambling! He had 
gone away leaving an admirable balance-sheet, coffers full of 
money, & Bank enjoying such great and speedy prosperity that 
it was the wonder of the world; and, less than a month after- 
wards, when he came back, the millions had melted away, the 
Bank was prostrate, reduced to dust, and there was nothing 
but # black hole, in which a conflagration seemed to have 
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raged. His stupefaction increased; he violently demanded 
explanations, wished to understand what mysterious force it 
was that had driven Saccard to wage this relentless warfare 
upon the colossal edifice which he had built so as to destroy 
it, stone by stone, on the one hand, while he pretended to 
finish it upon the other. 

Saccard answered very frankly, and without anger. After 
the first hours of emotion and annihilation, he had recovered 
his self-possession, and was again erect and firm, buoyed up 
by his indomitable hopes. Treachery had rendered the cata- 
strophe a terrible one, but nothing was lost; he was going to 
retrieve everything. And besides, if the Universal had 
enjoyed such swift and great prosperity, had it not owed it to 
the very methods with which they now reproached him—to 
the creation of the syndicate, the successive increases of the 
capital, the advance balance-sheet of the last shareholders’ 
meeting, the shares which the Bank retained in hand, and 
those which had been so wildly purchased en masse later on ? 
All these things were connected. If they accepted the success, 
the risks must be accepted also. When a machine is over- 
heated it bursts. For the rest, he would acknowledge no 
culpability; he had simply done, more intelligently and 
vigorously than another, that which every bank manager 
does; and he did not even abandon his idea of genius—his 
giant idea of repurchasing all the shares and dethroning 
Gundermann. Money had been lacking, that was all. And 
now they must begin over again. A special shareholders’ 
meeting had just been summoned for the following Monday; 
he was absolutely certain of his shareholders, he said; he 
would obtain from them the sacrifices that were indispensable, 
for he was convinced that, at a word from him, they would all 
bring their fortunes. In the meantime they could jog on, 
thanks to the small sums which the other financial houses, 
the great banks, advanced every morning for the pressing 
needa of the day, through fear of too sudden a crash, which 
would have shaken them also. The crisis over, all would be 
resumed, and the enterprise would again become as regplen- 
dent as ever. 
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‘But,’ objected Hamelin, whom this smiling tranquillity 
already calmed, ‘do you not detect in this help supplied by 
our rivals a design of securing themselves first of all, and then 
rendering our fall more complete by delaying it? What 
worries me is to see Gundermann’s hand in the business.’ 

In fact, in order to avert an immediate declaration of 
bankruptcy, Gundermann had been one of the first to offer 
help, in this wise displaying the practical sense of a man 
who, after setting fire to his neighbour’s house, hastens to 
bring buckets of water, so that the entire neighbourhood may 
not be destroyed. He was above resentment; he had no 
other glory than that of being the first money-merchant of 
the world, the richest and the most shrewd, through having 
succeeded in sacrificing all his passions to the continuous 
increase of his fortune. 

Saccard made a gesture of impatience, exasperated as he 
was by this proof which the conqueror gave of his sagacity 
and intelligence. ‘Oh, Gundermann,’ he said, ‘is playing 
the high-minded man; he thinks that he stabs me with his 
generosity.’ 

A silence ensued, and it was Madame Caroline, hitherto 
dumb, who at last broke it. ‘My friend,’ said she, addressing 
Saccard, ‘I have allowed my brother to speak to you, as he was 
bound to speak, in the legitimate grief which he felt on 
learning of all these deplorable things. But our situation, his 
and mine, seems to me clear ; it seems impossible, does it not, 
that he should be compromised if the affair altogether turns 
out disastrously ? You know at what price I sold our shares. 
People cannot say that my brother stimulated the rise in 
order to get a larger profit from his shares. And besides, if 
the catastrophe comes, we shall know our duty. I confess 
that I do not share your stubborn hopes. Nevertheless, you 
are right in contending that it is necessary to struggle on till 
the last moment, and it is not my brother who will discourage 
you, you may be sure of it.’ 

She was agitated, again harbouring a tolerant feeling 
dowards this man who displayed such stubborn determination. 
However, she was unwilling that others should perceive her 
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weakness, for she could no longer blind herself to the hateful 
work which he would assuredly do over again should he have 
the chance, swayed as he was by the thieving passions of an 
unscrupulous corsair. 

‘Certainly,’ declared Hamelin, in his turn weary and 
unable to resist any further. ‘I am not going to paralyse 
you, when you are fighting to save us all, Rely on me, if I 
can be useful to you.’ 

And once more, at this last hour, when threatened by 
the most frightful dangers, Saccard reassured them, recon- 
quered them, taking leave of them with these words, full of 
promise and mystery: ‘Sleep easy. I cannot say more, but 
I am absolutely certain of setting everything afloat again 
before another week is over.’ 

This phrase, which he did not explain, he repeated to all 
the friends of the concern, to all the customers who, frightened, 
terrified, came to ask him for advice. For three days past 
there had been a continuous gallop through his office in the 
Rue de Londres. The Beauvilliers, the Maugendres, Sédille, 
Dejoie, all hastened to apply to him. He received them very 
calmly, with a military air, with ringing words which re- 
stored courage to their hearts; and when they talked of 
selling, of realising at a loss, he became angry, and shouted 
to them to do nothing so stupid, promising upon his honour 
that he would again secure the quotation of two thousand 
and even three thousand francs. In spite of the mistakes 
that had been made, they all retained a blind faith in him: if 
he were left to them, free to rob them again, he would clear 
up everything, and finally enrich them all, as he had sworn 
to do. If no accident should happen before Monday, if he 
were given time to hold the special shareholders’ meeting, 
no one doubted that he would bring the Universal safe and 
sound out of its ruins. 

Saccard had thought of his brother Rougon, and this was 
the omnipotent aid of which he spoke, unwilling to be more 
explicit. Having met Daigremont, the traitor, face to face, 
and bitterly reproached him, he had merely obtained from 
him this reply: ‘ But, my dear fellow, it is not I who have 
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dropped you ; it is your brother!’ Evidently this man was in 
his right; he had gone into the affair solely on condition 
that Rougon should be in it; they had formally promised him 
Rougon ; so it was not astonishing that he should retire, 
since the Minister, far from being in it, was at open war with 
tue Universal and its manager. This was at least an excuse 
to which there was no reply. Greatly struck by it, Saccard 
realised what a colossal mistake he had made in thus falling 
out with his brother, who alone could defend him, make him 
so far sacred that no one, knowing the great man to be behind 
him, would dare to complete his ruin. And never had his 
pride been so severely tried as when he had to make up his 
mind to ask Deputy Huret to intervene in his favour. For 
the rest, he maintained a threatening attitude, absolutely 
refused to abscond, and claimed as a right the help of 
Rougon, who had more interest than he in preventing a 
scandal. The next day, whilst awaiting Huret’s promised 
visit on the matter, he simply reccived a note, in which he 
was told in vague terms not to be impatient, but to rely 
upon a satisfactory issue, if subsequent circumstances should 
not make it impossible. He contented himself with these 
few lines, which he regarded as a promise of neutrality. 

The truth was, however, that Rougon had just taken the 
energetic resolution to get rid of this gangrened member of 
his family, who for years had been embarrassing him, keeping 
him in perpetual fear of some unclean misadventure, and 
whom he now preferred to cut off at a blow. If the cata- 
strophe came, he was determined to let things take their 
course. Since Saccard would never voluntarily consent to go 
into exile, was not the simplest plan to force him to ex- 
patriate himself by facilitating his flight after some severe 
sentence? A sudden scandal, a sweep of the broom, and all 
would be ended. Moreover, the Minister’s position was 
becoming difficult since he had declared to the Corps 
Législatif, in a memorable outburst of eloquence, that France 
would never allow Italy to take possession of Rome. Loudly 
applauded by the Catholics, severely attacked by the Third 
Estateswhich was becoming more and more powerful, Rougon 
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saw the hour approaching when the latter, aided by the 
Liberal Bonapartists, would drive him from power if he did 
not give it a guarantee. And the guarantee, if circumstances 
required it, should be the abandonment of that Universal 
Bank which, under the patronage of Rome, had become a 
disturbing force. Finally, what clinched his decision was a 
secret communication from his colleague, the Minister of 
Finances, who, on the point of launching a loan, had found 
Gundermann and all the other Jew bankers very reserved, 
and disposed to refuse their capital so long as the market 
should remain uncertain, at the mercy of adventurers. 
Gundermann triumphed. Better the Jews, with their accepted 
sovereignty of gold, than the Ultramontane Catholics masters 
of the world as they would be should they become the kings 
of the Bourse. 

It was subsequently related that, when the Keeper of the 
Seals, Delcambre, relentless in his rancour against Saccard, 
had sounded Rougon as to the course to be pursued with 
regard to his brother should justice be obliged to intervene, 
he had by way of answer simply received this heartfelt cry: 
‘Ah! Rid me of him, and I shall owe you a debt of 
gratitude | ’ 

From that moment, Rougon having abandoned him, 
Saccard was lost. Delcambre, who had been watching him 
ever since attaining power, at last held him on the margin 
of the Code, on the very edge of the judicial net, and had 
only to find a pretext to set the gendarmes and judges upon 


One morning, Busch, furious with himself at not having 
yet acted, repaired to the Palais de Justice. If he did not 
make haste, he would never get from Saccard the four 
thousand francs which were still due to La Méchain oni 
little Victor’s famous bill of expenses. Busch’s plan was 
simply to raise an abominable scandal by accusing Saccard of 
sequestrating the child, which would permit him to spread 
the whole dirty story before the world. Such a prosecution 
instituted against the manager of the Universal, amid the 
excitement created by the crisis through which the Bank was 
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passing, would certainly stir all Paris; and Busch still hoped 
that Saccard would pay at the first threat. But the Deputy 
Public Prosecutor, who received him, a nephew of Delcambre, 
listened to his story with an impatient, wearied air. No! no! 
there was nothing to be accomplished with such gossip as 
that; it did not come under any clause of the Code. Dis- 
concerted, Busch grew angry, and talked of his long patience, 
saying that he had even carried his good nature towards 
Saccard so far as to deposit funds en report with the 
Universal. Thereupon the other at once interrupted him. 
What! he had funds in that concern, which was certainly 
insolvent, and he did not act? Nothing was more simple; 
he had only to prefer a charge of swindling, for justice had 
been warned of the fraudulent transactions which were about 
to bring on bankruptcy. The great blow was to be dealt by 
means of this charge, not of the other story, that melodramatic 
affair of a girl who had dicd of alcoholism, and of a child 
who had grown up in the gutter. Busch listened with an 
attentive, serious face, turned into this new path, dragged into 
an act which he had not come to perform, but the decisive 
consequences of which he could clearly foresee, for Saccard 
would be arrested, and the Universal would receive its death- 
blow. The mere fear of losing his money would have at 
once made him make up his mind. Moreover, a disaster was 
in his line, for it would give him an opportunity to fish in 
troubled waters. Nevertheless he hesitated, said that he 
would reflect and would come back; and the Deputy Public 
Prosecutor actually had to force the pen into his hand, and 
then and there make him write down that charge of swindling, 
which, as soon as he had been dismissed, was carried by the 
zealous official to his uncle, the Keeper of the Seals. The 
affair was clinched. 

The next day, at the office of the Bank in the Rue de 
Londres, Saccard had a long interview with the auditors and 
the judicially appointed manager, in order to draw up the 
balance-sheet which he desired to present to the share- 
holders’ meeting. In spite of the sums advanced by other 
financial establishments, they had had to suspend payment, 
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in view of the increasing demands made upon them. This 
bank, which, s month previously, had possessed nearly two 
hundred million francs in its coffers, had not been.able to pay 
its distracted customers more than a few hundred thousand 
francs. Bankruptcy had been officially declared by a judg- 
ment of the Tribunal of Commerce, after a summary report 
rendered by an expert who had been charged with an 
examination of the books. In spite of everything, however, 
Saccard, seemingly unconscious, still promised to save the 
situation, evincing an extraordinary amount of blind hope- 
fulness and obstinate bravery. And on that very day he 
was awaiting a reply from the stockbrokers’ association, with 
regard to the fixing of a rate of compensation, when his 
usher entered to tell him that three gentlemen wished to see 
him in an adjoining room. Perhaps this was salvation ; 
he rushed out gaily, and found a commissary of police 
awaiting him, accompanied by two officers, by whom he was 
immediately arrested. The warrant had just been issued, 
partly on the strength of the expert’s report, which pointed 
to irregularities in the accounts, but more particularly 
owing to the charge of abuse of confidence preferred by 
Busch, who pretended that the funds which he had entrusted 
to the Universal to be carried forward had been otherwise 
disposed of. 

At the same honr, moreover, Hamelin also was arrested 
at his residence in the Rue Saint-Lazare. Iivery hatred 
and every mischance seemed to have combined, as though 
implacably bent upon securing the Bank’s destruction, and 
at last the end had come. The specially convened meeting 
of shareholders could no longer be held; the Universal Bank 
had lived. 

Madame Caroline was not at home at the time of the arrest 
of her brother, who could only leave a few hastily written lines 
for her. When she returned and learnt what had happened 
she was stupefied. She had never believed that they would 
for a moment even think of prosecuting him, for in her mind 
his long periods of absence showed that he could have taken 
no part in Saccard’s shady transactions. On the day after the 
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bankruptcy, both he and she had stripped themselves of all 
that they possessed, in order to swell the assets, and to emerge 
from this adventure as naked as they had entered it. And 
the amount of money which they thus surrendered was a 
large one, nearly eight millions of francs, in which were 
swallowed up the three hundred thousand francs which they 
had inherited. Her brother arrested, Madame Caroline at 
once gave herself up to applications and solicitations, living 
only to soften the lot and prepare the defence of her poor 
George, and bursting into tears, in spite of her courage, 
whenever she thought of him, innocent, behind the prison 
bars, bespattered by this frightful scandal, his life wrecked 
and soiled for ever. To think of it! He so gentle and so 
weak, full of childlike piety, a ‘ perfect simpleton,’ as she said, 
outside his technical work! And, at first, she became wroth 
with Saccard, the sole cause of the disaster, the artisan of 
their misfortune, whose hateful work she traced and clearly 
judged, from the days of the beginning, when he had gaily 
derided her for reading the Code, to these days of the end, 
when, paying the severe penalty of failure, he was about to be 
called to account for all the irregular practices which she had 
foreseen and allowed to be committed. Then, tortured by 
this haunting remorse of complicity, she became silent, and 
tried not to openly concern herself with him, resolving to act 
indeed as if he were not in existence. Whenever she had to 
mention his name, it seemed as if she were speaking of a 
stranger, of an opponent whose interests were different from 
her own. She, who visited her brother at the Conciergerie 
almost every day, had not even asked for a permit to see 
Saccard. And she was very brave; she still occupied her 
apartments in the Rue Saint-Lazare, receiving all who 
presented themselves, even those who came with insults on 
their lips, thus transformed into a woman of _ business, 
determined to save what little she could of their honesty and 
happiness. 

During the long days which she passed in this way, 
upstairs, in that work-room where she had spent such 
delighttul hours of toil and hope, there was one spectacle 
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which particularly distressed her. Whenever she approached 
one of the windows, and cast a glance at the neighbouring 
mansion, she could not behold without a pang at the heart 
the pale profiles of the Countess de Beauvilliers and her 
daughter Alice behind the window-panes of the little room in 
which they lived. Those February days were very mild; so 
that she also often noticed them walking, slowly and with 
drooping heads, along the paths of the moss-grown garden 
which the winter had ravaged. The results of the crash had 
been frightful for those poor creatures. They who a fortnight 
previously could have commanded eighteen hundred thousand 
francs with their six hundred shares could now only get an offer 
of eighteen thousand for them, since the price had fallen from 
three thousand to thirty francs. And their entire fortune had 
at one stroke melted away. All had vanished—the twenty 
thousand francs of the dowry, so painfully and thriftily saved 
by the Countess; the seventy thousand francs borrowed upon 
Les Aublets, and the two hundred and forty thousand francs 
which the farm had eventually fetched when it was in reality 
worth four hundred thousand. What was to become of them, 
since the mortgage upon their house in Paris alone consumed 
eight thousand francs a year, and they had never been able to 
reduce their style of living below seven thousand, in spite 
of all their niggardly practices, all the miracles of sordid 
economy which they accomplished, in order to save appear- 
ances and keep their station? Even if they were to sell their 
shares, how could they henceforth live, provide for their wants, 
out of that paltry sum of eighteen thousand francs, the last 
waif of the shipwreck? The Countess had not yet been 
willing to look the imperious necessity in the face, The only 
course was to leave the mansion, and abandon it to the 
mortgagees, since it was impossible for her to continue paying 
the interest. Rather than wait for its sale to be advertised, 
she had better at once withdraw to some small apartments, 
there in concealment to eke out a straitened existence, down 
to the last morsel of bread. However, she resisted, because 
this meant severance from all that she had clung to, the 
annihilation of all that she had dreamt, the crumbling‘ of the 
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edifice of her race which for years her trembling hands had 
sustained with heroic obstinacy. The Beauvilliers, tenants, 
no longer living under the ancestral roof, dwelling in the 
houses of others, in the confessed misery of the conquered : 
really, would that not be the crowning degradation? And so 
she struggled on. 

One morning Madame Caroline saw the mother and 
daughter washing their linen under the little shed in the gar- 
den. The old cook, now almost powerless, was no longer of 
much help to them ; during the late cold weather they had 
had to nurse her; and it was the same with the husband, at 
once porter, coachman, and valet, who had great difficulty in 
sweeping the house and in keeping the old horse upon his legs, 
for both man and beast were fast growing halt, worn out. So 
the ladies had set resolutely about their housework, the 
daughter sometimes dropping her water-colours to prepare 
the meagre slops upon which all four scantily lived, the 
mother dusting the furniture and mending the garments and 
shoes, so enwrapped in her ideas of petty economy that sho 
imagined they were effecting savings in dusters, needles, and 
thread now that she handled these herself. Only, as soon as 
a visitor called, it was a sight to see both of them run away, 
throw off their aprons, wash themsclves, and reappear as 
mistresses with white and idle hands. On the side of the 
street their style of living had not changed, their honour was 
safe: the brougham still went out with the horse properly 
harnessed, taking the Countess and her daughter to make 
their calls; the guests of every winter still assembled at 
the fortnightly dinners; there was not a dish less upon the 
table, not a candle less in the candelabra. And it was 
necessary to command a view of the garden, as Madame 
Caroline did, to know what terrible to-morrows of fasting paid 
for all that show, the lying facade of a vanished fortune. 
When she saw them promenading their mortal melancholy, 
under the greenish skeletons of the centenarian trees, in the 
depths of that damp pit, closely hemmed in by the neighbour- 
ing houses, she was filled with immense pity, and withdrew 
from the window, her heart rent ‘by remorse, as if she felt 
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that sho had been Saccard's accomplice in bringing about this 
misery. 

Then, another morning, Madame Caroline experienced a 
yet more direct and grievous sorrow. She was informed that 
Dejoie had called, and she bravely resolved to see him. 

‘Well, my poor Dejoie,’ she began, but on noticing the 
pallor of the old fellow’s face she stopped short quite fright- 
ened. Hiseyes seemed lifeless, his features were distorted, and 
his very tall figure had become both shrunken and bowed. 

* Come,’ she added, ‘ you must not let the idea that all this 
money is lost prostrate you.’ 

' 6Oh, madame, it isn’t that,’ he answered in a low voice. 
‘ At the first moment, no doubt, it was a hard blow, because I 
had accustomed myself to believe that we were rich. When 
@ man’s winning the fever flies to his head, he feels as 
though he were drunk. But, mon Diew! I was ready to go 
to work once more; I would have worked so hard that I 
should have succeeded in getting the sum together again. 
But you do not know——’ He paused ; big tears were rolling 
down his cheeks. ‘ You donot know,’ he added. ‘Sheis gone!’ 

‘Gone! Who?’ asked Madame Caroline in surprise. 

‘Nathalie, my daughter. Her marriage had fallen through; 
she was furious when Theodore’s father came to tell us 
that his son had already waited too long, and that he was 
going to marry the daughter of a haberdasher, who would 
bring him nearly eight thousand francs. Oh, I can under- 
stand her anger at the thought of no longer having a copper, 
and remaining single! But I who loved her so well! Only 
last winter I used to get up at night to see if she were well 
covered. And I deprived myself of tobacco in order that she 
might have prettier hats, and I was her real mother; I had 
brought her up ; I lived only for the pleasure of seeing her in 
our little rooms.’ 

His tears choked him ; he began to sob. 

‘ You see, it was the fault of my ambition,’ he continued. 
‘If I had sold out as soon as my eight shares had given me 
the dowry of six thousand francs, she would now have been 
married. But, you know, they were still going up, and I 
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thought of myself; I wanted first an income of six hundred 
francs, then one of eight hundred, then one of a thousahd ; 
especially as the little one would have inherited this money 
later on. To think that at one time, when the shares were 
worth three thousand francs apiece, I had twenty-four thou- 
sand francs before me, enough to give her a dowry of six thou- 
sand and retire, myself, on an income of nine hundred! But 
no! I wanted a thousand ; how stupid! And now my shares 
don’t represent as much as two hundred francs even. Oh! it 
was my fault; I should have done better to have thrown my- 
self into the water !’ 

Greatly distressed by his grief, Madame Caroline allowed 
him to relieve himself. Still she was desirous of knowing 
what had happened. ‘ Gone, my poor Dejoie!’ she said, ‘ how 
gone?’ 

Then embarrassment came over him, and a slight flush 
rose to his pale face. ‘ Yes, gone, disappeared, three days ago. 
She had made the acquaintance of a gentleman who lived 
opposite us—oh ! a very good-looking man, about forty years 
old. In short, she has run away.’ 

And while he gave details, seeking for fitting words in his 
embarrassment, Madame Caroline in her mind’s eye again 
beheld Nathalie, slender and blonde, with the frail grace of a 
pretty girl of the Parisian pavements. She again saw her 
large eyes, with their tranquil, cold expression reflecting 
egotism with such extraordinary clearness. She had suffered 
her father to adore her like an idol, conducting herself with 
all propriety so long as it was her interest to do so, so long 
as there remained any hope of a dowry, a marriage, a counter 
in some little shop where she would be enthroned. But to 
continue leading a penniless life, to live in rags with her good 
old father, to have to work again, oh ! no, she had had enough 
of that kind of life, which henceforth had no prospect to offer. 
And so she had taken herself off, had coldly put on her hat 
and boots to go elsewhere. 

‘Mon Dieu !' Dejoie continued, stammering, ‘ there was 
little to amuse her at home, it’s true; and when a girl is 
pretiyg it is provoking for her to waste her youth in weary 
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waiting. But all the same she has been very hard. Just 
fancy, she did not even bid me good-bye, did not even leave a 
word of a letter, not the smallest promise to come to see me 
again from time to time. She shut the door behind her and 
it was all over. You see, my hands tremble, I have been like 
an idiot ever since. It is more than I can bear; Jam always 
looking for her at home. After so many years, mon Diew! is 
it possible that 1 have her no more, that I shall never have 
her any more, my poor little child ?’ 

He had ceased weeping, and his wild grief was so distress- 
ing that Madame Caroline caught hold of both his hands, 
unable to find any other words of consolation than : ‘ My poor 
Dejoie, my poor Dejoie.’ 

At last, to divert his attention, she again spoke of the down- 
fall of the Universal. She expressed her regret at having 
allowed him to take any shares; she judged Saccard severely 
without naming him. But the old fellow at once became 
animated again. The passion for gambling which had seized 
upon him was still alive in his heart. ‘Monsieur Saccard ? ’ 
he said, ‘ oh! he did quite right to keep me from selling. It was 
8 superb affair; we should have conquered them all, but for 
the traitors who abandoned us. Ah! madame, if Monsieur 
Saccard were here, things would go on differently. It was 
our death-blow when they threw him into prison. And only 
he can save us. I told the judge so: “ Restore him to us, 
monsieur,”’ I said, “ and I'll confide my fortune to him again. 
I'll confide my life to him because you see he’s like Providence 
itself. He does whatever he likes.”’’ 

Madame Caroline looked at Dejoie in stupefaction. What ! 
not a word of anger, not a reproach? This was the ardent 
faith of a believer. What powerful influence, then, could 
Saccard have had upon the flock, in order to place it under 

such a yoke of credulity ? 

‘In fact, madame, that was the only thing I came to tell 
you,’ Dejoie resumed ; ‘and you must excuse me for having 
spoken to you of my own sorrow. I only did so because I 
couldn't control myself. However, when you see Monsieur 
Saccard, be sure to tell him that we are still on his sidé;’ 
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He then went off with his faltering step, and she, left to 
herself, for a moment felt horrified with existence. That 
poor man had broken her heart; against the other, the man 
whom she did not name, she felt increased anger, and had to put 
forth a great effort in order to restrain an outburst. However, 
other visitors had arrived, and it was necessary she should see 
them. She had not a moment to herself that merning. 

Among the number the Jordans particularly distressed 
her. They came together, Paul and Marcelle, like a loving 
husband and wife who act conjointly in all serious matters, to 
ask her if there were really no hope of their parents the 
Maugendres, getting something more from their Universal 
shares. In this direction, too, there had been an irreparable 
disaster. Prior to the great battles of the last two settle- 
ments, the old awning manufacturer had already possessed 
seventy-five shares, which had cost him about eighty thousand 
francs; a superb affair, since these shares at one time, when 
quoted at the price of three thousand francs apiece, had repre- 
sented two hundred and twenty-five thousand francs. But 
the terrible part was that, in the passion of the struggle, 
Maugendre had played without depositing any cover, believing 
in Saccard’s genius and buying incessantly, so that the fright- 
ful differences which now had to be paid—more than two 
hundred thousand francs—had just swallowed up the rest of 
his fortune, that income of fifteen thousand francs accumulated 
by thirty years of hard work. He had nothing left; in fact, 
he would be barely freed from debt, after selling that little 
residence in the Rue Legendre of which he was so proud. 
And in this disaster Madame Maugendre was certainly guiltier 
than he. 

‘Ah! madame,’ explained Marcelle, whose charming face 
remained fresh and gay even in the midst of catastrophes, ‘ you 
cannot imagine how mamma had changed! She, so prudent, 
so economical, the terror of her servants, always at their heels, 
always checking their accounts, had reached such a point that 
she talked of nothing but hundreds of thousands of franes. 
Bke urged on papa—oh! he was not nearly so brave as she 
was, Sut would willingly have listened to Uncle Chave if she 
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had not made him crazy with her dream of gaining the big 
prize, the million. They caught the fever through reading 
those horrid, lying financial papers ; and papa was the first to 
get it, and tried to hide it in the beginning; however, when 
mamma caught it, she who had so long professed a hatred of 
all gambling, everything blazed up and it wasn’t long before 
they were ruined. To think that the rage for gain can 80 
change honest folks!’ 

Jordan thereupon intervened, amused by a recollection of 
Uncle Chave which his wife’s words had just brought to his 
mind. ‘Andif you had seen Uncle Chave’s calmness amid 
these catastrophes!’ said he. ‘He had prophesied it all and 
was quite triumphant. He had not once failed to attend the 
Bourse, he had not once ceased to play his petty cash game, 
content with carrying his fifteen or twenty francs away every 
evening, like a good employee who has faithfully done his 
day’s work. Millions were falling around him on all sides, 
giant fortunes were being made and unmade in a couple of 
hours, gold was raining down by the bucketful amid the 
thunderclaps ; and all the while he calmly continued making 
his little living.’ 

Then Madame Caroline replied to their questions. ‘ Alas, 
no!’ she said. ‘Ido not think that your parents can hope to 
get anything from their shares. All seemstome ended. The 
shares are now at thirty francs, they will fall to twenty francs, 
to a hundred sous apiece. Ah, mon Diew! what will become 
of those poor people, at their age, accustomed to comforts as 
they are?’ 

‘Why,’ answered Jordan, simply, ‘we shall have to look 
after them. We are not very rich yet, but things are taking 
a better turn, and we shan’t leave them in the street.’ 

. He had just had a piece of luck. After so many years of 
thankless toil, his first novel, issued at first as a news- 
paper serial, and then in book form by a publisher, had 
suddenly proved a big success; and he now found himself in 
possession of several thousand francs with all doors henceforth 
open before him. And he was all eagerness to set to work 
again, certain of attaining to fortune and glory. ( 
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‘If we cannot take them to live with us,’ he resumed, ‘ we 
will secure a little lodging for them. We shall arrange 
matters in some way.’ 

A slight trembling came over Marcelle, who was looking 
at him with bewildered tenderness, ‘Oh! Paul, Paul, how 
good you are! ’ 

And she began to sob. 

‘Come, my child, calm yourself, I beg of you,’ Madame 
Caroline repeated in bewilderment ; ‘ you must not grieve like 
this.’ 

‘Oh! let me be; it is not grief. But really, it is all so 
stupid! When I married Paul, ought not mamma and papa 
to have given me the dowry which they had always spoken 
about? Under the pretext, however, that Paul no longer 
had @ copper, and that I was acting foolishly in keeping my 
promise to him, they did not give us a centime. Ah! they 
are well punished! If they had given me my dowry they 
could have had it back now. That would always have been 
something saved from the Bourse !’ 

Madame Caroline and Jordan could not help laughing; 
however, that did not console Marcelle, who only cried the 
more, 

‘And then, it is not only that,’ she stammered. ‘ But 
when Paul was poor, I had a dream. Yes! asin the fairy 
tales, [dreamed that I was a princess, and that some day I 
should bring my ruined prince ever so much money, to help 
him to become a great poet. And now he has no need of me, 
I have become nothing but a burden, I and my family! Itis 
he who is to have all the trouble, who is to make all the 
presents. Ah! I stifle at the thought!’ 

Paul, however, had caught her in his arms. ‘ What are 
you talking about, you big silly? Does the wife need to 
bring anything? Why, you brought yourself, your youth, 
your love, your good. humour, and there is not a princess in 
the world that can give more.’ 

These words at once pacified her. She felt happy at find- 
ing that she was loved so well, and realised indeed that it wag 
very stupid of her to ory, 
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‘If your fathor and your mother are willing,’ continued 
Jordan, ‘we will get them a place at Clichy, where I hava 
seen some ground floors, with gardens, at a very reasonable 
figure. Our little nest is very nice, but it is too small, and, 
besides, we shall be needing every inch ofroom.’ Then smiling 
again, and turning towards Madame Caroline, who was greatly 
touched by this family scene, he added: ‘ Yes, there will soon 
be three of us; we may as well confess it, now that I am 
earning a living! So you see, madame, here she is about to 
make me a present—she who weeps at having brought me 
nothing !’ 

Madame Caroline, who to her incurable despair was 
condemned to remain childless, looked at Marcelle, who was 
blushing slightly. Her eyes filled with tears. ‘Ah! my dear 
children, love each other well,’ she said; ‘you alone are 
reasonable, you alone are happy !’ 

Then, before they took their leave, Jordan gave some par- 
ticulars concerning the newspaper ‘ L’Espérance.’ With his 
instinctive horror of business matters, he spoke of the office 
as a most singular cavern, where, himself alone excepted, 
the entire staff, from the director to the door porter, had 
engaged in speculation; and he, because he had not gambled, 
had been looked upon with intense disfavour and treated with 
contempt by all. Moreover, the fall of the Universal, and 
especially the arrest of Saccard, had virtually killed the 
journal, There had been a general scattering of the con- 
tributors, and Jantrou alone obstinately clung to the waif, 
beggared but hoping to derive a livelihood from the remnants 
of the wreck. He was now quite done for; those three years 
of prosperity during which he had to a monstrous degree 
enjoyed everything that could be bought, had finished him 
off. It was a case similar to that of those starving people 
who die of indigestion on the day when they sit down to 
table. And the curious feature, though logical for that 
matter, was the final downfall of the Baroness Sandorff, who, 
driven to desperation, longing to recover her money, had, 
amid all the confusion of the catastrophe, become this 
seoundrel’s mistress. 
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_ Madamo Caroline turned slightly pale on hearing the 
Baroness’s name; but Jordan, who did not know that the 
two women had been rivals, went on telling his story. It 
appeared that on returning to the newspaper office one day 
to endeavour to obtain some money due to him, he had 
actually caught Jantrou boxing the Baroness’s ears. Yet she 
had suffered it, clinging to him, perhaps, because she thought 
that he could give her ‘tips,’ thanks to his position as an 
advertising agent. And so she was now rolling lower and 
lower, carried along that downward course by her passion for 
gambling, that passion which corrodes and rots everything, 
which turns one of even the highest and proudest race into a 
human rag, a waste scrap swept into the gutter. To think 
of that drunkard, a prey to every vice, belabouring that lady 
of the aristocracy with all the brutality of a professional 
bully ! 

With a gesture of grievous pain, Madame Caroline made 
Jordan stop. It seemed to her as though she herself were 
bespattered by this excess of degradation. At the moment 
of leaving, Marcelle took hold of her hand in a caressing way. 
‘Pray don’t think, dear madame,’ said she, ‘that we came 
here to annoy you. Paul, on the contrary, stoutly defends 
Monsieur Saccard.’ 

‘Why, certainly!’ the young man exclaimed. ‘He has 
always been very kind to me. I shall never forget the way 
in which he relieved us of that terrible Busch. And then, 
too, he is wonderfully clever and energetic. When you see 
him, madame, be sure to tell him that we are still deeply 
grateful to him.’ 

When the Jordans had gone, Madame Caroline made a 
gesture of silent wrath. Grateful? Why? For the ruin of 
the Maugendres? Those Jordans were like Dejoie; they 
went away repeating the same words of excuse, the same 
good wishes. And yet they knew; that writer who had 
passed through the world of finance, with such a fine contempt 
for money, was certainly not anignorant man. However, her 
own revolt continued and grew. No, there was no pardon 
posgble, there was too much mud. Jantrou might have 
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boxed the Baroness’s ears, but that did not avenga her. It 
was Saccard who had rotted everything. 

That same day Madame Caroline was to go to Mazaud’s 
with reference to certain documents which she desired to 
add to the brief of her brother’s case. She also wished to 
know what would be the broker’s attitude in case the defence 
should summon him as a witness. Her appointment with 
him was for four o’clock, after the Bourse; and, on finding 
herself alone, she spent more than an hour and a half in 
classifying the information which she had already obtained. 
She was beginning to see more clearly through the heap of 
ruins. She had first asked herself where the money could 
have gone. In this catastrophe, in which two hundred 
millions had been swallowed up, if some pockets had been 
emptied, others must have been filled. Moreover, it seemed 
certain that the bears’ rakes had not gathered in the whole 
sum; a frightful leakage had carried away a good third. On 
days of disaster at the Bourse, it is as though the soil ab- 
sorbs some of the money—it wanders away, a little sticks to 
all fingers. 

However, Gundermann alone must have pocketed fifty 
millions; and Daigremont, from twelve to fifteen. The 
Marquis de Bohain was also mentioned as a big winner. 
His classic stroke had once more succeeded : playing through 
Mazaud for a rise, he refused to pay his differences, though 
he was receiving nearly two millions from Jacoby, through 
whom he had played for a fall. This time, however, although 
well aware that the Marquis had transferred his property to 
his wife, like a vulgar sharper, Mazaud, quite bewildered by 
his heavy losses, talked of taking legal proceedings against 
him. 

Almost all the directors of the Universal, moreover, had 
carved themselves large slices—some, like Huret and Kolb, 
realising at a high figure before the collapse; others, like the 
Marquis and Daigremont, adopting treacherous tactics and 
going over to the ‘bears ;’ to say nothing of the fact that at 
one of the last meetings, when the Bank was already in 
difficulties, the board had credited each of its montbers 
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with a bonus of a hundred and odd thousand francs. Finally, 
at the corbeille, Delarocque and Jacoby were reputed to have 
won large sums, while Nathansohn was said to have become 
one of the kings of the coulisse, thanks to a profit of three 
millions which he had realised by playing on his own account 
for a fall, while playing for Saccard for a rise. The extra- 
ordinary feature of his luck was that, having made very large 
purchases on behalf of the Universal which could no longer 
pay, he would certainly have failed, and have been ‘ posted,’ 
if it had not been found necessary to pass the sponge over all 
the transactions of the coulisse, making it a present of the 
sums which it owed since it was undoubtedly insolvent. So 
little Nathansohn earned the reputation of being both very 
lueky and very adroit. And what a pretty and amusing 
adventure it was to be able to pocket one’s winnings without 
being called upon to pay what one has lost ! 

However, all the figures remained vague; Madame Caro- 
line could not form an exact estimate of the gains, for the 
operations of the Bourse are carried on with great mystery, 
and professional secrecy is strictly observed by the brokers. 
Even their memorandum-books would have told her nothing, 
no names being inscribed on them. Thus she in vain tried to 
ascertain what amount Sabatani had carried off with him on 
disappearing after the last settlement. That was another 
ruin, and a hard blow for Mazaud. It was the old story: the 
shady client, at first received with distrust, depositing a small 
security of two or three thousand francs, playing cautiously 
until he had established friendly relations with the broker, 
and the insignificance of his cover had been forgotten ; then 
launching out, and taking to flight after perpetrating some 
brigand’s trick. Mazaud talked of posting Sabatani, just as 
he had formerly posted Schlosser, a sharper of the same band, 
the eternal band which ‘ works’ the market, in the same way 
as the robbers of olden time ‘worked’ a forest. And the 
Levantine, that half-Oriental, half-Italian, with velvet eyes, 
over whom all the women had grown crazy, had now gone to 
infest the Bourse of some foreign capital—Berlin, so it was 
gaid-pending the time when he should he forgotten at the 
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Bourse of Paris, and could come back again, ready to repeat 
his stroke, amid general toleration. 

Besides her list of the gains, Madame Caroline had drawn 
up one of the disasters. The catastrophe of the Universal had 
been one of those terrible shocks that make a whole city 
totter. Nothing had remained firmly standing. Other esta- 
blishments had begun to give way ; every day there were fresh 
collapses. One after another the banks went down, with the 
sudden crash of bits of walls left standing after a fire. In 
silent dismay folks listened to these repeated falls, and asked 
where the ruin would stop. But what struck Madame Caro- 
line to the heart was not so much the downfall of the bankers, 
the companies, the men and things of finance, all destroyed and 
swept away in the tempest, as the ruin of the many poor 
people, shareholders, and even speculators, whom she had 
known and loved, and who were among the victims. After 
the defeat she counted her dead. And these were not only 
her poor Dejoie, the imbecile, wretched Maugendres, the sad 
Beauvilliers ladies, whose misfortune was so touching. 
Another tragedy had upset her, the failure of the silk manu- 
facturer, Sédille, announced on the previous day. Having 
seen him at work as a director, the only one of the board, she 
said, to whom she would have entrusted ten sous, she declared 
him to be the most honest man in the world. What a fright- 
ful thing, then, was this passion for gambling! Here was a 
man who had spent thirty years in establishing, by dint of 
labour and honesty, one of the firmest houses in Paris, and 
who, in less than three years, had so cut and eaten into it that, 
at one stroke, it had fallen into dust! How bitterly he must 
now regret the laborious days of former times, when he had 
still believed in the acquirement of fortune by prolonged effort, 
before a first chance gain had filled him with contempt for 
work, consumed him with the dream of gaining in an hour, at 
the Bourse, the million which requires the whole lifetime of 
an honest merchant! And the Bourse had swept everything 
away—the unforfunate man remained overwhelmed, fallen 
from his brilliant position, incapable of resuming business 
and disqualified from doing so, with a son, too, whom poverty 
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might perhaps turn into a swindler—that Gustave, the soul of 
joy and festivity, who was ving on a footing of from forty 
to fifty thousand francs worth of debts and was already com- 
promised in an ugly story of some promissory notes signed in 
favour of a woman. 

Then there was another poor devil who distressed Madame 
Caroline, the remisier Massias, and yes God knew that she 
was not usually tender towards those go-betweens of false- 
hood and theft! Only she had known Massias also, known 
him with his large, laughing eyes and the air of a good dog who 
has been whipped, at the time when he was scouring Paris seek- 
ing to obtain a few small orders. If, fora moment, in his turn, 
he had at last believed himself to be one of the masters of 
the market, having conquered luck in Saccard’s wake, how 
frightful had been the fall which had awakened him from his 
dream! He had found himself owing seventy thousand 
francs, which he had paid, when, as so many others did, he 
might have pleaded that the matter was one of gambling, and 
that payment therefore could not be legally enforced. How- 
ever, by borrowing from friends, and pledging his entire 
life, he had committed that sublime and useless stupidity of 
paying—useless, since no one felt the better of him for it; 
indeed, folks even shrugged their shoulders behind his back. 
His resentment, however, was only directed against the Bourse, 
for he had relapsed into his disgust for the dirty calling 
which he plied, and again shouted that one must be a Jew 
to succeed in it. Nevertheless, as he was in it, he resigned 
himself, still hoping that he might yet win the big prize 
provided he had a keen eye and good legs. 

It was the thought, however, of the unknown dead, the 
victims without a name, without a history, that especially 
filled Madame Caroline’s heart with pity. They were legion, 
strewn in the thickets, in the ditches full of weeds, and in 
this wise there were lost ones, wounded ones, with the death 
rattle in their throats, behind each tree-trunk. What frightful 
silent tragedies were here !—the whole throng of petty capital- 
ists, petty shareholders, who had invested all their savings in 
the same securities, the retired door-porters, the pale old 
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maids’ living with their cats, the provincial pensioners who 
had regulated their lives with maniacal rigidity, the country 
priests stripped bare by almsgiving—all those humble beings 
whose budgets consist of a few sous, so much for milk, 80 
much for bread, such precise and scanty budgets that a 
deficiency of two sous brings on a cataclysm! And sud- 
denly nothing was left, the threads of life were severed, swept 
away, and old trembling hands incapable of working groped 
in the darkness in bewilderment ; scores and scores of humble, 
peaceful existences being at one blow thrown into frightful 
want, A hundred desperate letters had arrived from Ven- 
déme, where Fayeux, the dividend collector, had aggravated 
the disaster by flight. Holding the money and shares of the 
customers for whom he operated at the Bourse, he had begun 
to gamble on his own account at a terrible rate; and, having 
lost, and being unwilling to pay, he had vanished with the 
few hundred thousand francs which were still in his hands, 
Allround Venddéme, even in the remotest farms, he left poverty 
and tears. And thus the crash had reached even the humble 
homesteads. As after great epidemics, were not the really 
pitiable victims to be found among these people of the lower 
middle class whose little savings their sons alone could hope 
to reaccumulate after long years of hard toil ? 

At last Madame Caroline went out to go to Mazaud’s; 
and as she walked towards the Rue de la Banque she 
thought of the repeated blows which had fallen upon the 
broker during the last fortnight. There was Fayeux, who 
had robbed him of three hundred thousand frances; Sabatani, 
who had left an unpaid account of nearly double that amount ; 
the Marquis de Bohain and the Baroness Sandorff, both of 
whom refused to pay differences of more than a million; 
Sédille, whose bankruptcy had swept about the same amount 
away; to say nothing of the eight millions which the 
Universal owed him, those eight millions for which he had 
carried Saccard over, that frightful loss, the abyss into which 
from hour to hour, the anxious Bourse expected to see him 
tumble. Twice already had a catastrophe been reported. 
And, in this unrelenting fury of fate, a last misfortyuné hag 
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just befallen him, which was to prove the drop of water that 
would make the vase overflow. Two days previously his 
clerk Flory had been arrested, convicted of having embezzled 
a hundred and eighty thousand francs. The demands made 
upon the young man by Mademoiselle Chuchu, the little ez- 
jigurante, the grasshopper from the Parisian pavements, had 
gradually increased: first, pleasure parties representing no 
great expense, then apartments in the Rue Condorcet, then 
jewels and laces; and that which had ruined the unfortunate, 
soft-hearted fellow had been his first profit of ten thousand 
francs, after Sadowa, that pleasure-money so quickly gained, so 
quickly spent, which had made him long for more and still 
more in his feverish passion for the woman wh» cost him so 
dear. But the extraordinary feature of the story was that 
Flory had robbed his employer simply to pay his gambling 
debt to another broker; a singular misconception of hon- 
esty due to the bewilderment that had come over him in his 
fear lest he should be immediately posted. And no doubt he 
had hoped he would be able to conceal the robbery, and replace 
the money by some miraculous operation. He had wept a 
great deal in prison, in a frightful awakening of shame and 
despair; and it was related that his mother, who had arrived 
that very morning from Saintes to see him, had been obliged 
to take to her bed at the house of the friends with whom 
she was stopping. 

What a strange thing is luck! thought Madame Caroline, 
as she slowly crossed the Place de la Bourse. The extraordi- 
nary success of the Universal Bank, its ascent to triumph, 
conquest, and domination, in less than four years, and then 
its sudden collapse, a month sufficing to reduce the colossal 
edifice to dust—all this stupefied her. And was not this also 
Mazaud’s story? Never had a man seen destiny smile upon 
him in such an engaging way. A broker at the age of thirty- 
two, already very rich through the death of his uncle, and the 
happy husband of a woman who adored him and who had 
presented him with two beautiful children, he was further 
® handsome man, and daily acquired increased importance 
at the corbeille by his connections, his activity, his really 
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surprising scent, and even his shrill voice—that fife-like voice 
which had become as famous as Jacoby’s thunder. But 
suddenly the ground began cracking around him, and he found 
himself on the edge of the abyss, into which a mere puff of 
air would now suffice to blow him. And yet he had not 
gambled on his own account, being still protected from that 
passion by his zeal for work, by his youthful anxiety. This 
blow had fallen on him through his inexperience and passion, 
through his trust in others. Moreover, people keenly sym- 
pathised with him; it was even pretended, with a deal of 
confidence, that he would come out of it all right. 

When Madame Caroline had gone up to the office, she 
plainly detected an odour of ruin, a quiver of secret anguish 
in the gloomy rooms. On passing through the cashier’s office, 
she noticed a score of persons, quite a little crowd, waiting, 
while the cashiers still met the engagements of the house, 
though with slackening hands like men who are emptying the 
last drawers. The ‘account’ office, the door of which was 
partially open, seemed to her asleep, for its seven employees 
were all reading their newspapers, having but few transactions 
to attend to, now that everything was at a standstill at the 
Bourse. The cash office alone showed some signs of life. 
And it was Berthier, the authorised clerk, who received her, 
greatly agitated himself, his face pale, through the misfortune 
which had fallen on his employer. 

‘IT don’t know whether Monsieur Mazaud will be able to 
receive you, madame,’ said he. ‘ He is not well, for he caught 
cold through obstinately working without a fire all last night, 
and he has just gone down to his rooms on the first floor to 
get a little rest.’ 

Madame Caroline insisted, however. ‘ Oh, pray, monsieur, 
try to induce him to see me just for a moment,’ she said. 
‘The salvation of my brother perhaps depends upon it. 
Monsieur Mazaud knows very well that my brother was never 
concerned in the transactions at the Bourse, and his testimony 
would be of great importance. Moreover, I want to get some 
figures from him; he alone can give me information am 
pertain documents, 
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At last, in a hesitating way, Berthier asked her to step ir 
the broker's private office. ‘Wait there a moment, madame,’ 
he said. ‘I will go and see.’- 

On entering this room Madame Caroline felt a keen sensa- 
tion of cold. The fire must have gone out during the previous 
day, and no one had thought of lighting it again. But what 
struck her even more was the perfect order that prevailed here, 
as if the whole night and morning had been spent in empty- 
ing the drawers, destroying the useless papers, and classifying 
those which ought to be kept. Nothing was lying about, not 
a paper, nota letter. On the writing table there were only 
the inkstand, the pen-rack, and a large blotting-pad, on which 
there had merely remained a package of the fiches which 
Mazaud used—green fiches, the colour of hope. And with the 
room thus bare, an infinite sadness fell with the heavy 
silence. 

In a few minutes Berthier reappeared. ‘I have rung 
twice, madame,’ he said, ‘ but there was no answer, and I do 
not dare to insist. Perhaps you will ring yourself on your 
way down. But I advise you to come again.’ 

Madame Caroline was obliged to retire; nevertheless, on 
reaching the first-floor landing, she again hesitated, and even 
extended her arm in order to ring the bell. But she had 
finally decided to go away, when loud cries and sobs, a muffled 
uproar, coming from the apartments, rooted her to the spot. 
And all at once the door opened, and a servant rushed out, 
with a scared look, and vanished down the stairs, stam- 
mering: ‘My God! my God! Monsieur——’ 

Madame Caroline stood motionless before that open door- 
way, by which a wail of frightful grief now distinctly reached 
her. And she became very cold, divining the truth, a clear 
vision of what had happened arising before her. At first she 

. wanted to flee; then she could not, overcome as she was by 
pity, attracted by the calamity she pictured, experiencing a need 
fo see and contribute her own tears also. So she entered, 
found every door wide open, and went as far as the salon. 
‘Two servants, doubtless the cook and the chambermaid, stood 
fi tite doorway with terrified faces, stretching their necks 
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into the room and stammering: ‘Oh, monsieur! O God! 
O God!’ 

The dying light of that grey winter day entered faintly 
between the heavy silk curtains of the room. However, it 
was very warm there; the remnants of some huge logs lay in 
glowing embers in the fireplace, illumining the walls with a 
red reflection. On a table a bunch of roses, a royal bouquet 
for the season, which the broker had brought his wife on the 
previous day, was blooming in this greenhouse temperature, 
scenting the whole room. It was like the perfume of all the 
refined luxury which the apartment displayed, like the plea- 
sant odour of luck, of wealth, of happiness in love, which for 
four years had flourished there. And, lighted by the ruddy glow 
from the fire, Mazaud lay on the edge of the sofa, his head 
pierced by a bullet, his clenched hand upon the stock of a 
revolver; while, standing before him, his young wife, who 
had hastened to the spot, was giving vent to that wail, that 
continuous wild cry which could be heard upon the stairs. 
At the moment of the report she had been holding in her 
arms her little boy, now four years and a half old; she had 
brought him with her, and his little hands were clasped around 
her neck in fright; while her little girl, already six, had 
followed her, hanging to her skirt and pressing against her. 
And hearing their mother cry the two children were crying 
also, crying desperately. 

Madame Caroline at once tried to lead them away. 
‘Madame, I beg of you Madame, do not stay here.’ 

She was trembling herself, however, and felt as if she 
would faint. She could see the blood still flowing from the 
hole in Mazaud’s head, falling drop by drop upon the velvet 
of the sofa, whence it trickled on to the carpet. On the floor 
there was a large stain, which was growing yet larger. And 
it seemed to her as if this blood reached her, and bespattered 
both her feet and hands. ‘Madame, I beg of you, follow me,’ 
she said. 

But, with her son hanging from her neck and her daugh- 
ter clinging to her waist, the poor woman did not hear, did 
not stir, stiffened, planted there so firmly that no power in 
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the world could have uprooted her. All three of them were 
fair, with complexions of milky freshness, the mother seem- 
ingly as delicate and as artless as the children. And in the 
stupor of their dead felicity, in this sudden annihilation of 
the happiness which was to have lasted for ever, they con- 
tinued raising their loud cry, the shriek which expressed all 
the frightful suffering of the human race. 

Then Madame Caroline fell down upon her knees, sobbing 
and stammering, ‘Oh, madame, you rend my heart! For 
mercy’s sake, madame, take yourself away from this spectacle ; 
come with me into the next room; let me try to spare you a 
little of the evil that has been done you.’ 

And still the group remained there, motionless, wild and 
woeful, the mother and her two little ones, all three with long 
light loose hair. And still the frightful shrieking went on, 
that cry of the blood-tie which rises from the forest when the 
hunters have killed the sire. 

Madame Caroline had risen, her head whirling. There 
were sounds of steps and voices; a doctor, no doubt, had 
come to verify the death. And she could remain no longer, 
but ran away, pursued by that abominable and endless 
wail, which she fancied she still heard, amid the rolling of the 
passing vehicles, when she had reached the street. 

It was growing dark ; the night was cold, and she walked 
slowly, fearing that people might arrest her, taking her for 
a murderess, with her haggard look. Everything rose up 
before her—the whole story of that monstrous crash, which 
had piled up so many ruins and crushed so many victims. 
What mysterious force was it then which, after building that 
golden tower so quickly, had just destroyed it? The same 
hands that had constructed it seemed to have become infuriated 
with it, seized with a fit of madness, determined not to Icave 
one stone of it standing on another. Cries of sorrow arose on all 
sides ; fortunes crumbled with a sound akin to that which is 
heard when the refuse of demolished houses is emptied into @ 
public ‘shoot.’ The last domains of the Beauvilliers, the 
savings of Dejoie scraped together sou by sou, the profits 
whiclf Sédille had realised from his silk-works, the bonds of the ’ 
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Maugendres, who had lately retired from business, were all fang 
pell-mell, with a crash, into the depths of the same cloaca, which 
nothing seemed to fill up. There were also Jantrou, drowned 
in alcohol; La Sandorff, drowned in mire; Massias, again forced 
to lead the wretched life of a dog, chained for ever to the Bourse 
by debt; Flory, a thief, in prison, expiating the weaknesses of 
his soft heart ; and Sabatani and Fayeux, fugitives, galloping 
off in fear of the gendarmes. And there were the unknown 
victims, still more distressing and pitiable, the great flock of 
all the poor that the catastrophe had made—the poor, shivering 
in abandonment, crying with hunger. Then, too, there was 
death—the pistol-shots that re-echoed from the four corners 
of Paris; there was Mazaud’s smashed head and Mazaud’s 
blood, which, drop by drop, amid the luxury of a drawing- 
room and the perfume of roses, bespattered his wife and his 
little ones, shrieking with grief. 

And then all that she had beheld, all that she had heard 
during the last few weeks poured forth from Madame 
Caroline’s wounded heart—found vent in a cry of execration 
for Saccard. She could no longer keep silent, no longer put 
him aside as if he did not exist, so as to avoid judging and 
condemning him. He alone was guilty; it was shown by 
each of these accumulated disasters, the frightful pile of which 
terrified her. She cursed him; her wrath and her indigna. 
tion, so long repressed, overflowed in a revengeful hatred, the 
hatred of evil itself. Did she no longer love her brother, 
then, that she had waited until now to hate the terrible man 
who was the sole cause of their misfortune? Her poor 
brother, that great innocent, that great toiler, so just and so 
honest, now soiled with the indelible stain of imprisonment, 
the victim whom she had forgotten, though he was dearer 
than all the others! Ah, that Saccard might find no pardon ! 
that no one might dare to plead his cause any further, not 
yen those who continued to believe in him, not even those 
who had only known his kindness !—that he might some day 
die alone, spurned and despised ! 

Madame Caroline raised her eyes. She had reached the 
Place de la Bourse, and saw the Temple of Money in ffont of 
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her. The twilight was falling. Behind the building a ruddy 
cloud hung in the fog-laden wintry sky—a cloud like the 
smoke of a conflagration, charged with the flames and the 
dust of a stormed city. And against this cloud the Bourse 
stood out grey and gloomy in the melancholiness born of the 
catastrophe which, for a month past, had left it deserted, open 
to the four winds of heaven, like some market which famine 
has emptied. Once again had the inevitable, periodical 
epidemic come—the epidemic which sweeps through it every 
ten or fifteen years —the Black Fridays, as the speculators say, 
which strew the soil with ruins, Years are needed for con- 
fidence to be restored, for the great financial houses to be 
built up anew, and time goes slowly by until the passion for 
gambling, gradually reviving, flames up once more and 
repeats the adventure, when there comes another crisis, and 
the downfall of everything in a fresh disaster. This time, 
however, beyond the ruddy smoke on the horizon, in the 
hidden distant parts of the city, it seemed as though one could 
hear a vague sound of splitting and rending, betokening the end 
of a world---the world of the Second Empire. 


go 
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OHAPTER XII 


FROM HORROR TO HOPE 


THE investigation of the case progressed so slowly that seven 
months had gone by since the arrest of Saccard and Hamelin, 
and the case had not yet been entered on the roll. It was 
now the middle of September, and that Monday Madame 
Caroline, who went to see her brother twice a week, was to 
call at the Conciergerie at about three o’clock. She now never 
mentioned Saccard’s name, and had a dozen times replied 
to his pressing requests to come and see him by formal refusal. 
For her, rigidly resolved on justice, he was no more. But 
she still hoped to save her brother, and became quite gay on 
visiting days, happy at being able to tell him of the last steps 
that she had taken, and to bring him a bouquet of his favourite 
flowers. 

So that Monday morning she was preparing a large 
bunch of red carnations when old Sophie, the Princesa 
d’Orviedo’s servant, came down to tell her that her mistress 
wished to speak to her at once. Astonished and vaguely 
anxious, Madame Caroline hurried up the stairs. For 
several months she had not seen the Princess, for she had 
resigned her position as secretary of the Institute of Work 
immediately after the catastrophe of the Universal. She now 
only went to the Boulevard Bineau from time to time, and 
then merely to see Victor, who at present seemed to have 
been mastered by the rigid discipline, though he still retained 
an artful expression, with his left cheek larger than the right 
one, and his mouth twisted into a ferocious grimace. A pre- 
sentiment at once came to Madame Caroline that she had” 
been sent for by the Princess on his account. ° 
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The Princess d’Orviedo was at last ruined. Less than 
ten years had sufficed her to restore to the poor the three 
hundred millions of her husband’s estate stolen from the 
pockets of over-credulous shareholders. Although she had 
required five years to spend the first hundred millions on 
extravagant works of charity, she had managed in four years 
and a half to sink the other two hundred in founding esta- 
blishments of still greater luxury. To the Institute of Work, 
the St. Mary’s Infant Asylum, the St. Joseph’s Orphan 
Asylum, the Chatillon Asylum for the Aged, and the St. 
Marceau Hospital, she had added a model farm near Evreux, 
two convalescent homes for children on the banks of the 
Marne, another Asylum for the Aged at Nice, hospitals, 
model dwellings, libraries, and schools in the four corners of 
France, to say nothing of large donations to charities already 
in existence. She was still swayed, moreover, by the same 
desire of princely restitution ; it was no question of flinging a 
crust to the wretched out of compassion or fear; she was 
bent upon giving all that is nice and beautiful, the enjoyments 
and superfluities of life, to humble folks possessed of nothing, 
to weak ones whom the strong had despoiled of their share of 
delight—in a word, it was as though the palaces of the wealthy 
had been flung wide open to the beggars of the high roads, so 
that they also might sleep in silk and feast off golden plate. 

During ten years there had been no pause in the rain of 
millions which, amid endless complications with contractors 
and architects, had provided marble dining-halls, dormitories 
enlivened with bright paintings, fagades as monumental as 
Louvres, gardens blooming with rare plants, indeed superb 
works of every kind; and the Princess now felt very happy, 
carried away by intense joy at finding her hands to be at last 
clean, unsoiled by the possession of even a centime. Indeed, 
she had actually managed to run into debt, and was being sued 
for a balance of accounts amounting to several hundred thou- 
sand francs, which her lawyers were unable to get together, 
so utterly had her vast fortune been frittered away, flung to 
the four winds of charity. And now a board nailed over the 
carriage entrance in the Rue Saint-Lazare announced the 
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approaching sale of the mansion, the final sweep which would 
carry away the last vestiges of that accursed money, picked 
up in the mire and blood of financial brigandage. 

Old Sophie was waiting for Madame Caroline on the land- 
ing in order tc usher her in. Quite furious with the turn 
things had taken, the good creature scolded all day long. 
Ah! she had prophesied that her mistress would end by dying 
a beggar! Ought she not rather to have married again, so 
as to have children by another husband, since the one secret 
desire of her heart was to become a mother? Sophie herself 
had no reason for complaint or anxiety, as she had long since 
been provided with an annuity of two thousand francs, on 
which she was now going to live in her native village near 
Angouléme. Nevertheless, it made her angry tc think that 
her mistress had not even kept back for herself the few sous 
that were needed every morning to pay for the bread and 
milk upon which she now subsisted. Incessant quarrels 
broke out between them. The Princess smiled, with her 
divine smile of hope, answering that she would need nothing 
but a winding-sheet when at the end of the month she should 
have entered the convent where her place had long been 
marked out for her, a convent of Carmelites walled off from 
the entire world. Rest, eternal rest! that was her goal. 

Madame Caroline found the Princess as she had seen her 
for the last four years, clad in her everlasting black dress, her 
hair concealed by a lace fichu, still looking pretty at the age 
of thirty-nine, with her round face and pearly teeth, but 
having a yellow complexion, as after ten years of cloister life. 
And the small room, like the office of a provincial process- 
server, was littered with countless papers all jumbled together 
—plans, accounts, portfolios, all the waste paper connected 
with the squandering of three hundred millions of frances. 

‘Madame,’ said the Princess, in her slow, gentle voice, 
which no emotion now could cause to tremble, ‘I desired to 
acquaint you with some news that was brought to me thig 
morning. It relates to Victor, the boy whom you placed at 
the Institute of Work.’ 

Madame Caroline’s heart began to beat violently.s Ah! 
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the wretched child, whom his father, in spite of his formal 
promises, had not even gone to see, during the few months 
that he had known of his existence, prior to being imprisoned 
in the Conciergerie. What would become of the lad hence- 
forth, she wondered. And she, who forbade herself all thought 
of Saccard, was continually compelled to think of him through 
the disturbing influence of her adoptive motherhood. 

‘A terrible thing happened yesterday,’ continued the Prin- 
cess—‘ a crime which nothing can repair.’ 

And thereupon, in her frigid way, she began to relate a 
frightful story. Three days previously, it seemed, Victor had 
obtained admission into the infirmary by complaining of in- 
supportable headaches. The doctor of the Institute had sus- 
pected this to be the feigned illness of an idler, but in point 
of fact the lad was really a prey to frequent neuralgic attacks. 
Now on the afternoon in question it appeared that Alice de 
Beauvilliers had come to the Institute without her mother, in 
order to help the sister on duty with the quarterly inventory 
of the medicine closet. Victor happened to be alone in the 
adjoining infirmary, and the sister, having been obliged to 
absent herself for a short time, was amazed on her return to 
find Alice missing. She had begun to search for her, and at 
last, to her horror and amazement, had found her lying in the 
infirmary most severely injured—in fact, more dead than alive. 
Beside her, significantly enough, lay her empty purse. She 
had been attacked by Victor, and, brief as had been the sister’s 
absence, the young miscreant had already contrived to flee. 
The astonishing part of the affair was that no sound of struggle, 
no call for help, had been heard by anyone. In less than ten 
minutes the crime had been planned and perpetrated, and its 
author had taken to flight. How could Victor have thus 
managed to escape, vanish, as it were, without leaving any 
trace behind him? A minute search had heen made through- 
out the establishment, but it had become evident that he was 
no longer there. He must have gone off by way of the bath- 
room, which was entered from the infirmary corridor, and 
have jumped out of a window overlooking a series of , roofs 
whigh gradually became lower and lower as they approached 
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the Boulevard. However, this route seemed such a perilous 
one that many refused to believe that a human being eould 
have traversed it; and thus the mode of Victor’s escape 
remained somewhat doubtful. As for Alice, his unfortunate 
victim, she had been taken home to her mother, and was now 
confined to her bed, delirious, in a high fever. 

Madame Caroline was so profoundly astounded by this 
awful story that it seemed to her as if all the blood in her 
heart were freezing. She thought of the young miscreant’s 
parentage, and shuddered at the remembrance that Saccard 
was his father. 

‘Ido not wish to reproach you, madame,’ concluded the 
Princess, ‘ for it would be unjust to hold you in the least degree 
responsible. Only, you really had in this boy a very terrible 
protégé. And, as if a connection of ideas had arisen in her 
mind, she added: ‘One cannot live with impunity amid 
certain surroundings. I myself had the greatest qualms of 
conscience, and felt myself an accomplice when that Bank 
lately went to pieces, heaping up so many ruins and so many 
iniquities. Yes, I ought never to have allowed my house to 
become the cradle of such abomination. But the evil is done, 
the house will be purified, and I—oh! I am no more—God 
will forgive me.’ 

Her pale smile, of hope at last realised, had reappeared 
on her features, and with a gesture she foreshadowed her 
departure from the world, the end of the part which she had 
played as a good invisible fairy—her disappearance for ever- 
more, 

Madame Caroline had caught hold of her hands and was 
pressing and kissing them, so upset by remorse and pity that 
she stammered out disjointed words. ‘You do wrong to 
excuse me,’ she said; ‘I am guilty—that poor girl, I must see 
her, I will go to see her at once.’ 

And thereupon she went off, leaving the Princess and her 
old servant to begin their packing for the great departure, 
which was to separate them after forty years of life together. 

Two days previously, on the Saturday, the Countess de 
Beguvilliers had resigned herself to the course of abandoning 
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her mansion to her creditors. For six months past she had 
not been able to pay the interest on the mortgage, and, what 
with costs of all sorts and the ever-present threat of foreclosure 
and enforced sale, the situation had become intolerable. Ac- 
cordingly, her lawyer had advised her to let everything go, 
and to retire to some small lodging, where she might live on 
next to nothing, whilst he endeavoured to liquidate her affairs. 
She would not have yielded; even to the very annihilation of 
her race, the downfall of the ceilings upon her head she would 
have persisted, perhaps, in her efforts to keep up her station, 
and to make it appear that she was still possessed of means, 
had not a fresh misfortune all at once prostrated her. Her 
son Ferdinand, the last of the Beauvilliers—that useless young 
fellow, who, kept apart from all employment in France, had 
become a Pontifical Zouave in order to escape from his nullity 
and idleness—had died ingloriously at Rome, his blood so 
impoverished, his system so severely tried by the oppressive 
sun, that, already ill, suffering from a complaint of the chest, 
he had not been able to fight at Mentana.! 

When the tidings of his death reached the Countess she 
felt a void within her, a collapse of all ber ideas, all her plans— 
all the laboriously raised scaffolding which for so many years 
had so proudly upheld the honour of her name. Four and 
twenty hours sufficed; the walls cracked, and a spectacle of 
distressing misery stood revealed among the ruins. The old 
horse was sold; the cook alone remained, doing her shopping 
in a dirty apron, buying two sous’ worth of butter and a quart 
of dry beans; whilst the Countess was perceived on the foot- 
way wearing a muddy skirt and boots which let in the water. 
Tt was the advent of pauperism in a single night; and such 
was the force of the disaster that it swept away even the pride 
of this woman, who believed so firmly in the good oli times, and 
yyho had so long warred with the century in which she lived. 


1 The battle in which the Garibaldians were defeated by the French 
and Papal forces commanded by the notorious General de Failly. This 
was the first engagement in which the Chassepdt rifle was ever used, 
and De Failly telegraphed to the Emperor Napoleon JIJ. that the new 
7m,‘ had done wonders,’—Trans, 
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She and her daughter had taken refugé in the Rue de la Tours 
des-Dames, in the house of an old wardrobe dealer who had 
become a devotee and let out furnished rooms to priests. In 
this house the two women secured a large, bare room of digni- 
fied, mournful aspect. At the further end of it was an alcove, 
in which stood a couple of small beds; and when one had shut 
the folding doors with which this alcove was provided—doors 
covered with paper similar to that on the walls—the room 
became transformed into a parlour. This circumstance had 
somewhat consoled the poor creatures. 

On the Saturday, however, the Countess had not been 
installed in the place for a couple of hours when an unex- 
pected and extraordinary visit again plunged her into anguish. 
Alice fortunately had just gone out. The visitor was Busch, 
with his flat dirty face, greasy frock-coat, and white cravat 
twisted like a cord. Warned by his scent that the favourable 
. moment had come, he had finally decided to push forward that 
old affair of the acknowledgment of ten thousand francs which 
the Count de Beauvilliers had signed in favour of Léonie 
Cron. 

With a glance at the apartment, he took in the widow’s 
situation. Had he waited too long? he wondered. However, 
like a man capable, on occasion, of urbanity and patience, he 
explained the case at length to the frightened Countess. This 
was really her husband’s handwriting, was it not? It clearly 
told the story, upon which, by the way, he did notinsist. Nor 
did he even conceal the fact that, fifteen years having elapsed, 
he did not believe that she was legally obliged to pay. How- 
ever that might be, he was simply his client’s representative, 
and knew that she was resolved to test the question in the 
law courts, and raise the most frightful scandal, unless the 
matter were compromised. When the Countess, ghastly pale, 
struck to the heart by the revival of the frightful past, ex- 
pressed astonishment that they had waited so long before 
applying to her, he invented a story, saying that the acknow- 
ledgment had been lost, and found again at the bottom of a 
trunk; and, as she definitively refused to look into the matter, 
he went off, still evincing great politeness and saying that he 
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would return with his client, though not on the morrow, as 
-she would not then be at liberty, but either on the following 
Monday or Tuesday. 

When the Monday came the Countess de Beauvilliers had 
quite forgotten that ill-dressed man and his cruel story, dis- 
tracted as she was by the awful calamity which had befallen 
her daugliter, who had been brought home to her delirious, 
and whom she had put to bed and nursed with tear-dimmed 
eyes. At last Alice had fallen asleep, and the mother had just 
gat down, exhausted, crushed by the unrelenting fury of fate, 
when Busch again presented himself, accompanied this time 
by Léonie. 

‘Madame, here is my client, and this matter must now be 
settled,’ said the Jew. 

At sight of Léonie, Madame de Beauvilliers shuddered. 
She looked at her, and saw her clad in crude colours, with 
coarse black hair falling over her eyebrows, her face broad 
and flabby, her whole person sordid and vile; and the 
Countess’s heart was tortured, her woman’s pride bled afresh 
after so many years of forgiveness and forgetfulness. O God 
of Heaven, to think it was for such creatures as this woman 
that her husband, the Count, had betrayed her! 

The interview began. Neither Busch nor Léonie sought 
to mince matters, but spoke out plumply, crudely, with brazen 
faces. The woman was already telling her ignoble tale in a 
hoarse voice, spoilt by dram-drinking, whilst Busch unfolded 
and displayed the Count’s promise to pay her ten thousand 
francs, when a moan came from the alcove, and Alice began 
stirring under her coverlet. Only one of the folding-doors 
was closed, and the Countess, with a gesture of anguish, has- 
tened to shut the other one. Ah, that only her daughter 
might get to sleep again, see nothing, hear nothing, of all 
this abomination ! 

Léonie, however, was fairly launched, and went on with 
her narrative, speaking at last so impudently, so coarsely, that 
Madame de Beauvilliers, in furious exasperation, raised her 
hand to strike her. 

e* Be quiet be quiet!’ cried the Countess; whilst Léonie, 
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in a fright, instinctively raised her elbow to shield her face, 
like one accustomed to be beaten. 

And then a fearful silence fell, soon broken, however, by a 
fresh plaint from the alcove, a low sound lke that of stifled 
sobbing. The Countess heard it. ‘ Well, what do you want?’ 
she asked, trembling and lowering her voice. 

Busch thereupon intervened: ‘Why, madame, this girl 
wants to be paid, and she is right. Your husband signed that 
paper, and it ought to be honoured.’ 

‘Never will I pay such a debt.’ 

‘Then we shall take a cab on leaving here and go to the 
Palais de Justice, where I shall lodge the complaint which I 
have already drafted, and which you can see here. In it are 
related all the facts which Mademoiselle has just told you.’ 

‘But this is abominable blackmailing; you will not do 
such a thing.’ 

‘I beg your pardon, madame, I shall doit at once. Busi- 
ness 1s business.’ 

Intense weariness, utter discouragement, took possession 
of the Countess. The last flash of pride, which had kept her 
up, had just given way, and all her violence, all her strength, 
fell with it. She clasped her hands and stammered: ‘ But 
you see to what we are reduced. Look at thisroom. We 
have nothing left; to-morrow, perhaps, we shall even lack 
bread to eat. Where do you expect me to get the money ? 
Ten thousand francs, my God!’ 

Busch smiled, like a man accustomed to fish in such 
ruins. ‘Oh, ladies like you always have resources! You 
will find the needful if you look carefully.’ 

For a moment he had been watching an old jewel-casket, 
which the Countess had left on the mantel-shelf that morning 
after emptying a trunk, and he scented the precious stones 
within it with unfailing instinct. His cyes shone indecd 
with such a flame that Madame de Beauvilliers followed the 
direction of his glance, and understood. ‘No, no!’ she cried: 
‘the jewels, never ! ’ 

She seized hold of the casket as if to defend it. Those 
last, jewels which had so long been in the family, those few 
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jewels which she had kept through periods of the greatest 
embarrassment as her daughter’s only dowry, and which 
now were her final resource! Part with them? ‘Never! 
I would rather give my flesh,’ she cried. 

But just then there was a diversion; Madame Caroline 
knocked and entered. She arrived in a distracted state, and 
stopped short in astonishment at the scene upon which she 
had fallen. In a few words she asked the Countess not to 
disturb herself, and would have gone away but for a suppli- 
cating gesture from the poor woman, which she thought she 
could understand. So she remained there, motionless, apart 
from the others, at the further end of the room. 

Busch had just put on his hat again, while Léonie, more 
and more ill at ease, went towards the door. 

‘Then, madame, there is nothing left for us but to retire,’ 
said the Jew. 

Yet he did not retire, but on the contrary repeated the 
whole story, in terms more shameful still, as if to further 
humiliate the Countess in presence of the new-comer—this 
lady whom he pretended not to recognise, according to his 
custom when he was engaged in business. 

‘Good-bye, madame,’ he said at last, ‘ we are going to the 
office of the Public Prosecutor at once. The whole story will 
be in the newspapers within three days from now. And for 
that you will only have to thank yourself.’ 

In the newspapers! This horrible scandal upon the very 
ruins of her house! It was not enough, then, that the 
ancient fortune should have crumbled to dust; everything 
must roll in the mud as well. Ah! might not the honour of 
the name at least be saved? And with a mechanical move- 
ment she opened the casket. The ear-rings, the bracelet, 
three rings appeared, brilliants and rubies, in old-fashioned 
settings. 

Busch had eagerly drawn near. His eyes softened with 
a caressing gentleness. ‘Oh!’ said he, ‘ these are not worth 
ten thousand frances. Let me look at them.’ 

His sensual passion for precious stones had burst forth, 
ang he was already taking the jewels up one by one, turning 
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them over, holding them in the air, with his fat, trembling, 
loving fingers. The purity of the rubies especially seemed to 
throw him into an ecstasy; and those old brilliants, although 
their cutting was sometimes unskilful, of what a marvellous 
water they were! 

‘Six thousand francs!’ said he, in the hard voice of an 
auctioneer, hiding his emotion under this estimate. ‘I only 
count the stones; the settings are merely fit for the melting 
pot. Well, we will be satisfied with six thousand francs.’ 

But it was too severe a sacrifice for the Countess. Her 
violence revived; she took the jewels away from him and 
held them tight in her convulsed hands. No, no! it was too 
much to require that she should also throw into the gulf 
those few stones, which her mother had worn, and which her 
daughter was to have worn on her wedding day. Burning 
tears started from her eyes, and streamed down her cheeks, 
in such tragic grief that Léonie, her heart touched, distracted 
with pity, began tugging at Busch’s coat to force him to go 
off. She herself wished to leave, feeling that it was not right 
to give so much pain to that poor old lady, who seemed so 
good. Busch, however, watched the scene very coldly, now 
confident that he would carry the jewels off with him, knowing, 
as he did, by long experience that fits of crying, with women, 
betoken the collapse of the will; and so he waited. 

Perhaps the frightful scene would have been prolonged if 
at that momenta distant, stifled voice had not burst into sobs. 
It was Alice, calling from the alcove: ‘Oh! mamma, they 
are killing me! Give them everything, let them take every- 
thing away! Oh! mamma, let them go away! They are 
killing me, they are killing me!’ 

Then the Countess made a gesture of desperate abandon- 
ment, the gesture of one who would have given her very life. 
Her daughter had heard; her daughter was dying of shame. 
That sufficed, and she flung the jewels at Busch, and hardly 
gave him time to lay the Count’s acknowledgment upon the 
table in exchange, but pushed him out of the room, after 
Léonie, who had already disappeared. Then the unhappy 
woman again opened the alcove, and let her head fall upon 
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Alive’s pillow; and there they remained, both exhausted, 
overwhelmed, mingling their tears. 

Swayed by a feeling of revolt, Madame Caroline had been 
for a moment on the point of intervening. Could she allow 
that wretch to strip those two poor women in that fashion ? 
But she had just heard the shameful story, and what could 
be done to avoid the scandal? For she know him to be a 
man to carry out his threats. She herself fell ashamed in 
his presence, in the complicity of the secrets which they 
shared. Ah! what suffering, what filth! A feeling of em- 
barrassment came over her; why had she hastened to this 
room, since she could find neither words to say nor help to 
offer? All the phrases that came to her lips, questions, mere 
allusions with regard to the terrible event of the day before, 
seemed to her out of place, cruel in presence of the suffering 
victim. And what help could she have offered which would 
not have seemed like derisive charity, she who was also 
ruined, already embarrassed as to how she might contrive to 
live pending the issue of the trial? At last she advanced, 
with eyes full of tears and arms open, overcome by infinite 
compassion, wild emotion which made her whole being 
tremble. 

Those two miserable, fallen, hopeless creatures in that 
vulgar lodging-house alcove were all that remained of the 
ancient race of the Beauvilliers, formerly so powerful, exereis- 
ing sovereign sway. That race had owned estates as large as 
a kingdom ; twenty leagues along the Loire had belonged to 
it—castles, meadows, arable land, forests. But this immense 
landed fortune had gradually dwindled with the progress of 
the centuries, and the Countess had just engulfed the last 
shreds of it in one of those tempests of modern speculation 
of which she had no comprehension: at first the twenty 
thousand francs which she had saved, accumulated for her 
daughter sou by sou, then the sixty thousand francs borrowed 
on Les Aublets, and then the farm itself. The mansion in 
the Rue Saint-Lazare would not pay her creditors. Her son 
had diced far from her and ingloriously, Her daughter had 
been brought home to her in a pitiable condition, perhaps aléo 
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destined soon to die. And the Countess, formerly so noble, tall, 
and slender, perfectly white, with her grand past-century air, 
was now nothing but a poor old woman, destroyed, shattered 
by all this devastation; while Alice, without beauty or youth, 
displaying her elongated scarecrow neck, had a gleam of 
madness in her eyes—madness mingled with mortal grief as 
she mourned over the irreparable. And they both sobbed, 
sobbed on, without a pause. 

Then Madame Caroline did not say a word, but simply 
took hold of them and pressed them tightly to her heart. It 
was the only thing that she could do; she wept with them. 
And the two unfortunates understood her; their tears began 
to course more gently. Though no consolation was possible, 
would it not still be necessary to live, to live on in spite of 
everything ? 

When Madame Caroline was again in the street she caught 
sight of Busch conferring with La Méchain. He hailed a cab, 
pushed Léonie into it, and then disappeared. But, as Madame 
Caroline was hurrying away, La Méchain marched straight 
up to her. She had no doubt been waiting for her, for she 
immediately began to talk of Victor, like one who already 
knew what had happened on the previous day at the Institute 
of Work. Since Saccard’s refusal to pay the four thousand 
francs she had been living in a perfect rage, ever exerting her 
ingenuity in search of some means by which she might further 
exploit the affair; and thus she had just learnt the story at 
the Boulevard Bineau, where she frequently went, in the hope 
of hearing something to her advantage. Her plan must have 
been settled upon, for she declared to Madame Caroline that 
she should immediately begin searching for Victor. The poor 
child! she said, it was too terrible to abandon him in this way 
to his evil instincts; he must be found again, if they did not 
wish to see him some fine morning in the dock. And as she 
spoke, her little eyes, peeping out of her fat face, searchingly 
scrutinised the good lady, whom she was happy to find in such 
distress, for she reflected that, after she had found the boy, 
she would be able to get some more five-franc pieces out of 
her. 
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‘So it is agreed, madame,’ she said. ‘Iam going to look 
after the matter. In case you should desire any news, don’t 
take the trouble to go all the way to the Rue Marcadet, but 
call at Monsieur Busch’s office, in the Rue Feydeau, where 
you are certain to find me every day at about four o’clock.’ 

Madame Caroline returned to the Rue Saint-Lazare, tor- 
mented by a new anxiety. There was that young monster 
free, roaming the world; and who could tell what evil heredi- 
tary instincts he might not seek to satisfy, like some devouring 
wolf ? She made a hasty meal, and then took a cab, consumed 
by her desire to obtain some information at once, and having 
time, she found, to go to the Boulevard Bineau before her 
visit to the Conciergerie. On the way, amidst the agitation 
of her fever, an idea seized hold of her and mastered her: to 
callon Maxime first of all, take him to the Institute, and force 
him to concern himself about Victor, who was his brother 
after all. He, Maxime, alone remained rich; he alone could 
intervene and deal with the matter to some purpose. 

But Madame Caroline had no sooner entered the hall of 
the luxurious little residence in the Avenue de l’Impératrice 
than she felt a chill. Upholsterers were removing the hang- 
ings and carpets, servants were covering the chairs and chan- 
deliers; while from all the pretty trifies which were being 
moved about came a dying perfume, like that of a bouquet 
thrown away on the morrow of a ball. And in the bedroom she 
found Maxime between two huge trunks in which his valet 
was packing a marvellous outfit, as rich and delicate as a bride’s. 

As soon as he perceived her the young man spoke, in a 
dry, frigid voice. ‘Ah! isit you? Your visit is well timed. 
It will save me from writing to you. I have had enough of it 
all, and I am going away.’ 

‘What! You are going away?’ 

‘ Yes, I start this evening ; I am going to spend the winter 
at Naples.’ 

And when, with a wave of the hand, he had sent his valet 
away, he continued: ‘ You are mistaken if you imagine that I 
have been at all amused at having my father in the Concier- 
geri8 during the last six months! Iam certainly not going 
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to'stay here to see him in the dock, though I utterly detest 
travelling. But then they have fine weather in the South ; 
I am taking what I am most likely to require, and perhaps 
after all I shan’t feel so much bored.’ 

She looked at him as he stood there so correctly groomed ; 
she looked at the overflowing trunks, in which lay nothing 
belonging to wife or mistress, nothing but what served for the 
worship of himself; and all the same she made the venture. 

‘T had come to ask a service of you,’ she said ; and forth- 
with she told the story—Victor a bandit, Victor a fugitive, 
capable of every crime. ‘ We cannot abandon him,’ she added. 
‘Come with me; let us unite our efforts.’ 

He did not allow her to finish, however, but, turning livid, 
trembling from fear, as if he had felt some dirty murderous 
hand upon his shoulder, exclaimed : ‘ Well, that was the only 
thing wanting! A thief for a father, an assassin for a brother ! 
I have remained here too long; I wanted to start last week. 
Why, it is abominable, abominable, to put a man like me in 
such a position !’ 

Then, as she insisted, he became insolent. ‘Let me alone, 
I tell you. Since this life of worry amuses you, stay init, I 
warned you, remember ; it serves you right if you weep to-day. 
But, for my own part, rather than put myself out for them in 
the slightest degree, 1 would sweep the whole villainous crew 
into the gutter.’ 

She had risen to her feet. ‘ Good-bye, then.’ 

‘Good-bye.’ 

And, as she withdrew, she saw him summoning his valet 
again, and superintending the careful packing of a nécessaire 
de torleiic, the silver-gilt pieces of which were chased in the 
most gallant fashion, especially the basin, on which was engraved 
a round of Cupids. While she pictured him going away to 
live in forgetfulness and idleness, under the bright sun of 
Naples, she suddenly had a vision of the other one, hungry, 
prowling, on a dark, muggy night, with a knife in his hands, 
in some lonely alley of La Villette or Charonne. Was not 
this the answer to the question whether money is not educa- 
tion, health, and intelligence? Since the same human‘imire 
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remains beneath, does not all civilisation reduce itself to the 
superiority of smelling nice and living well ? 

On reaching the Institute of Work Madame Caroline ex- 
perienced a keen feeling of revolt at sight of all the vast luxury 
of the establishment. Of what use were those two majestic 
wings, one for the boys and the other for the girls, connected 
by the monumental pavilion reserved for the offices ? Of what 
use were those yards as large as parks, those faience walls in the 
kitchens, those marbles in the dining-halls, those staircases 
and corridors broad enough for a palace? Of what use was 
all that grandiose charity if they could not, in such spacious 
and salubrious surroundings, straighten an ill-bred creature, 
turn a perverted child into a well-behaved man, with the 
upright reason of health ? 

She went straight to the director, and pressed him with 
questions, wishing to know the slightest details. But the 
drama was veiled in obscurity; he could only repeat what 
she had already learnt from the Princess. Since the previous 
day the investigations had continued, both in the Institute 
and in the neighbourhood, but without yielding the slightest 
result. Victor was already far away, galloping through the 
city, in the depths of the frightful unknown. He could 
not have any money left, for Alice’s purse, which he had 
emptied, had only contained three francs and four sous. The 
director, moreover, had avoided informing the police, in order 
to spare the poor Beauvilliers ladies from public scandal ; and 
Madame Caroline thanked him, promising that she herself 
would take no steps at the Prefecture, in spite of her ardent 
desire to know what had become of the lad. Then, in despair 
at going away as ignorant as she had come, it occurred to her 
to repair to the infirmary to question the sisters. But even 
there she could get no precise information, though she enjoyed 
& few minutes of profound appeasement in the quiet little room 
which separated the girls’ dormitory from that of the boys 
‘A joyous tumult was now rising from the yards; it was play- 
time, and she felt that she had not done justice to the happy 
cures effected by open air, comfort, and work. Lads were 
growmhg up here who would certainly prove strong and healthy 
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men. Four or five men of average honesty to one bandit, 
surely that would still be a fine result, in the chances that 
aggravate or diminish hereditary vices ! 

Left alone for a moment by the sister on duty, Madame 
Caroline had just approached a window to watch the children 
playing below, when the crystalline voices of some little girls 
in the adjoining infirmary attracted her. The door was half 
open; she could witness the scene without being noticed. 
This infirmary was a very cheerful room, with its white walls 
and its four beds draped with white curtains. A broad sheet 
of sunlight was gilding all the whiteness, a blooming of lilies, 
as it were, in the warm atmosphere. In the first bed on the 
left she clearly recognised Madeleine, the little convalescent 
whom she had seen there, eating bread and jam, on the day 
when she had brought Victor to the Institute. The child was 
always falling 11], consumed by the alcoholism of her race, so 
poor in blood, too, that, with her large womanly eyes, she was 
as slender and pale as the saints that one sees in stained-glass 
windows. She was now thirteen years old, and quite alone in 
the world, her mother having died from violence during a 
drunken orgy. And Madeleine it was who, kneeling in the 
middle of her bed in her long white nightdress, with her fair 
hair streaming over her shoulders, was teaching a prayer to 
three little girls occupying the three other beds. 

‘Join your hands like this, open your hearts very wide.’ 

The three little girls were also kneeling amid their bed- 
clothes. Two of them were between eight and ten years old, 
the third was not yet five. In their long white nightdresses, 
with their frail hands clasped and their serious and ecstatic 
faces, one would have taken them for little angels. 

‘And you must repeat after me what I am going to say. 
Listen! ‘OQ God, please reward Monsieur Saccard for all his 
kindness ; let him live long and be happy!’’’ 

Then, in their cherubs’ voices, the adorably faultylisping of 
childhood, the four girls, in animpulse of faithin which all their 
pure little beings were offered up, repeated simultaneously : 

‘O God, please reward Monsieur Saccard for all his kind- 
ness ; let him live long and be happy !’ 
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Madame Caroline experienced a sudden impulse to enter 
the room and hush those children, and forbid what she 
regarded asa blasphemous and cruel game. No,no! Saccard 
had no right to be loved ; it was pollution to allow infancy to 
pray for his happiness. Then a great shudder stopped her; 
tears rose to her eyes. Why should she force those inr o:ent 
beings, who as yet knew nothing of life, to espouse her quarrel, 
the wrath of her experience ? Hadnot Saccard been good to 
them, he who was to some extent the creator of this establish- 
ment, and who sent them playthings every month? She was 
profoundly agitated, again finding in all this a proof that there 
is no man utterly blameworthy, no man who, amid all the 
evil which he may have done, has not also done much good. 
And while the little girls again took up their prayer, she went 
off, carrying away with her the sound of those angelic voices 
calling down the blessings of heaven upon the conscienceless 
man, the artisan of catastrophes, whose mad hands had just 
ruined @ world. 

As she at last alighted from her cab on the Boulevard du 
Palais, outside the Conciergerie, she discovered that in her 
emotion she had forgotten to bring the carnations which she 
had prepared that morning for her brother. There was a 
flower-girl near by, selling little bouquets of roses at two sous 
apiece ; and she purchased one, and made Hamelin, who was 
very fond of flowers, smile when she told him of her thoughtless- 
ness. That afternoon, however, she found him unusually sad. 
At first, during the earlier weeks of his imprisonment, he had 
been unable to believe that the charges against him were 
serious. His defence seemed to hima simple matter: he had 
been elected chairman against his will; he had had nothing to 
do with the financial operations, having been almost always 
absent from Paris and unable to exercise any control. But 
his conversations with his lawyer and the steps that Madame 
Caroline had taken, with no other result than weariness and 
vexation of spirit, had finally made him realise the frightful 
responsibilities that rested on him. He would be held par- 
tially responsible for the slightest illegalities that had been 
perpetrated; it would never be admitted that he had been 
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ignorant of a single one of them; he would be regarded as 
Saecard’s aceomplice. And it was then that in his somewhat 
simple faith as a fervent Catholic he found a resignation and 
tranquillity of soul that astonished his sister. When she 
arrived from the outer world, from her anxious errands, from 
the midst of the harsh, turbid humanity which enjoyed free- 
dom, it astonished her to find him peaceful and smiling in 
his bare cell, to the walls of which, like the pious child 
he was, he had nailed around a small black wooden crucifix 
four crudely coloured religious prints. However, as soon as one 
puts oneself in the hand of God there is no more rebellion ; 
all undeserved suffering becomes a guarantee of salvation. 
Thus Hamelin’s only sadness arose from the disastrous stop- 
page of his enterprises. Who would take up his work? Who 
would continue the resurrection of the East, so felicitously 
commenced by the United Steam Navigation Company and 
the Carmel Silver Mining Company? Who would con- 
struct the network of railways, from Broussa to Beyrout 
and Damascus, from Smyrna to Trebizond, which was 
to set young blood flowing through the veins of the Old 
World? For, despite everything, he still believed in it all; 
he said that the work begun could not die; he only felt grieved 
at no longer being the hand chosen by Heaven for its execu- 
tion. And especially did his voice break when he sought to 
know in punishment of what fault God had not permitted him 
to found that great Catholic bank, which was destined to 
transform modern society, that treasury of the Holy Sepulchre 
which would restore a kingdom to the Pope and finally make 
a single nation of all the peoples, by taking from the Jews the 
sovereign power of money. And this also he predicted, this 
inevitable, invincible bank; he prophesied the coming of the 
just man with pure hands who would some day found it. 
And if on that Monday afternoon he seemed anxious, it must 
have simply been because, amidst all the serenity of a man 
accused and about to be convicted, he had reflected that on 
emerging from prison his hands would never be sufficiently 
clean to resume the great work. 

He listened absent-mindedly while his sister explained te 
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him that newspaper opinion seemed to be growing a little 
more favourable to him. And then, without any transition, 
looking at her with his dreamy eyes, he inquired, ‘ Why do 
you refuse to see him ?’ 

She trembled; she clearly understood that he referred 
to Saccard. Shaking her head she answered No, and No 
again. Then, with considerable embarrassment, in a very 
low voice, he said : 

‘After what he has been to you, you cannot refuse; go 
and see him !’ 

O God! he knew. An ardent flush suffused her coun- 
tenance ; she threw herself into his arms to hide her face, and 
she stammered, and asked who could have told him, how he 
could know that thing which she had thought known to none, 
especially himself. 

‘My poor Caroline,’ he answered, ‘I learnt it long ago by 
anonymous letters from wicked people who were jealous of 
us. I have never spoken to you about it; youare free, we no 
longer think alike. 1 know that you are the best woman on 
earth. Go and see him.’ 

And then gaily, his smile reappearing on his face, he took 
down the little bouquet of roses, which he had already slipped 
behind the crucifix, and placed it in her hand, adding, ‘ Take 
him this, and tell him that I am no longer angry with him.’ 

Upset by her brother’s compussionate tenderness, experi- 
encing at the same time frightful shame and delightful relief, 
Madame Caroline did not resist any further. Moreover, ever 
since morning, the necessity of seeing Saccard had been grow- 
ingupon her. Could she abstain from warning him of Victor’s 
flight, of that atrocious affair which still made her tremble ? 
At the outset of his imprisonment he had set down her name 
among those of the persons whom he desired to see; and 
she had only to say who she was and a warder at once led 
her to the prisoner’s cell. 

When she entered, Saccard, with his back to the door, was 
sitting at a little table, covering a sheet of paper with figures. 
He rose quickly, with a shout of joy. ‘You! Oh, how kind 
yoy are, and how happy I am!’ 
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He had taken one of her hands in both his own. She was 
smiling with an embarrassed air, deeply moved, unable to find 
the right word to say. Then, with her free hand, she laid 
her little bouquet among the sheets of paper, covered with 
figures, that littered the table. 

‘You are an angel!’ he murmured, delighted, and kissing 
her fingers. 

At last she spoke. ‘It is true,it was all over, I had con- 
demned youin my heart. Butmy brother wished me to come.’ 

‘No, no, do not say that! Say that you are too 
intelligent, that you are too good, and that you have under- 
stood, and forgive me.’ 

With a gesture she interrupted him. ‘ Do notask so much, 
Timplore you. I donot know myself. Isit not enough that I 
have come? And, besides, 1 have something very sad to tell 
you.’ 

Then, in an undertone, she swiftly told him of the 
awakening of Victor’s savage instincts, his attack upon 
Mademoiselle de Beauvilliers, his extraordinary, inexplicable 
flight, the fruitlessness thus far of all search, the little hope 
there was of ever finding him. He listened to her, astonished, 
without asking a question or making a gesture; and, when 
she had finished, two big tears dilated his eyes and rolled 
down his cheeks, while he stammered : ‘ The wretched fellow ! 
the wretched fellow !’ 

She had never seen him weep before. She was deeply 
agitated and astonished, so singular did these tears of Saccard 
seem to her, gray and heavy, coming from afar, from a heart 
hardened and debased by years of brigandage. Immediately 
afterwards, moreover, he burst into noisy despair. ‘But 
it is frightful; I have never embraced this boy. For you 
know that I had not seen him. Mon Dieu! yes, I had 
sworn to go and see him, and I did not have the time, nota free 
hour, with all those cursed business matters which were devour- 
ing me. Ah! that is always the way; when-you don’t do a 
thing immediately, you are certain never to do it at all, And 
so now you are sure that I cannot see him? They might 
bring him to me here.’ 
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She shook her head. ‘Who knows,’ she answered, ‘in 
what unknown depths of this terrible Paris he may now 
be?’ 

For another moment he continued striding up and down, 
dropping scraps of phrases ashe walked. ‘The child is found 
for me, and here I lose him. I shall never see him now. The 
fact is, I have no luck; no! no luck at all. Oh! mon Dieu! 
it is just the same as in the matter of the Universal.’ 

He had just sat down again at the table, and Madame 
Caroline took a chair opposite him. With his hands wander- 
ing among his papers, the whole voluminous brief which he 
had been preparing for months past, he at once went into the 
history of his case and explained his methods of defence, as 
if he felt the need of showing her that he was innocent. The 
prosecution relied, first, on the repeated increases of capital 
devised both to bring about a feverish rise in the quotations, 
and to make people believe that all the shares of the Bank had 
been taken up; secondly, on the simulation of subscriptions 
and payments, by means of the accounts opened with Saba- 
tani and other men of straw; thirdly, on the distribution 
of fictitious dividends under the form of a release of the old 
shares; and, finally, on the purchase by the Bank of its own 
stock, all that wild speculation which had brought about the 
extraordinary, fictitious rise, by which the Bank’s coffers 
had been drained, and the Bank itself killed. These charges 
he answered with copious and passionate explanations: he 
had done what every bank manager does, only he had done it 
on a large scale, with the vigour of a strong man. There 
was not one of the heads of the firmest houses in Paris but 
ought to share his cell, if logic were to count for anything. 
They made him the scapegoat, however, answerable for the 
illegalities of all. What a strange way of apportioning the 
responsibilities! Why did they not prosecute the directors 
also—the Daigremonts, the Hurets, the Bohains—who, in 
addition to their fifty thousand francs of attendance fees, 
had received ten per cent. of the profits, and had dabbled in 
all the jobs? Why also was complete impunity granted to 
the auditors, Lavigniére among others, who were allowed to 
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plead their incapacity and their good faith? This trial was 
evidently going to be a monstrous piece of iniquity, for they 
had had to set aside Busch’s charge of swindling, as alleging 
unsubstantiated facts; and the report made by the expert, 
after a first examination of the Bank’s books, had just been 
found to be full of errors. Then, why the bankruptcy, 
officially declared on the strength of that report and Busch's 
charge, when not a sou of the deposits had been embezzled, 
and all the customers would re-enter into possession of their 
funds? Had they simply wished to ruin the shareholders ? 
In that case they had succeeded ; the disaster was becoming 
greater and greater, immeasurable. And he did not charge 
himself with this; he charged the magistracy, the government, 
all those who had conspired to suppress him and kill the 
Universal. 

‘ Ah, the rascals! if they had left me free, you would have 
seen—you would have seen!’ 

Madame Caroline looked at him, impressed by his lack 
of conscience, which was becoming really grand. She re- 
membered his theories of former days, the necessity of specu- 
lation in great enterprises, in which all just reward is 
impossible; gambling regarded as human excess, the ne- 
cessary manure, the dung-heap from which progress grows. 
Was it not he who, with his unscrupulous hands, had madly 
heated the enormous machine, until it had burst to atoms and 
wounded all those whom it carried along with it? Was it 
not he who had desired that senseless, idiotic, exaggerated 
quotation of three thousand francs per share ? 

He had risen from his seat, however, and was walking up 
and down the little room with the spasmodic step of a caged 
conqueror. 

‘Ah! the rascals, they well knew what they were doing 
when they chained me up here,’ he said. ‘Iwason the point 
of triumphing and crushing them all.’ 

She gave a start of surprise and protest. ‘ What! 
triumph? Why, you hadn’t a sou left; you were con- 
quered.’ 

‘Evidently,’ he rejoined, bitterly, ‘I was conquered sad 
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s0 I am a blackguard. Honesty, glory, are simply other 
names for success. A man must not let himself be beaten, 
for otherwise he will find himself a fool and a fraud on the 
morrow. Oh, Ican guess very well what they are saying; 
you need not repeat their words tome! They talk of meas a 
robber; they accuse me of having put all those millions in 
my pocket; they would strangle me, if they held me in their 
clutches; and, what is worse, they shrug their shoulders 
with pity, look upon me as a mere madman, a man of no 
intelligence. That is it, eh? But, if I had succeeded! Yes, 
if I had struck down Gundermann, conquered the market, 
if I were at this hour the undisputed king of gold, what a 
triumph would there then have been! I should now be a 
hero, I should have Paris at my feet.’ 

She openly opposed him, however. ‘You had neither 
justice nor logic on your side,’ said she; ‘you could not 
succeed.’ 

He had stopped short in front of her, and became angry. 
‘Not succeed, nonsense! Money was lacking, that was all. 
If Napoleon, on the day of Waterloo, had had another 
hundred thousand men to send to the butchery, he would 
have triumphed, and the face of the world would have been 
changed. And if I had had the necessary few hundred 
millions to throw into the gulf, I should now be the master 
of the world.’ 

‘ But itis frightful!’ she cried, revolting. ‘ What! Doyou 
think there have not been ruins enough, not tears enough, 
not blood enough as it is? You would have more disasters 
still, more families stripped, more unfortunates reduced to 
begging in the streets!’ 

He began tramping to and fro again, and with a gesture 
of supreme indifference shouted: ‘Does life concern itself 
about that? At every step we take we stamp out thousands 
of existences.’ 

Silence fell; she watched him with a freezing heart as 
he marched up and down. Was he a knave? Was he a 
hero? She trembled as she asked herself what thoughts 
foe could have revolved, like a great captain, conquered and 
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reduced to powerlessness, during the six months that he 
had been confined in that cell; and then only did she 
glance about her and espy the four bare walls, the little iron 
bedstead, the deal table, and the two straw-bottomed chairs. 
To think of it! He who had lived amid lavish, dazzling 
luxury ! 

But suddenly he sat down again, as if his legs were weary ; 
and then he began talking at length in an undertone, as though 
making a kind of involuntary confession. 

‘Gundermann was right,’ he said; ‘fever is worth nothing 
at the Bourse. Ah, the rascal, how happy he isin having no 
blood or nerves left him! I believe, however, that he has always 
been like that, his veins flowing with ice instead of blood. I 
am too passionate, that is evident. There is no other reason 
for my defeat; that is why my back has been so often broken. 
And it must be added that, if my passion kills me, it is also 
my passion that gives me life. Yes, it bears me on, it lifts 
me up on high, and then strikes me down and suddenly 
destroys all its work. Enjoyment is, after all, perhaps only 
the devouring of self.’ 

Then he was stirred by a fit of anger against his con- 
queror. ‘Ah! that Gundermann, that dirty Jew, who tri- 
umphs because he has no desires! The whole race is summed 
up in him, frigid, stubborn conqueror that he is, on the march 
towards sovereign sway over the whole world, amid the nations 
whom he buys up one by one by means of his omnipotent 
gold. For centuries past his race has been invading us and 
triumphing over us, no matter how much it may have been 
cuffed and kicked. He already has one milliard : he will have 
two, he will have ten, he will eventually have a hundred, he 
will some day be the master of the earth. I have been 
shouting this from the housetops for years past, but no 
one seems to listen to me. Everybody thinks it the mere 
spite of a jealous speculator, when it is the very cry of my 
blood. Yes, hatred of the Jew, I have it in me—oh! very 
deep, in the very roots of my being!’ 

‘What a singular thing!’ quietly murmured Madame 
Caroline, who, with her vast knowledge, practised universdl 
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toleration. ‘Tome the Jews are men like any others. If 
they are apart, it is because they have been put apart.’ 

But Saccard, who had not even heard her, continued with 
increasing violence: ‘And what exasperates me is that I see 
governments the accomplices of these rascals, governments 
at their very feet! Thus the Empire has sold itself to Gun- 
dermann! As if it were impossible to reign without Gunder- 
mann’s money! Certainly, Rougon, that great man my 
brother, has behaved in a very disgusting manner towards 
me; for I have not told you of it before, but I was cowardly 
enough to seek a reconciliation before the catastrophe, and, 
if I am here, it is because it pleased him. But no matter; 
since I embarrass him, let him get rid of me; I shall feel no 
anger against him, except with regard to his alliance with those 
dirty Jews. Have you thought of that? the Universal 
strangled in order that Gundermann may continue his 
commerce; every Catholic bank that grows too powerful 
crushed, as a social danger, in order to ensure the definitive 
triumph of the children of Israel, who will devour us, and that 
soon. Ah, Rougon should be careful! He will be the first 
to be eaten, swept away from the post of power to which 
he clings, and for which he betrays everything. His game 
of see-saw is very cunning, with its guarantees given one day 
to the Liberals and the next day to the Reactionaries ; but it 
is @ game at which one always ends by breaking one’s neck. 
And, since everything is cracking and falling, let Gundermann’s 
desires be accomplished, he who predicted that France would 
be beaten, if we should ever have a war with Germany! We 
are ready ; the Prussians have only to cross the frontier, and 
take our provinces ! ’ 

‘With a terrified, supplicating gesture, she begged him not 
to talk like that. It was as though he were calling down the 
thunder of heaven. ‘No, no! do not say such things. You 
have no right to say them. Moreover, your brother had 
nothing to do with your arrest. I know from acertain source 
that it was Delcambre, the Keeper of the Seals, who did it all.’ 

On hearing this Saccard’s wrath fell, and -he smiled. 
‘@h, the fellow is taking his reyenge!’ he said. She gave 
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him a questioning look, and he added: ‘ Yes, an ald affair 
between us—I know in advance that I shall be condemned.’ 

She doubtless suspected the truth, for she did not insist, 
A brief silence prevailed, during which he again took up the 
papers on the table, absorbed in his fixed idea. 

‘It is very kind of you to have come,’ he said at last, ‘and 
you must promise me you will come again, because you are a 
good counsellor, and I wish to submit my projects to you. 
Ah, if I only had some money!’ 

She quickly interrupted him, seizing this opportunity to 
enlighten herself upon a question which had haunted and tor- 
mented her for months. What had he done with the millions 
which he must possess for his own share? Had he sent them 
abroad, buried them under some tree known to himself alone ? 
‘But you have plenty of money!’ she exclaimed. ‘ The two 
millions you made after Sadowa and the nine millions which 
your three thousand shares represented, if you sold them at 
the rate of three thousand francs apiece ! ’ 

‘I, my dear,’ he cried, ‘ I haven’t a copper !’ 

And he spoke these words in so frank and despairing a 
voice, he looked at her with such an air of surprise, that she 
was convinced he said the truth. ‘Never have I had a sou 
when my enterprises have turned out badly,’ he continued. 
‘Don’t you understand that I ruin myself withthe rest? Cer- 
tainly, yes, I sold my shares, but I cought others also; and 
where my nine millions, together with two other millions, 
have gone, I should be greatly embarrassed to explain to you. 
I really believe that my account with poor Mazaud left me 
thirty or forty thousand francs in his debt. No, I haven’t a 
sou left; it has been the clean sweep, as usual.’ 

She was so relieved, so elated, by this answer that she 
began to jest about the ruin of herself and her brother. ‘We 
too, shall have nothing left when all is over,’ she said, ‘I do 
not know even whether we shall have enough to feed us for a 
month. Ah, that money, those nine millions you promised us, 
you remember how they frightened me! Never had I lived 
in such a state of uneasiness, and what a relief it was on the 
evening of tle day when I had surrendered everything in favour 
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of the assets! Even the three hundred thonsand francs 
which we had inherited from our aunt went with the rest. 
That is not very just. But, as I once told you, one sets little 
store by money found, money that one has not earned. And 
you can see for yourself that, despite eNeae: I am now 
gay and can laugh.’ 

He stopped her with a feverish satis ; he had taken the 
papers from the table, and was waving them in the air. 
‘Nonsense !’ he said, ‘ we shall be very rich.’ 

‘How?’ 

‘What! do you suppose that I abandon my ideas? Why, 
for six months past I have been working here, sitting up at 
nights and reconstructing everything. The imbeciles look 
upon that advance balance-sheet as a crime, pretending that, 
of the three great enterprises, the United Steam Navigation 
Company, the Carmel mine, and the Turkish National Bank, 
only the first has yielded the expected profits! But if the 
two others are in peril, it is because I have not been there to 
see to things. When they let me out, however—yes, when I 
have become the master again, you will see, you will see——’ 

With supplicating gestures she tried to keep him from con- 
tinuing. But he had risen, and straightening himself up on 
his short legs, cried out in his shrill voice: ‘The caloula- 
tions are made; there are the figures, look! The Carmel mine 
and the Turkish National Bank are mere playthings! We 
must have the vast network of the Oriental railways; we 
must have all the rest, Jerusalem, Bagdad, the whole of Asia 
Minor conquered. What Napoleon was unable to do with his 
sword, we shall do with our pickaxes and our gold! How 
could you believe that I had thrown upthe game? Napoleon 
came back from Elba, remember. I, also, shall only have to 
show myself, and all the money of Paris will rise to follow 
me: and this time there will be no Waterloo, I assure you, 
because my plan is a rigorously mathematical one, foreseen 
to the very last centime. So at last, then, we shall strike 
down that wretched Gundermann! I only ask four hundred 
millions, perhaps five hundred millions of francs, and the 
world will be mine! ’ 
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She had succeeded in taking his hands, and pressed her- 
self against him. ‘No, no!’ she exclaimed. ‘ Be silent, you 
frighten me.’ 

And yet, in spite of herself and of her fright, a feeling 
of admiration rose within her. In this bare, wretched cell, 
bolted in, separated from the living, she had suddenly become 
conscious of an overflowing force, a resplendency of life: the 
eternal illusion of hope, the stubborn obstinacy of the man 
who does not wish to perish. She sought for her anger, her 
execration, and could no longer find them within her. Had 
she not condemned him, however, after the irreparable mis- 
fortunes which he had caused? Had she not called down 
chastisement upon him, solitary death amidst universal con- 
tempt? But of all that she now only retained her hatred of 
evil and her pity for sorrow. Again did she succumb to that 
conscienceless, active power, as to some violence of nature, 
necessary no doubt. And although this was but a woman’s 
weakness, she yielded to it with delight, swayed by her 
maternal nature, that infinite need of affection which had 
made her love him even while not esteeming him. 

‘It is finished,’ she repeated several times, without ceas- 
ing to press his hands in hers; ‘can you not calm yourself and 
rest at last ?’ 

Then, as he raised himself to press his lips on her white 
hair, the locks of which fell over her temples with the 
tenacious abundance of youth, she held him back, and added, 
with an air of absolute resolution and profound sadness, giving 
the words their full significance: ‘No, no! it is finished— 
finished for ever. I am glad to have seen you a last time, 
that there may remain no anger between us. Farewell!’ 

As she started off, she saw him standing by the table, 
really moved by the separation, but already instinctively re- 
arranging the papers which he had mingled in his fever; 
and the little bouquet of roses having shed its petals 
among the pages, he shook these one by one, and, with 
a touch of the fingers, swept the remnants of the flowers 
away. 

Not until three months later, towards the middlé of 
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December, did the affair of the Universal Bank at last come 
into court. It occupied five sittings of the Tribunal of 
Correctional Police,! and excited lively curiosity. ‘The Press 
had made an enormous sensation of the catastrophe, and 
most extraordinary stories had been circulated with regard to 
the delay in the trial. The indictment drawn up by the 
officials of the Public Prosecution Office was much remarked. 
It was a masterpiece of ferocious logic, the smallest details 
being grouped, utilised, and interpreted with pitiless clearness. 
Moreover, it was said on all sides that condemnation had been 
predetermined on. And, in fact, the evident good faith of 
Hamelin, the heroic demeanour of Saccard, who fought his 
accusers step by step throughout the five days, the magnifi- 
cent and sensational speeches for the defence, did not prevent 
the judges from sentencing both defendants to five years’ 
imprisonment and three thousand francs fine. However, 
having been temporarily set at liberty on bail, a month before 
the trial, and having thus appeared before the court as defen- 
dants still at liberty, they were able to lodge an appeal and 
to leave France in twenty-four hours. It was Rougon who 
had insisted on this dénowement, not wishing to be burdened 
with a brother in prison. The police themselves watched 
over the departure of Saccard, who fled to Belgium by a night 
train. The same day Hamelin had started for Rome. 

And then three more months rolled away, and in the early 
days of April Madame Caroline still found herself in Paris, 
where she had been detained by the settlement of their in- 
tricate affairs. She still occupied the little suite of rooms at 
the Orviedo mansion, which posters still advertised for sale. 
However, she had just overcome the last difficulties, and was 
in & position to depart, certainly without a sou in her pockets, 
but without leaving any debts behind her, and so she was to 
start the next day for Rome, in order to join her brother, who 


, Prisoners brought before the tribunals of Correctional Police are 
not tried by jury, but by three judges. The Ministers of Napoleon III. 
were very fond of bringing political offenders before these courts in order 
to ensure condemnation, which would have been uncertain at the 
Assizes.— Trans. 
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had been fortunate enough to-secure an insignificant sijuation 
a6 an engineer there. He had written to her saying that 
pupils awaited her. It was a re-beginning of their lives. 

On rising on the morning of this the last day which she 
would spend in Paris, she was seized with a desire not to 
quit the city without making some attempt to obtain news of 
Victor. So far all search had been vain. But, remembering 
the promises of La Méchain, she said to herself that perhaps 
this' woman might now know something ; and that it would 
be easy to question her by going to Busch’s office at about 
four o'clock. At first she rejected the idea; for what was the 
use of taking this step? Was not all this the dead past? 
Then she really suffered, her heart overflowed with grief, as 
for a child whom she had lost and whose grave she had 
failed to strew with flowers on goingaway. So at four o’clock 
she made her appearance in the Rue Feydeau. 

Both doors on the landing were open, some water was 
boiling violently in the dark kitchen, while, on the other side, 
in the little office, La Méchain, who occupied Busch’s arm- 
chair, seemed submerged by a heap of papers, which she was 
taking in enormous packages from her old black leathor bag. 

‘Ah, it is you, my good madame!’ she said. ‘You 
come at ® very bad moment. Monsieur Sigismond is dying. 
And poor Monsieur Busch is positively losing his head over 
it, 80 much does he love his brother. He does nothing but 
run about like a crazy man; he has just gone out again to 
geta doctor. I am obliged to attend to his business, you see, 
for he has not bought a share or even looked into a claim for 
a week past. Fortunately, I made a good stroke just now— 
oh! a real stroke, which will console him a little for his 
sorrow, the dear man, when he recovers his senses.’ 

Such was Madame Caroline’s astonishment that she for- 
got she had called about Victor. She had recognised the 
papers which La Méchain was taking by the handful from her 
bag. They were some of the shares of the Universal Bank. 
The old leather was fairly cracking, such a number of them 
had been packed into the bag; and the woman went on pull- 
ing out more and more, very talkative in her delight. +1 got 
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‘ail ‘these for two hundred and fifty francs,’ she said; ‘ there 
xe certainly five thousand, which puts them at a sou apiece. 
A sou for shares that were quoted at three thousand francs |! 
They have fallen almost to the price of waste-paper But 
they are worth more than that; we shall sell them again 
for at least ten sous apiece, because they are wanted by bank- 
rupts. You understand, they have had such a good reputation 
that they look very well in a list of assets. It is a great dis- 
tinction to have been a victim of a catastrophe. In short, I 
had extraordinary luck; ever since the battle, I had scented 
the ditch where all this merchandise was sleeping, a whole 
lot of dead uns, which an imbecile who didn’t know his 
business has let me have for nothing. And you can imagine 
whether I pounced upon them! Ah, it did not take long; 
I cleaned him out of them very speedily !’ 

Thus chattering, she displayed the glee of a bird of prey 
on some field of financial massacre. The unclean nuitri- 
ment upon which she had fattened oozed forth in perspiration 
from her huge person ; while, with her short, hooked hands, 
she stirred up the dead—-those all but worthless shares, which 
were already yellow and emitted a rank smell. 

But a low, ardent voice arose from the adjoining room, the 
door of which stood wide open, like the doors opening upon 
the landing. ‘Ah!’ she said, ‘there is Monsieur Sigismond 
beginning to talk again. He has been doing nothing but 
that ever since this morning. Mon Dieu! and the boiling 
water! Iwas forgetiingit. It is for some twsane. My good 
madame, since you are here, will you just see if he wants 
anything ?’ 

La Méchain hurried into the kitchen, while Madame Caro- 
line, whom suffering attracted, entered Sigismond’s room. 
Its nudity was enlivened by a bright April sun, whose rays 
fell upon the little deal table, covered with memoranda, bulky 
portfolios, whence overflowed the labour of ten years; and 
there was nothing else except the two straw-bottomed chairs, 
the few volumes heaped upon the shelves, and the narrow bed 
in which Sigismond, propped up by three pillows, and clad to 

his waist in a short red flannel blouse, wa talking, talking 
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incessantly, under the influence of that singular cerebral 
excitement which sometimes precedes the death of consump- 
tives. He was delirious, but had moments of extraordinary 
lucidity ; and in his thin face, framed with long, curling hair, 
his dilated eyes seemed to be questioning the void. 

When Madame Caroline appeared, he seemed to know her 
at once, although they had never met. ‘Ah! it is you, 
madame,’ he said; ‘I had seen you, I was calling you with all 
my strength. Come, come nearer, that I may speak to you in 
a low voice.’ 

In spite of the little shudder of fear which had seized upon 
her, she approached, and sat down on a chair close to the 
bed. 

‘I did not know it, but I know it now,’ continued Sigis- 
mond, ‘My brother sells papers, and I have heard people 
weeping there, in his office. My brother, ah! it pierced my 
heart like a red-hot iron. Yes, it is that which has remained 
in my chest, it is always burning there because it is abomi- 
nable, that money—the poor people who suffer. And by-and- 
by, when I am dead, my brother will sell my papers, and I 
do not wish it—no, I do not wish it! ’ 

His voice gradually rose, assumed a tone of supplication. 
‘There, madame, there are my papers, on the table. Give 
them to me; we will make a parcel of them, and you shall 
carry them away, all of them. Oh, I was calling you, I was 
waiting for you! Think of it! My papers lost! all my life 
of study and effort annihilated!’ And as she hesitated to 
give him what he asked, he clasped his hands: ‘For pity’s 
sake,’ he said, ‘give them to me, so that I may be sure that 
they are all there, before dying. My brother isn’t here, so 
he won't say that Iam killing myself. Come, I beg you.’ 

Upset by the ardour of his prayer, she yielded. ‘But I do 
wrong,’ said she, ‘since your brother says that it does you 
harm.’ 

‘Harm! Oh, no. And besides, what does it matter? Ah! 
T have at last succeeded in setting the society of the future 
on its feet, after so many nights of toil! Everything is fore- 
seen, solved; there will be the utmost possible justice,and 
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happiness. How I regret not having had the time to write 
the work itself, with all the necessary developments! But 
here are my notes, complete and classified. And you will 
save them, won’t you? so that another may some day give 
them the definitive form of a book, and launch it through the 
world.’ 

He had taken the papers in his long thin hands, and was 
turning them over amorously, while a flame once more 
kindled in his large, fading eyes. He spoke very rapidly, in a 
curt monotonous tone, with the tic-tac of a clock-chain which 
the weight unwinds; and ’twas indeed the sound of the cere- 
bral mechanism working without a pause whilst the death 
agony progressed. 

‘Ah! how I see it, how clearly it rises before me, the city 
of justice and happiness! There one and all labour, with a 
personal labour, obligatory, yet free. The nation is simply 
an immense co-operative society, the appliances become the 
property of all, the products are centralised in vast general 
warehouses. You have performed so much useful work; you 
have a right to so much social consumption. The hour’s 
work is the common measure; an article is worth what it has 
cost in hours; there is nothing but exchange between all 
producers, by the aid of labour notes, and that under the 
management of the community, without any other deduction 
than the one tax to support the children and the aged, to 
renew the appliances and to defray the cost of gratuitous 
public services. No more money, and therefore no more 
speculation, no more robbery, no more abominable trafficking, 
no more of those crimes which cupidity prompts, girls married 
for their dowry’s sake, aged parents strangled for their pro- 
perty, passers-by assassinated for their purses! No more 
hostile classes, employers and wage-workers, proletarians and 
bourgeois, and therefore no more restrictive laws or courts, no 
armed force protecting the iniquitous monopolies of the few 
against the mad hunger of the many! No more idlers of any 
sort, and therefore no more landlords living on rents, no more 
bondholders kept in sloth—in short, no more luxury and no 
mom poverty! Ah! is not that the ideal equity, the sove- 
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reign wisdom, none privileged, none wretched, each by his owt 
effort securing happiness, the average human happinesst’ 

He was becoming excited, and his voice grew soft and 
distant, as if travelling far away, ascending to a great height, 
into the very future whose coming he announced. 

‘Ah! if I entered into details. You see this separate 
sheet, with all these marginal notes: this is the organisation 
of the family, free contract, the education and support of 
children provided by the community. Yet thisisnot anarchy. 
Look at this other note; I desire that there should be a 
managing committee for each branch of production, so that 
by ascertaining the real wants of the community the output 
may be proportionate to the consumption. And here is 
another detail of the organisation: in the cities and the fields 
industrial and agricultural armies will manceuvre under the 
leadership of chiefs whom they will have elected, and obey 
regulations which they will have voted. Stay! I have also 
indicated here, by approximate calculations, how far the 
day’s labour may be reduced twenty years hence. Thanks to 
the great number of new hands, thanks especially to ma- 
chinery, men will work only four hours a day, perhaps only 
three; so you see how much time they will have left them to 
enjoy life! For this will not bea barracks, but a city of liberty 
and gaiety, in which each will be free to take his own pleasure, 
with plenty of time to satisfy his legitimate appetites, to taste 
the delights of love, strength, beauty and intelligence, and to 
take his share of inexhaustible nature.’ 

By the gesture he made, a gesture which swept round the 
miserable room, it seemed as though he possessed the whole 
world. In this nudity in which he had lived, in this poverty 
exempt from want in which he was dying, he made a fraternal 
distribution of the earth’s goods. lt was universal happiness, 
all that is good and that he had not enjoyed, which he thus 
distributed, knowing that he would never enjoy it. He*had 
hastened his death that he might make this supreme’ pift to 
suffering humanity. And indeed his hands wandered, gropi 
among the scatiered notes, while his eyes, whieh corld no 
longer see earthly things, filled as they were by the datuling 
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of death, seemed to espy infinite perfection, beyond life, in an 
ecstatic rapture which illumined his entire face. 

‘Ah! how much more activity there will be, entire 
humanity at work, the hands of all the living improving the 
world! No more moors, no more marshes, no more waste 
lands of any kind! Arms of the sea are filled up, obstructive 
mountains disappear, deserts change into fertile valleys, with 
waters flowing from every direction. No prodigy is unrealis- 
able; the great works of the ancients cause a smile, so timid 
and childish do they seem. ‘The earth is at last inhabitable. 
And man is completely developed, full-grown, in the enjoy- 
ment of his true appetites, the real master at last. Schools 
and workshops are open; the child freely chooses his trade, 
which his aptitude determines. Years go by, and the selection 
is made after severe examinations. It no longer suffices that 
one should be able to pay for education, it is necessary to 
profit by it. Hach one thus finds himself classed, utilised 
according to his degree of intelligence, by which means 
public functions are equitably distributed, in accordance with 
the indications of Nature herself. Each for all, according to 
his powers! Ah! active and joyous city, ideal city of healthy 
human work, in which the old prejudice against manual 
labour no longer exists, in which one sees great poets who 
are carpenters, locksmiths who are great savants! Ah! city 
of the blest, triumphal city towards which mankind has been 
marching for so many centuries, city whose white walls I see 
shining yonder—yonder, in the realm of happiness, in the 
blinding sunlight.’ 

His eyes paled: his last words came indistinctly, in a 
faint breath ; and his head fell back, an ecstatic smile still 
playing about his lips. He was dead. 

Overcome with pity and emotion, Madame Caroline was 
looking at him, when a whirlwind, as it were, suddenly swept 
mto the-room. It was Busch, coming back without a doctor, 
panting and worn out with anguish ; while La Méchain, at his 
heels, explained that she had not yet been able to prepare 
the tisane, as the water had boiled over. But he had pereeived 
his brother—his little child, ag he called him—lying on his 
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batk, motionless, with his mouth open and his eyes fixed ; 
and he understood, and gave vent to a shriek like that of a 
slaughtered animal. With a bound he threw himself upon 
the body and raised it in his two big arms, as if to infuse life 
into it again. That terrible devourer of gold, who would have 
killed a man for ten sous, who had so long preyed upon the 
filth of Paris, now shrieked aloud with abominable suffering. 
His little child, O God! he whom he put to bed, whom he 
fondled like a mother! He would never have his little child 
with him any more! And, in a fit of mad despair, he seized 
upon the papers scattered over the bed, tore them up and 
crushed them, as if wishing to annihilate all that imbecile 
labour which he had ever been jealous of, and which had killed 
his brother. 

Then Madame Caroline felt her heart melt. The poor 
man! he now filled her with divine pity. But where, then, 
had she heard that shriek before? Once only had the ery of 
human grief brought her such a shudder. And she suddenly 
remembered, it was at Mazaud’s—the shriek of the mother and 
her little ones at sight of the father’s corpse. As if incapable 
of withdrawing from this scene of suffering, she remained a 
few minutes longer, and rendered some services. Then, at 
the moment of starting off, finding herself alone again with La 
Méchain in the little office, she remembered that she had come 
to inquire about Victor. And so she questioned her. Oh, 
Victor—well, he was far away by this time, if he were still run- 
ning! She, La Méchain, had scoured Paris for three months, © 
without discovering the slightest trace of him. So she had 
given it up; the bandit would be found, sure enough, some 
day, on the scaffold. Madame Caroline listened, frozen and 
dumb. Yes, it was finished; the monster had been let loose 
upon the world, had gone forth to the future, to the unknown, 
like a beast frothing with hereditary virus, and fated to spread 
the evil with every bite. 

Outside, on the footway of the Rue Vivienne, Madame 
Caroline was surprised by the mildness of the air. It was 
five o’clock; the sun, setting in a soft, clear sky, was gilding 
the signboards of the distant boulevard houses. This spring- 
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tide, so charming with its renewal of youth, seemed like a 
caress to her whole physical being—a caress which penetrated 
even to her heart. She took a deep breath and felt relieved, 
happier already, with a sensation of invincible hope returning 
and growing within her. It was doubtless the beautiful death 
of that dreamer, giving his last breath to his chimera of 
justice and love, which thus moved her, for she herself had 
dreamt of a humanity purged of the execrable evil of money ; 
and it was also the shriek of that other one, the exasperated 
bleeding tenderness of that terrible lynx, whom she had sup- 
posed to be heartless, incapable of tears. Yet no, she had 
not gone away under the consoling impression of so much 
human kindness and so much sorrow; on the contrary, she 
had carried despair away with her—despair at the escape of 
that little monster, who was galloping along the roads and 
sowing the ferment of rottenness from which the earth could 
never be freed. Why, then, should she now feel renascent 
gaiety filling her whole being ? 

On reaching the boulevard she turned to the left and 
slackened her pace, amid the animation of the crowd. Fora 
moment she stopped before a little hand cart, full of bunches 
of lilac and gilliflowers, whose strong perfume enveloped her 
with a whiff of springtide. And within her, as she resumed 
her walk, she felt a flood of joy arising, as from a bubbling 
pource, which she was fain to restrain, to press back with 
her hands. For she had understood, and did not wish it. 
No, no, the frightful catastrophes were too recent; she could 
not be gay, she could not surrender to that flow of eternal 
life which uplifted her. And she tried to continue mourning ; 
she recalled herself to despair by recapitulating all the cruel 
memories. What! she would laugh again, after the downfall 
of everything, after such a frightful mass of miseries! Did 
she forget that she was an accomplice? And she recalled 
the facts, this one, that one, that other one, in weeping over 
which she ought to spend all her remaining days. But 
between her fingers pressed upon her heart the bubbling sap 
was growing more impetuous, the source of life was over- 
flowing, thrusting obstacles aside in order to course more freely, 
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throwing thé flotsam against’ either bank, so ‘that it might 
flow alorig clear and triumphant in the sunlight, . 

From that moment Madame Caroline was conquered, and 
had to surrender to the irresistible force of Nature’s rejuvenes- 
cence. As she sometimes said with a laugh, she could not 
remain sad. The trial was over; she had just touched the very 
depths of despair, and here was hope reviving again—broken, 
bleeding, but as tenacious as ever, growing and spreading 
from minute to minute. Certainly she retained no illusions ; 
life, like Nature, was undoubtedly unjust and ignoble. Why, 
then, should one be so irrational as to love it, desire it, 
relying—like a child to whom is promised a pleasure ever 
deferred—on the far-off unknown goal towards which it is ever 
leading us? However, when she turned into the Rue de la 
Chaussée-d’Antin, she no longer even reasoned ; the philo- 
sopher, the savante, the woman of letters that she was, had 
abdicated, weary of the vain inquiry into causes; and she 
remained a mere human creature, whom the beautiful sky 
and balmy atmosphere filled with happiness, who savoured the 
simple enjoyment of health, of listening to the firm tread of 
her little feet upon the pavement. Ah! the joy of being, is 
there really any other ? Life! Give us life—life such as it is, 
however abominable it may be—life with its strength and its 
eternal hope ! 

On returning to her apartments in the Rue Saint-Lazare, 
which she was to leave the next day, Madame Caroline finished 
packing her trunks; and, on making the circuit of the work- 
room, which was already empty, she saw upon the walls the 
plans and water-colours, which she had resolved to tie up in 
a single roll, at the last moment. But as she stopped in turn 
before each sheet to remove the tacks at the cornors, a dreamy 
mood came over her. She was once more living those far-off 
days which she had spent in the Hast, in that country which 
she hed so dearly loved, and whose dazzling light she seemed 
to have retained within her; she was again living, too, 
those five years which she had just spent in Paris, those five 
years of daily crisis and mad activity, full of the monstgous 
hurricane of millions which had traversed and ravaged. her 
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existéhés; and from all the ruins, still warm, she already felt 
& complete florescence germinating, budding in the sunlight, 
Although the Turkish National Bank had fallen after the 
collapse of the Universal, the Steam Navigation Company re- 
mained erect and prosperous. Again she beheld the enchanted 
coast of Beyrout, where, in the midst of huge warehouses, stood 
the managerial buildings, the plan of which she was just 
dusting. Marseilles had been brought close to Asia Minor, 
the Mediterranean was being conquered, nations were being 
drawn together, and possibly pacified. And in the Carmel 
gorge, that water-colour which she was taking down from the 
wall, did she not know, from a recent letter, that a whole people 
had grown up there? The village of five hundred inhabitants, 
at first nestling round the mine, had now become a city of 
several thousand souls, with roads, factories, schools, a com- 
plete civilisation, fertilising the wild, dead nook. Then there 
were the sketches and plans for the railway from Broussa to 
Beyrout, by way of Angora and Aleppo, a series of large 
sheets, which she rolled up one by one. Years would go by 
no doubt before the Taurus passes would be traversed by the 
iron horse; but life was already flowing in from every direction, 
the soil of the ancient cradle of humanity had just been sown 
with a new crop of men, the progress of to-morrow would 
sprout up there, with an extraordinary vigour of vegetation, in 
that marvellous climate, under the dazzling sun. And was 
not this the reawakening of a world, humanity enlarged and 
happier ? 

Madame Caroline tied up the bundle of plans with some 
strong twine. Her brother, who was waiting for her at Rome, 
where both were going to begin their lives anew, had earnestly 
urged her to pack them carefully; and, as she tied the knots, 
she thought of Saccard, whom she knew to be now in Holland, 
again busy with a colossal enterprise—the draining of some 
immense marshes, the conquest of a little kingdom from the 
sea, by means of a complicated system of canals. He was 
right: money has hitherto been the dung-heap in which the 
humanity of themorrow has grown; money, albeit the poisoner 
aini deytroyer, becomes the ferment of all social vegetation, the 


yea: heeesaary forthe great swank. Which malip-Tife gasior. 
#hé at last seo clearly? Did her ue cherehanl come * 
from her belief in the usefulness of effort? Above all the 
mud stirred up, above all the victims crushed to death, above 
ali the abominable suffering which each forward step costs 
humanity, is there not an obscure, far-off goal, something 
superior, good, just, and final, whither we are going without 
knowing it, and which ever inflates our hearts with a stubborn 
need of life and hope ? 

And Madame Caroline, with her face still and ever young 
under its crown of snowy hair, remained gay in spite of 
everything, gay as though rejuvenescence came to her with 
each returning April of the world’s old age. And at the 
shame-fraught recollection of her liaison with Saccard she 
began to think of the frightful filth with which love also has 
been soiled. Why then should money be blamed for all the 
dirt and crimes it causes? For is love less filthy—love which 
creates life ? 





THE END 


PRINTED BY 
SPOTTWOODE AND CO., NEW-STREK SQUARB 
LONDON 


CHATTO & WINDUSS 
LIST OF CHEAP POPULAR NOVELS 


BY THE 


BEST AUTHORS. 


Picture Covers, TWO SHILLINGS each. 


BY EDMOND ABOUT, 
The Fellah. 


BY HAMILTON AIDE, 
Carr of Carrlyon. 
Confidences. 


BY MARY ALBERT, 
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter. 


BY MRS, ALEXANDER, 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ? 
Valerie’s Fate. 


BY GRANT ALLEN. 
Strange Stories, 
Philistia, 
Babylon. 

The Beakoning Hand. 

Tn All Shades. 

For Maimie’s Sake. 

The Devil's Die. 

This Mortal Coil. 

The Tents of Shem. 

The Great Taboo. 
Dumaresq’s Daughter. 

The Duchees of Powysland. 
Blood-Royal. 


BY EDWIN LESTER ARNOLD, 
Phra the Phoenician. 


BY FRANK BARRETT. 

A Recoiling Vengeance, 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford ; & His Helpmate. 
Honest Davie. 

Prodigal’s Progress. 

olly Morrison. 
Lieutenant Barnabas. 
Found Guilty. 
Fettered for Life. 
Between Life and Death. 
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 
Little Lady Linton. 


BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 


Grantley Grange. 


BY BESANT AND RICE, 
Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 

My Little Girl, 
The Case of Mr, Luoraft, 
The Golden Butterfly, 

2 bere Arbour. 

Monks of Thelema. 
mwas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Seamy Bide, 

The Ten Years’ Tenant. 
The Tho Ohaplain of the Fleet. 


an & Y WALTER BESANT, 


San 
The Cap tains’ ponte 
Allina Garden Fair 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. 
World went very well then. 
Herr Paulus. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul's. 
The Holy Rose. 
Armorel of Lyonesse. 
St. Katherine's by the Tower. 
The Ivory Gate. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis 


sno AMBROSE ERE, 


my BY FREDERICK BOYLE, 


See Life. 
Chronicles of No-Man’s Land. 
BY HAROLD BRYDGES, 


Uncle Sam at Home, 


BY ROBERT BUCHANAN, 
The Shadow of the Sword, 
A Child of Nature, 

God and the Man. 

Annan Water. 

The New Abelard. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline, 
Love Me for Ever. 

Matt: a Story of a Caravan. 
Foxglove Manor. 

The Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 


BY HALL CAINE, 
The Shadow of a Orime. 
A Son of Hagar. 
The Deemater. 


ob! COMMANDER CAMERON, , 


Cruise of the’ Black 


BY PY MRS: Lo VETT CAMERON, 


Deceivers Ever. 
Juliet’s Guardian. 


BY EX-CHIEF INSPECTOR 


Scotland WANAGH. and Pre- 
gent. 


BY AUSTIN CLARE, 
For the Love of a Lasa. 


paey es: ARGHER CLIVE, 
Why Pani Ferrol Paul Ferroll Killed Wite. 


SS  aeninies 
BY MACLAREN COBBAN, 
The Oure of Souls. 


BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS, 
The Bar Sinister. 
BY WILKIE COLLINS, 


Armadale. 
After Dark, 

No Name. 

A Rogue's Life. 
Antonina. 


Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 


My Miscellanies. 

The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone, 

Man and Wife. 


Poor Miss Rinch, 


Miss or Mrs, ? 

The New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady, 
The Two Destinies. 
The Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebel's Daughter, 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science, 
‘I say No.’ 

The Evil Genius, 
Little Novels. 

The Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 


BY MORTIMER COLLIWS. 
Sweet Anne Page. 
Transmigration. 

From Midnight ‘to Midnight, 
A Fight with Fortune. 


MORT. AND FRANCES COLLIERS. 


Sweet and Twenty. 
Frances, 

The Village Comedy, 
You Play Me False. 
Blacksmith and Scholar, 


BY M. J. COLQUHOUM, 
Every Inch a Soldier. 


BY DUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foater’s Daughter. 


BY C, EGBERT CRADDOCK, 
The Prophet of the G 
Smoky Mountains, 


London: CHATTO ¢ WINDUS, 214 Piccadilly, We. 





sat! FRLUN CLs 
BY ALPHONSE DAUBET. 
The Evangelist. 


BY ERASMUS DAWSON, 
The Fountain of Youth. 


Gn wre DE MILLE, 


re d TEI DERWENT, 
Our Lady of Tears, 
Cuirce's Lovers, 


veel Y OWARLES DICKENS, 


BY DICK DOROVAR, 
The Man-hanter, 


Man 
A Detective’s Triumphs. 
In the Grip of Law. 
Wanted I 
From Information Received. 
Tracked to Doom. 
rect by Link. 


n Aroused, 
A: Mis, ANNIE EOWARDES, 


Honour, 
Archie 


Lovell. 
ral BETWAM-EDWARDS. 


Xitty. 
BY EDWARD EGGLESTON, 
Roxy. 
They & MANVILLE FENN, 
BY PERCY FITZGERALD, 
Boils Donna. 
Polty. 
The Second Mrs. Tillotson, 
hi kl Brooke Btreet. 


a eo kel Brantome. 
- reat oY FATREMALD, &o. 


Y 
‘aan 9 PRMUE. 


King or Knave. 

Romances of the Law. 
BY HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Seth’s Brother's W. 

The Lawton Girl, 


PREFACED BY BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 





Gabriel Conroy. 


ree of the Sierras, 
BY J. BERWICK HARWOOD, 


The Tenth Harl. 
One tala FRISWELL. BY AULIAN HAWTHORKE, 
BY EDWARD GARRETT. lion Quentin. 
Sebastian Strome, 
" GILBERT SAUL. Dust. 
eo Manuscript Found Fortune’ 8 Fool. 
in a Copper Cylinder. Beatrix Rando 
BY CHARLES GIBBON. = {Tove meRNm 
Robin Gray. David Poindexter’s Disap- 
For Lack of Gold ld Say?  sapelra a 
w or. 
Tn Hoc our Bound, y The Spectre of the Camera, 
In Love and War. BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS, 
hfe the Pane: Aad Ivan de Biron. 
ueen of the Ow. 
ipso pees BY HRY MERA, 
The Flower of the Forest, 8 y- 
A Heart’s Problem. BY HEADOR MILL. 
The Braces of Yarrow. Zambra the Detective, 
The Golden Shaft. BY dORN HILL 
af High Degree, T : 
By Mead and at BY MRS. CASHEL wOEY 
By Mead and Stream, .€ 
Heart's Dalight The Lover's Creed. 
a BY MRS, GEORGE HOOPER, 
A Hava Xnot. The House of Raby. 
Blood -Money. BY TIGHE fi aS. 
soot! LLIAM GILBERT, | "Twix ety =a 
es Duke, r) HUNGER 6 
Dr. aggre a Guests, In Durance Vile. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. | 4 warden all Forlorn, 
BY ERNEST fu GLANVILLE, A Mental Struggte. 
The Lost Marvel. 
The vou A Modern Circe. 
nt REV. S. BARING GOULD, BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornicroft’s Model, 
Bel ‘Spider. The Leaden Casket. 
B RY GREVILLE Self-Condemned. 
A were GARY o EVILLE, That Othar Person 
Nikanor. BY JEAN INGELOW, 
Ooriuthie ee eo WuLine aNMEcen 
$ 
om.) BY OHN HAB HABBERTOR, My Dead elf. 
onan ns Saas BY HARRIETT JAY, 
oft hit iA The Queen of Oonnacght, 


ol OE a 


Cotoaal eta nt Poot 


London; OHATTO & WINDUS, 214 Piccadilly, W. 





f.Dewwn om siotitt Jou heng ne 
Pusiareete | Fou toe Beomn ofthe 
ren * From the Bosom of the Deep. 
Barry. BY-D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
BY gH LEYS, A Life's Atonement, 
ys. lone h‘s Coat. 
al Strange. 
Pat se LEAR ATOR A Model Father. 
Atonement of Leam Dundas. Heart of Fire, 
Lary eee BY the Gate of the Sea, 
With a Silken Thread. e Way of the World. 
The Revel of the Family. A Bit of Human Nature, 
‘My Love!’ First Person Singular. 
Tone. Oynic Fortune, 
Paston Carew. Old Blazer’s Hero. 
Sowing the Wind. Bob Martin’s Little Girl. 
BY HENRY W. LUCY, BY D, CHRISTIE MURRAY AND 
Gideon Fleyce. HENRY HERMAN, 
BY JUSTIN MoCARTHY, | Ou@ Traveller Returns, 
Dear Lady Disdain. The Bishops’ Bible. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
re Enemy's Daughter. BY HENRY MURRAY. 
A Fair Saxon A Game of Bluff. 
xine Rochford. A Song of Sixpence. 
Thee ara ’ BY HUME NISBET, 
se Mergen a Season. Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. 
Camiola: «Gir! with Fortune, La MICE CHARLO, 
BY HUGH MAcCOLL, Chance ? or Fate? 
BY MRS, ar octor Rameau. 
— a Weneoik 
e 
Me Er RINE $. MAGQUCID. |" BY MRS, OLIPHANT, 
The Primrose Path. 
oe 4. W. MALLOCK, Greatest Heiress in England. 
A Ramanooct the Tineteenth| BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY, 
Pheebe’s vat olla 
BY QUIDA, 
nt PORE RE MARRTAT, Weld tn Bow 
Written nF Tire” oe 
Harv Oats &n 0 
Open! pd ed Two Flags, 
BY J. MASTERMAN, Ceci] Castlemaine's Gage. 
Half-a-dosen Daughters. oo 
wok. 
By B ER MATTHEWS, Folle Farine, 
BY LEOHARD MERRICK, | Pascardl 
The Man who was Gaod. In a Winter City, 
BY JEAN MIDELEMASS, Arladné, 
Touch and Go, Moths, 
. Dorillion. Garroar 
strello, 
BT MUGS. MOLES WORTH. Bimbl. 
‘Pathersoart Rectory. In Maremma, 


Barbara. 
Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos. 


BY MARGARET AGMES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple, 


BY JAMES PaYl, 

Lost Sir Massinghberd, 
A Perfect Treasure. 
Bentinck’s Tutor, 
Murphy's Master. 
A County 
ee Mercy. 

oman’s Vengeance, 
non ffards of Clyffe. 

@ Uly 
The Family Sca: 
The Foster Brothers 
The Best of Husbands. 
Found Dead. 
Walter’s Word. 
Halves. 
Fallen Fortunes, 
What He Oost Her, 
Humorous Stories, 
Gwendoline’s Harvest, 
Like Father, Like Son, 
A Marine Residence, 
Married Beneath Him, 
Mirk Abbey e 
Not Wooed, but Won, 
£200 Reward. 
Less Black than Painted. 
By Prox 
High One nose ita. 
Under 
Oarlyon’a vane 
A Confidential Agent, 
Some Private Views, 
A Grape from a Thorn, 
From Exile, 
Kit : a Memory, 
For Cash Only. 
The Osnon’s rard, 
The Talk of the Town, 
Holiday Tasks, 
Saale bedat li oa o Tales. 
e 

The Borat SGen 
The Word and ‘cha ig 
A Prince of the Blood, 
Sunny Stories. 


BY C. L. PERRIS, 
Lady Lovelace. 


BY EDGAR A. POE, 
The Mystery of Marte Roges, 


London: OHATTO ‘& WINDUS, 214 Piccadilly, W, 


4 





BY MRS. GAMPBELL PRAED, ' BY ALAN ST, AUB, 
The Romance of a Station. {| A Fellow of Trinity, 
The Soul of Countess Adrian.} The Junfor Dean, 

AAR E, Cc, PRICE. at Master of ft. Benediat's. 
ra opt urge tu 
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival. BY JOHN SAUNDERS. 
The Foreigners. Guy Waterman. 

BY RICHARD PRYCE, The Lion in the Path. 


ar Two Dreamers. 


BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS, 
Joan 


Miss Maxwell's Affections. 
BY CHARLES READE, 


It is Never Too Late to Mend. | The eee oe | 

Hard Cash, Margaret and Elizabeth. | 

Peg Woffington. Sebastian. 

eae aoe Heart Salvage. 
riffit unt. 

Put Yourself in His Place. Ro BY SERGE R, SIMS, 

The Double Marriage. The Ring o° ’ Belle ‘ 

ee Love Me Long. Mary Jane’s Memoirs, 


Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. 
Dramas of Life. 
Tinkletop’s Crime. 


The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobiography of a Thief. 


A Ternble Temptation. ; f 
Tne Wandering Heir. ge e et gs Story. 
A Simpleton. y two Wives. 


A Woman-Hater. BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY, 


Singleheart and Doubleface. | A Match in the Dark. 
rood Bierics of Men, &c, BY HAWLEY SMART. —, 
4 Pe vilow a Soezak: Without Love or Licence. 
Readiana. Th Bs TW, arent k 
e steries of Heron Dyke. 

BY MRS, J, H RIDDELL, | the Golden Hoop 
Her Mother’s Darling. By Devious Ways. 
The Uninhabited House, Hoodwinked. 
Weird Stories. Back to Life, 
Fairy Water, The Loudwater Tragedy. 


Prince Wales's Garden Party. 
Mystery in Palace Gardens. 
The Nun's Curse. 


Burgo’s Romance. 


BY R. A, STERNDALE, 


Idle Tales. The Afghan Knife. 

BY AMELIE RIVES, BY R, LOUIS, STEVENSON. 
Barbara Dering. P ahs w Ar iver 

BY F, W. ROBINSON, ¥ BER A 
Women are Strange. BY BERTHA THOMAS, 
The Hards of Justice. aU ga 

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN, | Cressida. 

Fkippers and Shellbacks, 


Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. 
Echools and Scholars. 


BY W. CLARK RUSSELL, 
Round the Galley Fire, 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch, 
A Voyage to the Cape 
A Book for the Hammock 
Mystery of the ‘ Ocean Star.’ 
Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 


BY WALTER THORNBURY, 
Ta (7) 
Old Stories Re-told. 


The Way We Live Now. 

Mr, Scarborough’s Family. 
The Golden Lion of Granpére. 
The American Senator. 

Frau Frohmann, 

Marion Fay. 


An Ocean Tragedy. Kept in the Dark. 
My Shipmate Louire, The Land-Leaguers, 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. | John Caldigate. 


TWO-SHILLING POPULAR. ZN 


r the Marines. | 


BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE, | 


| 





‘a Prost 
Like Lp ony i 
BY 7, ADOLPHUS prt Hy 
Diamond Cut Diamond. 
Rares d: 1 TROWBRIDGE, 
BY IVAN TURGEMIEFF, &c. 


Stories from Foreign Novels. 


BY MARK TWAIN, 

Tom Sawyer. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
The Stolen White Elephant. 
Pleasure Trip on Continent. 
The Gilded Age. 
Huckleberry Finn. 
Life on the Mississippi, 
The Prince and the Pauper. 
Mark Twain’s Sketches, 
A Yankee at the QCourt of 

King Arthur. 


BY SARAH TYTLER, 
Noblesse Oblige. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline, 
The Huguenot Family, 
What She Came Through, 
Beauty and the Beast. 
The Bride’s Pass. 
Saint Mungo's City. 
Disappeared. 
Lady Bell. 
Buried Diamonds, 
The Blackhall Ghosts, 
BY C. C, ' 
Mistress J st RISER “TYTLER 
BY ARTEMUS WARD, 
Artemus Ward Complete. 
BY AARON WATSON AND 
LILLIAS WASSERMANN, 
The Marquis of Carabaa, 


aoBe tLe WESTALL, 


av MS i A WILLIAMSON 


BY J, S. WINT 
Cavalry Life. - ATER, 
Regimental Legends, 

BY H. F, WOOD, 
Passenger from Scotland Yard, 
Englishman of the Rue Osin, 


BY LADY WOOD, 
Sabina. 
BY CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY, 
Rachel Armstrong. 


BY EDMUND YATES, 
Castaway. 
The Forlorn Hope. 
Land at Last. 


London: CHATTO & WINDUS, 214 Precadilly, W. 


| April, 1894 





A ‘ist of Books publianen by 
CHATTO & WINDUS 


214, Piccadilly, London, W. 
A8OUT.—THE FELLAH: An Egyptian Novel. By Epmonp AxzourT, 


Translated by Sir RANDAL RogErtTSs Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3m. 


ADAMS (W. DAVENPORT), WORKS BY. 
A DICTIONARY OF THE DRA A: : The Plays, Blay ew oghte, Players, and Playhouses 
of the United Kingdom and America. Cr. 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 6d. [ Preparing. 
__QUIPS AND QUIDDITIES. Selected i by W. D. Apams. Post 8vo, , cloth limp, ‘Ss. 6d. 


AGONY COLUMN ¢ (T HE) OF “THE TIMES,” from 1800 to 1870, 


Edited, with an Introduction, by ALick Cray. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 


AIDE HAMILTON ds WORKS seer Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘@s. each, 
CARR OF CARRLYON. CONFIDENCES. 


ALBERT.—BROOKE FINCHLEY’S DAUGHTER. By Mary ALBeEnrr. 
Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s.3 cloth limp, Za. Gd. 


ALDEN.—A LOST SOUL. By W. L. AtpeN. Feap 8vo, cl bds , Ss. Ga. 
ALEXANDER (MRS. J, NC NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, yee aC 
"MAID, WIFE, OR WIDOW? |__| WALERIE’S FATE, 
ALLEN (F. M.).—GREEN AS GRASS. By F. M. ALLen. Author >» 
“Through Green Glasses’ Frontispiece by J. SMyTH. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex, dm. Gd. 
ALLEN (GRANT), WORKS BY, Crown svo, cloth extra, 6s. cc oS 
THE EVOLUTIONIST AT LARGE. | COLIN CLOUT’S CALENDAR. 
POST-PRANDIAL PHILOSOPHY. Crown bvo, linen, 3s. 6d. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, = 6a. each post t 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each, 









































PHILISTIA. N ALL SHADE DUMARESQ’S DAUGHTER, 
BABYLON. THE DEYIL’S awe. THE DUCHESS OF 
STRANGE STORIBS, | THIS MORTAL COIL. POWYSLAND. 


BEOKONING HAND. THE TENTS OF SHEM. | BLOOD ROYAL. 
FOR MAIMIE’S SAKE.| THE GREAT TABOO. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $8. Gd. each. 
IVAN GREET’S MASTERPIECE, &c, With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L. Woon. 
THE SCALLYWAG. With a Frontispiece. 
DR. PALLISER’S PATIENT. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, Is. Gd. 


ARCHITECTURAL STYLES, A HANDBOOK OF. By A. Rosencar- 


ten, Translated by W. CoLLtett-SanpDars, With 639 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cl ex., 7s. 6d. 


ART (THE) OF AMUSING: A Collection of Graceful Arts, Gamrs, 
Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades, By Frank BeLiew. 300IIlusts Cr, 8vo,cl ex., 4a.6d. 
LESTER), WORKS BY. 
THE habe eyes ADYENTU ES OF PHRA THE PHOENICIAN. With 72 Illusts 
by Paacet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gd.; post 8vo, illust. boards, Js. 
THE DONBTABLE OF ST. NICHOLAS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY Woop. 
Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
BIRD LIFE IN ENGLAND. Crown &vo, cloth ext | extra, Gs. 


ARTEMUS WARD’S WORKS. With Portrait and Facsimile. Crown 


- 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d.—Also a Popuar Epirion, post 8vo, picture boards, Ge. 
SHE GENIAL SHOWMAN: Life and Adventures of ARTEMUS Warp. By Epwars 
P, Hineston. With a Frontispiece, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 








2 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


ASHTON (J QHN) WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, Gd. each. 
HISTORY OF THE CHAP-BOOKS OF THE 48th CENTURY, With 334 Ilusts. 
SOGIAL LIFE IN THE REIGN OF QUEEN ANNE. With 8s Llcatrations. 
HUMOUR, WIT, AND SATIRE OF SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 82 Illusts. 
ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRBT. 1:5 Illusts, 
MODERN STREET BALLADS. With 57 Illustrations. 


BACTERIA, YEAST FUNGI, AND ALLIED SPECIES, A SYNOPSIS 


OF. By W.B. Grove, B.A. With 87 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. Gal. 


BARDSLEY (REY. C. W.), WORKS BY. 
ENGLISH SURNAMES: Their Sources and Significations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, Ya. 6d. 
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


BARING GOULD (S., Author of “John Herring,” &c.), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, :3«. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. each. 
RED SPIDER. | EVE. 


BARR (ROBERT: LUKE SHARP), STORIES BY. Cr. 8vo, cl., 34. 6d. ca. 
IN A STEAMER CHAIR. With Frontispiece and Vignette by DeEmain HAMMOND, 
FROM WHOSE BOURNE, &c. With 47 Illustrations, 


BARRETT (FRANK, Author of ‘* Lady Biddy Fane,”) NOVELS BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, Sa. Gd. each. 

















FETTERED FOR LIFE. A PRODIGAL’S PROGRESS. 
THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH. JOHN FORD; and HIS HELPMATE. 
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH. A RECOILING VENGEANCE. 


FOLLY aU DAYIE.| LIEUT.BARNABAS. | FOUND GUILTY. 
LITTLE LADY LINTON. FOR LOVE AND HONOUR. 
THE WOMAN OF THE JRON BRACELETS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 


BEACONSFIELD, LORD. By ‘. P. O'Connor, M.P. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 5s, 
BEAUCHAMP.—GRANTLEY GRANGE: A Novel, By SHELSLEY 


Braucuamp, Post 8vo, illustiated boards, 2m. 


BEAUTIFUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS: A Gathering from 


the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel. Imperial ato, cloth extra, gilt edges, Bila. 


BECHSTEIN.—AS PRETTY AS SEVEN, and other German Stories. 


Collected by Lupwie BecustTEIn. With Additional Tales by the Brothers Grimm, 
and 08 IJlustrations by RicuterR. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. Gd.3 gilt edges, 7s. Gd. 


BEERBOHM.—WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA; or, Life among the 


Ostrich Hunters. By Jurius Berrsoum. With lusts, Cr. 8vo,cl. extra, 3a. Gd. 


BENNETT (W. C., LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp. 3s. each, 
A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILORS, 


BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS BY. 

Cr. 8vo, cl, ex,, 38. Gd. each; post bvo, illust. bds., Ss, each: cl. limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by Frep, BARNARD. 
THE CAPTAINS’ ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER, 

ALL IN A GARDEN FAIR. With 6 Illustrations by Harry FURNISS, 
DOROTHY FORSTER, With Frontispiece by CuHarLes GREEN, 
BH GED WENT FoRY Wane ren, CHLOHEN OF OIPEON 
EN. Withr2 Iu i ; 
PO HINGE PAEEDOMS WatetSQ 4" pomenaa ona, wane 
‘ ith Illustrations by A. Forestier and F, Wanpy 

TO CALL HER MINE, &c. With g Illustrations by A, . ; 
THE BELL OF BT, PAUL'S, acaba 
THE HOLY ROSE, &c. With Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. 
ARMOREL OF LYONESSE: A Romance of o-day, With 12 Illusts, by F, BARNARD 
ST. KATHERINE’S BY THE TOWER, With 12 page Illustrations by C. Gramm 
VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHANOTIS, &. | THE IVORY GATE: A Novel, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 34. 6d. each. 
THE REBEL QUEEN. - | _IN DEACON’S ORDERS. (Shoxély, 
FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Plates and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sx, 


THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. i 

THE ART Or FicrioN. Bony aie ae. 8. With Portrait, Cr. 8vo, cl, extra, Gm. 
: th 124 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18 

SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON. Frontispiece. Crown Bvo, Trish Linen, 3s. 6d. 

GASPARD DE COLIGNY. Witha Portrait. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, $s. Gd. 


WALTER BESANT: A Study, By Joun Unpernice, Cr, 8vo, linen, Gas [Shortly 
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BESANT (WALTER) AND JAMES RICE, NOVELS BY. 


Cr. 8vo, cl. ex.. 3s. Gd. each ; post Syo, illust. bds., Ss. each; cl. limp, Ss. @d. each. 





READY-MONEY MORTIBOY. BY CELIA’S ARBOUR. 

MY LITTLE GIRL. THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET, 
WITH HARP AND CROWN, THE SEAMY SIDE. 

THIS SON OF VULCAN. THE CASE OF MR. LUCRAFT, &c. 
THE GOLDEN BUTTERFLY. "TWAS IN TRAFALGAR’S BAY, &c, 
THE MONKS OF THELEMA. THE TEN YEARS’ TENANT, &c. 


*,* There is also a LIBRARY EDITION of the above Twelve Volumos, handsomely 
set in new type, on a large crown 8vo page, and bound in cloth extra. Gs. each. 


BEWICK (THOMAS) AND HIS PUPILS, By Austin Dosson, With 


95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 








BIERCE.—IN THE MIDST OF LIFE: Tales of Soldiers and Civilians, 


By Amprose Bierce. Crown dvo, cloth extra, 6.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, nx, 


BLACKBURN’S (HENRY) ART HANDBOOKS. 
ACADEMY NOTES, separate years, from 1875-1887, 1889-1892, each fa. 
ACADEMY NOTES, 1893. With Illustrations. Is. 
ACADEMY NOTES, 1875-79. Complete in One Vol., with 600 IIlusts. Cloth limp, 6s. 
ACADEMY NOTES, 1880-84. Complete in One Vol, with zoolllusts Cloth limp, 6s. 
JGROSVENOR NOTES, 1877. Gd. 
GROSVENOR NOTES, separate years, from 1878 to 1890, each Is. 
GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I., 1877-82. With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s, 
GROSVENOR NOTES, Vol. I1., 1883-87, With 300 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 6s, 
GROSVYENOR NOTES, Vol. ITI., 1888-90. With 230 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s, Gd. 
THE NEW GALLERY, 1888-1892. Wiuth numerous Illustrations, each Is. 
THE NEW GALLERY, 1893. With Ilustrations. Is. 
THE NEW GALLERY, Vol. I., 1888-1892. With 250 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6+, 
ENGLISH PICTURES AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 114 Illustrations. Is. 
OLD MASTERS AT THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 128 Illustrations. Ia. Ga. 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE TO THE NATIONAL GALLERY. 242 Illusts.cl., 3s. 


THE PARIS SALON, 1893. With Facsimile Sketches. Js. 
THE PARIS SOCIETY OF FINE ARTS, 1893, With Sketches. 3a. 6d. 


BLAKE (WILLIAM) : India-proof Etchings from his Works by WiLLIaAM 
BELu Seort. With descriptive Text. Folio, half-bound boards, 2s. 


BLIND (MATHILDE). Poems by, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s, cach, 
THE ASCENT OF MAN. 
DRAMAS IN MINIATURE, With a Frontispiece by Forp Mapnox Brown, 
SONGS AND SONNETS. ['cap. 8vo, vellum and gold. 


BOURNE (H. R. FOX), WORKS BY. 
ENGLISH MERCHANTS: Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Com- 
merce. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd, 
ENGLISH NEWSPAPERS: The History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo,cl., 23a, 
THE OTHER SIDE OF THE EMIN PAS RELIEF EXPEDITION. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
BOWERS.—LEAVES FROM A HUNTING JOURNAL. By Georce 
___ Bowsers. Oblong folio, half-bound, 21s. 

BOYLE (FREDERICK), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 
- CHRONICLES OF NO-MAN’S LAND. |. CAMP NOTES. | SAVAGE LIFE. 
BRAND’S OBSERVATIONS ON POPULAR ANTIQUITIES; chiefly 
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With 
the Additions of Sir Henry E.tis, and I}lustrations. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


BREWER (REV. DR.), WORKS BY. 
THE READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES, Fifteenth Thousand. Ciown &vo, cloth extra, 7a. Od. 
AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES: Being the Appendices to 
‘* The Reader's Handbook,” separately printed. Crown 8vo, clothlimp, 2m. 
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ys. Gd. 


BREWSTER (SIR DAVID ’ WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cl. ex., 48. Gd. each, 
MORE WORLDS THAN ONE: Creed of Philosopher and Hope of Christian. Plates, 
THE MARTYRS OF SCIENCE: GatiLeo,Tycuo Brang, and Kepuer. With Portraits 
LETTERS ON NATURAL MAGIC. With numerous Illustrations. 

BRILLAT-SAVARIN.—GASTRONOMY AS A FINE ART. By Briztat- 
SavaRIN, Translated by R, E. ANDERSON, M.A, Post 8vo, half-bound, 





























4 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


BRET HARTE, WORKS BY. 
LIBRARY EDITION. In Seven Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. each. 

BRET HARTE’S COLLECTED WORKS. Arrangedand Revised by the Author, 
Vol. 1. CompLeTe PogTricaL AND Dramatic Works. With Steel Portrait. 
Vol. II. Lucx or Roartnc CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEGENDS, 
Vol. ITI. TaLces oF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES. 

Vol. IV. GapriEL Conroy. | Vol. V. Stortzss—Conprensep Novets, &c. 

Vol. VI. TALES oF THE Paciric SLopE. 

Vol. VII, TaLes oF THE PaciFic SLope—II. With Portrait by Joun Parris, R.A, 
Vol.VIII. Sarty Dows, &c. [s 


THE SELECT WORKS OF BRET HARTE, in Proseand Poetry With Introducto 
Essay b i: M. BELLEw, Portrait of Author, and 50 Illusts. Cr.8vo, cl. ex., 78. Ode 
BRET HART °S POETICAL WORKS. Hand-made paper & buckram. Cr.8vo, 48.64. 
THE QUEEN OF THE PIRATE ISLE. With 28 original Drawings by Kate 
GREENAWAY, reproduced in Colours by EpMunp Evans. Small 4to,cloth, Ss. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
A WAIF OF THE PLAINS. With 60 Illustrations by Stantey L. Woop. 
A WARD OF THE GOLDEN GATE. Wise Illustrations by STaNLEY L, Woop. 
A SAPPHO OF GREEN SPRINGS, &c. With Two Illustrations by Hume Nisset. 
COLONEL STARBOTTLE’S CLIENT, AND SOME OTHER PEOPLE. With a 
Frontispiece by Frep. BARNARD. 
SUSY: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
SALLY DOWS, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D, Atmonn, &c. 
A PROTECEE OF JACK HAMLIN’S. With 26 Illustrations by W. Smatt, &c, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. each. 


GABRIEL CONROY. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP, &c. 
AN HEIRESS OF RED DOG, &c. _ CALIFORNIAN STORIES. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 
FLIP. | MARUJA. | A PHYLLIS OF THE SIERRAB. 
Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Is, each. 
SNOW-BOUND AT EAGLE’S. | JEFF BRIGGS’S LOVE STORY. 


BRYDGES.—UNCLE SAM AT HOME. By Harorp Brypcgs. Post 


“vq, illustrated boards, Ya. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


BUCHANAN’S (ROBERT) WORKS. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 


SELECTED POEMS OF ROBERT BUCHANAN. With Frontispiece by T. Dauziet. 
THE EARTHQUAKE: or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 


THE CITY OF DREAM: An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. Macnas. 

THE WANDERING JEW: A Christmas Carol. Second Edition. 

THE OUTCAST: A Rhyme for the Time. With 15 Illustrations by Rupo.ty Brinn, 
Peter Macnas, and Hume Nisset. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 

ROBERT BUCHANAN’S COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. With Steel-plate Por- 
trait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. each. 

THE SHADOW OF THE SWORD. LOVE ME FOR EVER. Frontispiece. 

A CHILD OF NATURE, Frontispiece. | ANNAN WATER. | FOXGLOVE MANOR, 

GOD AND THE MAN. With11 Illue | THE NEW ABELARD. 


trations by Frep. BARNARD. MATT: A Story of a Caravan. Front. 
THE MARTYRDOM OF MADELINE. | THE MASTER OF THE MINE. Front. 
With Frontispiece by A. W. Cooper, | THE HEIR OF LINNE. 


WOMAN AND THE MAN. _Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 
BURTON (CAPTAIN).—THE BOOK OF THE SWORD. By RicHarp 
__F. Burton. With over 4oo Illustrations. Demy 4to, cloth extra, 32s. 
BURTON ERT). fi 
THE ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY: A New Edition, with translations of the 
Classical Extracts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d. 
MELANCHOLY ANATOMISED Being an Abridgment, for popular use, of Burton's 
ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Post fv, cloth limp, 9s. ga 
CAINE ( . HALL) NOVELS BY. Crown &vo, cloth extra, Bs. Gd. each; 
t 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. each; cloth limp, 2s, Gd. each. 

SHADOW OF A CRIME. | A SON OF HAGAR, | THE DEEMBTER, 
CAMER (CO ANDER).—THE CRUISE OF THE “BLACK 
PRINCE” PRIVATEER. By V. Loverr Cameron, R.N. Post8vo, boards, 2s. 
CAMERON (MRS. H. LOVETT), NOVELS BY. Postsvo, illust. bds., Sm-each, 

JULIET’S GUARDIAN, | DECEIYERS EVER, 
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CARLYLE (THOMAS) ON THE CHOICE OF BOOKS. With Life 


SHEPHERD, and Three IJlustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, Is. 6d, 
CORRESPONDENGE OF THOMAS CARLYLE AND R. W. EME RSOK, 1834 to 1872. 
Edited by C. E. Norton, With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 94s. 


CARLYLE (JANE WELSH), LIFE OF, By Mrs. ALEXANDER IRELAND, 


With Portrait ana Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


a re ey 

CHAPMAN’S (GEORGE) WORKS. Vol. 1. contains the Plays complete, 
including the doubtful ones. Vol. 1I., the Poems and Minor Translations, with an 
Introductory Essay by ALGERNON CHARLES SwiInBuRNE. Vol, III., the Translations 
of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 


CHATTO “AND JACKSON.—A TREATISE ON WOOD ENGRAVING. 


_By W. A. Cuatro and J. Jacxson. With 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, bf.-bd,, 38s. 


CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawes. 


With 8 Colanred Plates and 30 Woodcuts, Small gto, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
CHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. By Mrs. H R, Haweis. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, Se. Gd. 


CLARE.—FOR THE LOVE OF A LASS: A Tale of Tynedale. By 


AusTIN CLARE. Post 8vo, picture boards, ‘2s. 3 3; cloth 1 limp, 2s. 6d. 


CLIVE (MRS. ARCHER), ae BY, Post 8vo, illust. boards 2a, each. 
PAUL FERROLL. WHY PAUL FERROLL KILLED HIS WIFE. 


CLODD.—MYTHS AND DREAMS: By Epwarp C opp, F.R.A.S, 


Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


COBBAN (J. MACLAREN), NOVELS BY. 
THE CURE OF SOULS. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs. 
THE RED SULTAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 
THE BURDEN OF ISABEL. Three Vols, crown 8vo, 


COLEMAN ( (JO) JOHN), WORKS BY. 
PLAYERS PLAYWRIGHTS 1 HAVE KNOWN. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth, 94a. 


CURLY: An ae s Story. With 2r Illusts. by J. C. Doriman. Cr, 'Bvo, cl. . As. 6d. 
COLERIDGE.—THE SEVEN SLEEPERS OF EPHESUS. By M. E. 


CoLeripGE. Feap. 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 


COLLINS (C. ALLSTON). —THE BAR SINISTER, Post 8vo, 2s, __ 
COLLINS (MORTIMER AND FRANCES), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9a. each, 
FROM MIDNIGHT TO MIDNIGHT. | BLACKSMITH AND SCHOLAR. 
TRANSMIGRATION. | YOU PLAY ME FALSE. | A YILLAGE COMEDY. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each 
SWEET ANNE PAGE. | FIGHT WITH FORTUNE. | SWEET & TWENTY. | FRANCES, 


COLLINS (WILKIE), NOVELS BY. 
Cr, 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. Gd. each ; post 8vo, illust. bds,, Ss. each; cl. limp, 2s. Gd. each, 
ANTONINA. With a Frontispiece by Sir Joun Givpert, R.A. 
BASIL. Illustrated by Sir Joun Grusert, R.A., and J. MAHONEY, 
HIDE AND SEEK. [Illustrated by Sir oun Givsert, R.A,, and J, MAHONEY. 
AFTER DARK. Illustrations by A. B. Houcuton. | THE TWO DESTINIES, 
THE DEAD SEORET. With a Frontispiece by Sir he GILBERT, R.A. 
UEEN OF HEARTS. With a Frontispiece by Sir Joun GILBERT, R.A, 
HE WOMAN IN WHITE. With Illusts. by Sir J. Girsrrt, R.A., and F, A. Fraser, 
NO NAME. With Illustrations by ae E, Miuvals, R.A., and A. W. Cooper. 
MY MISCELLANIES. Witha sane ate Portrait of WILKIE Co.uins. 
ARMADALE. With Illustrations by G. H. Tuomas. 
THE MOONSTONE. With Illustrations by G. Du Maurrerand F. A. Fraser. 
MAN AND WIFE. With Illustrations by WILLIAM SMALL. 
POOR MISS FINCH. [Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and Eowarp Huacues, 
MI88 OR MRS.? With Illusts. by S. L. Firpgs, R.A., and Henry Woops, A.R.A, 
THE NEW MAGDALEN. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and C, S. REINHARDT. 
THE FROZEN DEEP. Illustrated by G. Du Maurier and J, MAHONEY. 
THE LAW AND THE LADY. Illusts. by S. L. Firpes, R.A., and Sypney Hatt. 
THE HAUNTED HOTEL, Illustrated by ARTHUR Hopkins 
THE FALLEN LEAVES. | HEART AND SCIENCE. - THE EVIL GENIUS, 
ZEBEL’S DAUGHTER. | “I SAY NO.” LITTLE NOVELS. 
THE BLACK ROBE. A ROGUE’S LIFE. THE LEGACY OF CAIRN, 
BLIND LOYE. With Preface by WaLteR Besant, and Ilusts. by A. FoRESTIER. 






























CE : 80 
TRATIONS OF TENNYSON. ae 8vo, cloth extra, Ga. 
JONATHAN SWIFT : A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sa. 


6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


COLMAN’S (GEORGE) HUMOROUS WORKS: “ Broad Grins,” ‘‘ My 
. Nightgown and Shippers,” &c. With Life and Frontis. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, Ya. Gd. 


COLQUHOUN.—EVERY INCH A SOLDIER: A Novel, By M. J. 


Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 3s. 


CONVALESCENT COOKERY: A Family Handbook. By CATHERINE 


yan. Crown 8vo, la.3 cloth limp, Is. 6d. 


CONWAY (MONCURE D.), WORKS BY. 
DEMONOLOGY AND DEVIL-LORE. 65 Illustrations. Two Vols., 8vo, cloth Qa, 
A WECKLACE OF STORIES. 25 Illusts. ee . Hennessy. Sq, 8vo, cloth, Gs. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON’S RULES OF CIVILITY. Fcap. 8vo, Jap. vellum, 2s. Gd. 


COOK (DUTTON), NOVELS BY. 
PAUL FOSTER’S DAUGHTER. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 3s. Gd.; post 8vo, illust. boards, ‘2s, 
LEO. Post 8vo, illustrated boaids, 2x, 


COOPER (EDWARD H.)—GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 8vo, 3s, 6d. 


CORNWALL.—POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG- 
LAND; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall, Collected 
by RoBErt Hunt, F.R.S. Two Steel-plates by Gko.CRUIKSHANK. Cr. 8vo, cl., 7s. Gd. 


COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE, By V. Ceciz Cotes. With 


44 Illustrations by F. H, TownsEeNnp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


CRADDOCK.—THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN- 


TAINS. By Cuartes Ecurrt Crappocn. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.; el. inp, 26.6d. 


CRELLIN (H. N.)—THE NAZARENES: A Drama. Crown 8vo, is, 

















CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIR REBEL. By Marr Crim. With 


a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. § post &vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 


CROKER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. Gd. cach; post 


8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. each; cloth limp, Ys. 6d. each. 


PRETTY MISS NEVILLE. DIANA BARRINGTON, 
A BIRD OF PASSAGE. PROPER PRIDE, 
A FAMILY LIKENESS. “TO LET.” 





CRUIKSHANK’S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Szrzzs: 
The First from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND from 1844 to 1253. A Gathering of 
the Best Humour of Tuackrray, Hoon, MayHew, ALBER1 SmitH, A’BECKETT 
Rogert Broucu, &c. With numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts b Crum: 
SHANK, Hine, LANDELLS, &c. Two Vols,, crown 8vo, clotli gilt, ¥s. Gd. each, 

THE LIFE OF GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. By Brancuarp JerRotp. With 84 


Illustrations anda Bibliography. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


CUMMING (C. F. GORDON), WORKS BY. Dem 8vo, cl. ex., Ss, Gal. each, 
IN THE HEBRIDES. With ‘on aaa Facsimile and 2 Illustrations 
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON E INDIAN PLAINS. With 42 Illustrations. 
TWO HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With 28 Illustrations, 


VIA CORNWALL TO EGYPT. With Photogravure Frontis. Demy 80, cl., Ya. Od, 


CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for 
Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. By Joun E. Cussans. With 
408 Woodcuts and 2 Coloured Plates, Fourth edition, revised, crown 8vo, cloth, Ga. 








we. 


CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.8vo,cl ,8s.6d.; post8vo,Lds ,2s. 


DANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. By Gzorcs 
Daniz1, With Illustrations by Ropert CruiKsHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6a. 
DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. Babs 2% 
Daupvet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s, 
DAVIDSON.—MR. SADLER’S DAUGHTERS. By Hucu Coceman 


Davinson. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3B Gd. 


DAVIES (DR, N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY, cr. Bvo0, Is. ea. cl Le. Gd.ea 
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS, 
RMURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatise on Corpuiency, and a Dietary for its Cure, 


AIDS TO LONG LIFE. Crown 8vo, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d, 
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DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THE CHOICE OF A PRO-. 
FESSION FOR THEIR SONS. By F. Davenant, M.A, Post 8vo, Is#.3 cl., de. Gd. 


DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, for the first 


time Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A. B. 
Grosart, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 19a. 


DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH. By Erasmus Dawson, 


__M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3x. Gd. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Zs. 


DE DE GUERIN. —THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN. Edited 


G. S, TREBUTIEN, With a Memoir by Sainte-Beuve. Translated from the 
aan French Edition by Jzssiz P. Froruincuam, Feap, 8vo, half-bound, 8a. 6d. 


DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xavier vz 


Maistre, Translated by Henry ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9s. Gd, 
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DE MILLE.--A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James Dz Mitiz. Witha 


Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $4. Gd.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qa. 


DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF: A Chronicle 


of the Race ror Tue Dersy, from Diomed to Donovan. With Brief Accounts of 
Tue Oaks, By Louis HENRY Curzon. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 8a. 6d 


DERWENT (LEIT H) NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl., 3s.6d. ea.; post 8vo,bds., 3a.ea. 
OUR LADY OF TE RB. | CIRGE’S LOVERS, 


DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a. each, 
SKETCHES BY B | NICHOLAS NICKLEBY, 
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. OLIVER TWIST. 
THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870. With a New Bibliography. 
Edited by RicHarp Herne SHuPHERD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS, By Atrrep Rimmer. With 57 Illustrations 
by C, A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED RIMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, Ya. Gd. 
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DICTIONARIES. 

A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic, By the Rev. 
E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 

THE READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND 
STORIES. By the Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY, 
Fifteenth Thousand, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ya. Gd 

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, ‘WITH THE DATES. Cr, 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

FAMILIAK peua SAYINGS OF "GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana- 

Notes. SAMUEL A, Bent, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extia, 7s. Gd. 

SLANG DICTIONA Y: Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr. 8vo, cl., Gs. Gal. 

WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dictionary. By F. Hays. Cr. 8y0, cl, dbus 

WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Cyrious, Quaint, and Out-ol- 
the-Way Matters. By ELIEZER Epwarps. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gu. Gd. 


DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota- 


tions, from Diderot's “ Le Paradoxe sur le Comédien,” by WALTER HERRIES POLLOCK, 
With a Preface by Henry Irvine. Crown 8vo, parchment, As. Gd. 


DOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS B 
THOMAS BEWICK & HIS puta With 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, ts. 
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN,. With 4 Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6«. 
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Gs.—A 
SECOND Serigs, uniform in size and price, is now in preparation. 


DOBSON (W. T. POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI- 
TIES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 


DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each; cloth limp, ‘3a. 6d. each. 
THE May aOR | WANTED! A DETEOTIVE’S TRIUMPHS. 
CAUGHT AT LA8T IN FHE GRIP OF THE LAW. 
TRACKED AND TAKE EN. FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED. 
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN? | LINK BY LINK. 
SUSPICION AROUSED, 
Crown 8vo, cloth, :3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, boards, Ss. each; cloth, Se. Gd. each. 
"HE MAN FROM MANCHESTER, With e3 Illustrations. 
TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page Illustrations by Gorpon Browne. 


(CONAN).—T 0 L STONE. By A. Conan A 
Doyve, Author of ‘‘ Micah Clarke.” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 








10 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
GERMAN POPULAR STORIES, Collected by the Brothers Grimm 


and Translated by Epaar TayLor, With Int:oduction by Jonn Rusxtn, and 22 Steel 
Plates after Gzorae CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. Gd.: gilt edges, 7s. Gd. 


GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 
Crown évo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Ss. each, 
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM, | THE GOLDEN SHAFT. 
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. OF HIGH DEGREE, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
THE DEAD HEART. IN LOVE AND WAR. 
FOR LACK OF GOLD. A HEART’S PROBLEM. 
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? BY MEAD AND STREAM. 
FOR THE KING.| A HARD KNOT. | THE BRAES OF YARROW. 
UEEN OF THE MEADOW. FANCY FREE. | IN HONOUR BOUND. 
PASTURES GREEN. HEART’S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY. 
GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo, 4s, ; cl, 1s. 6d. 


GILBERT WILLIAM ’ NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qs. each. 
DR. AUSTIN’S GUESTS. | JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. 
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN. 

GILBERT (W. S.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 2s. 6d. each. 

The First Series contains: The Wicked Wve pe naion and Galatea— 
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Tiuth—Trial by Jury. 


The Seconn Series: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan’l 
Druce—Tom Cobb—H M.S, “ Pinafore ''"—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance. 
EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. Gitsert. Containing: 
The Sorceier—H.M.S. “ Pinafore’’—Puates of Penzance—Iolanthe—Patience— 
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 8a. Gd. 
THE “GILBERT AND SULLIVAN” BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every 
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. Gitbzrt set to Music by Sir A. 
SULLIVAN Compiled by ALEx. Watson. Royal r6mo, Jap, leather, 2a. Gd. 


GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY. 
Crown &vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With 2 Illusts. 
THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland. With 2 Illusts. by Iiumz NIsBET. 


A FAIR COLONIST. Witha Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, $a. 6d 


GLENNY.—A YEAR’S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE: 
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the lt lower, Fruit, 
and Frame Garden. By Grorcr Guenny Post 8vo, Is. cloth lunp, is. Gd, 


GODWIN.—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By Wittiam Gop- 


win. Post 8vo, cloth luinp, > oe _ hy ote 
GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An Encyclopedia of 
QUOTATIONS. Edited by Ti ODORF TAYLOR, _ Clown 8va, cloth gilt, 7. Gd. = 
GOODMAN.—THE FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. by 1. J Guop- 
MAN, Author of ‘Too Curious.” Crown 8vo, cloth, 5a. Gd. 8 _ 
GOWING.—FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE: A Midwinter 
Journey Across S‘beria. By Lione, F. Gowrnc. With 30 Illustrations by C. J, 
UrFn, anda Map by E. Wetrer, _Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 
GRAHAM.—THE PROFESSOR’S WIFE: A Story By Leonarp 
GRAHAM. Fcap, 8vo, picture cover, is, anne ee 
GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from 


Antique Monuments. By Ernst Guni and W. Koner. Edited by Dr. F. Huerrer, 
With 545 lllustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Gd. 


OOD (JAMES), WORKS BY. Cr. gvo, cloth extra, Be, 6d 
THE WILDS OF LONDON. __ | LOW-LIFE DEEPS. oe 
GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY: 
NIKANOER. Translated by Exiza E, Cuasz. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, Gs. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. 
_ ANOBLE WOMAN. Crown 5vo, cloth extra, Sa. $ post 8vo. illustrated boards, 2s. 
GRIFFITH.—CORINTHIA MARAZION: A Novel. By Crcit Grir- 
Firm, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


GRUNDY.—THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY: A Passage in the Life of 


8 Young Man. By Sypnzy Grunpy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss Gd, 
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P{ABBERTON (JOHN, Author of ‘' Helen's Babies"), NOVELS BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards Ss. each, cloth hmp, 2s. Gd. each, 
BRUETON’S BAYOU. | COUNTRY LUCK. 


HAIR, THE: Its [reatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans- 


lated from the Gérman of Dr J. Pincus Crown 8vo Is.¢ cloth, Is. 6d. 


HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POEMS BY. cr 8vo, cl ex Gs. each 
NEW SYMBOLS. | LEGENDS OF THE MORROW.| THE SERPENT PLAY. 
MAIDEN EGSTASY. Smallato cloth extra Sa, 


HALL.—SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs S.C Hacc 


With numerous [lu trations on Steel and Wood af Mac iss, GILBERT, Harveys, and 
GFORGE CRUIKSHANA Medium &vo cloth extra 7". Gd. 


HALLIDAY (ANDR.).—EVERY-DAY PAPERS, Post 8vo, bds, 2s, 
HANDWRITING, THE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over roo Facsimiles 


and Explanat ny [ext By Don l»rix pr SALAMANCA Post 8vo cloth limp ‘2s, Ge. 
HANKY-PANKY: Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, dc 
kdited by W H Cremtrr With 200 Jilu trations Crown 8vo cloth extra 4a, Gf. 


HARDY (LADY DOUFFUS).— PAUL WYNTER’S SACRIFICE. 2s. 


HARDY (THOMAS).— UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By 
Tuomas Iiarpy, Author ot less ? With Portrait and rg Illustrations Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra 3a. Gd.3$ post 8vo illu trate 1 boirds Qa.3 cloth limp 2s. Gad. 


HARPER (CHARLES G.), WORKS BY. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. each 
THE BRIGHTON ROAD With Photogravar Trontispiece and go Illustrations 
FROM PADDINGTON TO PENZANCL. Che hec 1 lofaSummer [ramp 1og Illusts 


HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J Berwick Ilarwoop Post 


8vo illustrated boards ‘2s. 


HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square 8vo cloth extra 6. each 
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and gr Illustration 
THE ART OF DECORATION. With Colowed Frontispiece and 74 Ilustrati ons 
THE ART OF DRESS. With 32 Illustrations Post 8vo fa.3 cloth, Us. Gf. 
CGCHAUCER FOR SCHOOLS. Demy 8vo cloth limp 2s, Get. 
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. 38 Iilnsts ($ Colomei) Sim 4to,cl extra 3a Od. 


HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,M.A.). -AMERIGAN HUMORISTS : Wasuine ron 
IRviNG OLIvrrR WrNDELI HoLMFs JAMFS RussuLL J owryL, ARTEMUS Warp, 
MARK Twain 1nd Pret Harte Thid Fdition Crown &8vo clothextra Ga, 
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HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel. By 


Hawcey SMART Crown 8vo cloth extri $s. Gd. post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2m. 


HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HOME.” By Naisann i Hawruorne, 
Annotated with Passares from the Authors Note book and Illustrated with 31 
Photogravures Two Vols crown 8v> buchram gilt top, 15s, 


HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra 3e. Gd. each, post 8vo illustrated boards, 2s each 




















GARTH. | ELLICE QUENTIN. BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST. 

SEBASTIAN STROME. DAYID POINDEXTER. 

FORTUNE’S FOOL. aoe THE SPECTRE OF TITE CAMERA, 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards Qs. each 

MISS CADOGNA. | LOVE—OR A NAME. 


MRS. GAINSBOROUGH’S DIAMONDS. Fcap 8vo illustrated cover, Ra, 
HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE. 
_ _By Francis Grorcr Hratn Crown 8vo clothestri gilt edges, G«,. 

HELPS SIR ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Post 8vo cloth limp, @s. Gd. each 

ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS. | SOCIAL PRESSURE. 

_IWAN DE BIRON: A Novel Cr 8vo cl extra, Be. Gd. post 8vo,illust bds , Qs. 
HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel. By Isaac HENDERsOn, 
( rown 8vo cloth extra 3s. 6d. 
HENTY (G. A.), NOVELS BY. 
RUJUBTHE JUGGLER. 8 Illusts by Stanrey L Woop. Cr 8vo, cloth gilt, Ss. 
@OROTHY’S DOUBLE. Three Vols crown 8vo, 


HERMAN.—A LEADING LADY. By Henry Herman, joint-Author 


ot The Bishops’ Bible." Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3se3 cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 


14 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


KNIGHT. —THE PATIENT’S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most 
Benefit from Medical Advice By Wiuiiam Knicut, MRCS, and Epwarp 
Knicut, L RC P, Crown 8vo 8.3 clothlimp Is. 6d. 


KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 


Edited with an Introduction by the Margugss of Lorne, K T Cr 8vo cl ex Gn. 


LAMB'S (CHARLES COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, 
including “ Poetry for Children” and “Prince Do1us ' Edited, with Notes and 
Introduction, by R H SnepxHerpd With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page 
of the ' Essayon Roast Pig’ Crown 8vo, half bound @«. Gd. 

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. fost 8vo printed on laid paper and halt bound 2s. 

LITTLE ESSAYS. Sketches and Characters by CHARLES Lams selected {rom his 
Letters by Percy FitzcgeraLp Post 8vo, cloth ump 2s. 6d. 

1HE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB, With Introduction and N tes 
by Branprr MATTHEWS, and Steel plate Portrait Fcap 8vo hf bd ‘2s. Ga. 


LANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS- 
PEARE, &c betore Sir THomas Lucy touching Deer stealing 19th September 1582 
To which 1s added A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with the 
Earl of Essex touching the State of Ireland 1595 By WaLreR SAvaGE LANDOoR, 
Fcap 8vo half Roxburghe 2s, 6d. 


LANE.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in 
England 1HE ARABIAN NIGHTS’ ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the 
Arabic with Notcs by Epwarp Wituiam Lane Illustrated by many hundret 
Engravings from Designs by Harvey Edited by Epwarp Stantey Pootr Witha 
Preface by Stantry J ang Pooue Three Vols demy 8vo cloth extra, 7s. Gd. eich 


LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY. 
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts Cr 8vo c! extra 3a, Gd. 
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY. Post 8vo, laid paper half bound 2, 


Post 8vo cloth linp 2s, 6a. each 
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. { THEATRICAL ANECDOTES. 


LEHMANN.—HARRY FLUDYER AT CAMBRIDGE, By k © tun 


MANN Post 8vo &@wm.3 cloth Is. @d. 


LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY. 
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Piinted on hind made piper bound in buckram 5», 
JEUX D’ESPRIT. Edite! by HrnryS Lrrcu Post 8vo clot! lun; 2s. Gd. 


LEYS(TOHN) —THE LINDSAYS:AKomance Post 8vo illust bds 2s, 
LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Post 8vo cloth limp ‘és, Gd. e1wh 





























WITCH STORIES. | OURSELVES LCssayvs on Women 
Crown 8vo cloth extra ‘Ba. Gd. each, post 8vo ilustrited beards 2s, each 

PATRICIA KEMBALL. | IONE. UNDER WHICH LORD? 

ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. | “MY LOVE!” | SOWING THE WIND, 

THE WORLD WELL LOST. PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miser. 


Post 8vo illustrated boards ‘2, each 
THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY. | WITH A BILKEN THRCAD, 
THE ONE TOO MANY Three Vols crown 8vo 


FREESHOOTING : Extracts from Works of Mrs L Linton Post 8vo cl] 2a Gad. 
LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS. Wi3th numcrous Illustrations 


on Steeland Wood Crown 8vo cloth extra Ya. Od. 


LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel. By Hrnry W. Lucy. Crown 


8vo clothextra 3* Gad. post 8vo illustrated boards, ‘a. 
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JWACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY. 
TERESA ITASCA. Crown 8vo cloth extra Is. 
BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Illusts by W J Hennessy Crown 8vo cloth extra_ Gn. 


MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY. 


MR. STRANGER’S SEALED PACKET, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. 
EDNOR WHITLOCK. Crown 8vo cloth extra @#. 


MACDONELL.— QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. Bv Acnes MAcDONELL 


Crown 8vo cloth extra 3” Gel. 3 post 8vo ilustrated boards Qa. 


MACGREGOR. — PASTIMES AND PLAYERS: Notes on Popular 


Gane By Rosrrr Maccresor Post &v>) cloth linn 2a, Od. 


MACKAY.—INTERLUDES AND UNDERTONES; or, Music at Twilight, 


By Cuarves Mackxay,LL D Crown 8vo,cloth extra Gwe. 
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McCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.?.), WORKS BY. 

A HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES, tiom the Accession of Queen Victoria to the 
General Election of 1860. Four Vols, deiiy 8:0, cloth extra, Bis. cach.—Also 
a Poputar Evirion, in Four Vols., crown bvo, cloth extia, @s. each —And a 
ible Evition, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vuis., 
arge crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each, 

A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR OWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, €». 
—Also a CHEAP Popunar Epitron, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vo's, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 


BiSn. each. (Vols. 1. & 11 recacty. 
Cr, &vo, cl. extra +3~. Od, each; post vo, illust. bds., 8s. each: cl limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS, ° MISS MISANTHROPE. 
MY ENEMY’S DAUGHTER. DONNA QUIXOTE. 
A FAIR SAXON. THE COMET OF A SEASON. 
LINLEY ROCHFORD. MAID OF ATHENS. 
DEAR LADY DISDAIN. CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, =. Gal. each. 
THE DICTATOR. aechece _RED DIAMONDS. 
“THE RIGHT HONOURABLE.” By Justin McCartny, M.P.,and Mrs.CAMPBELL: 
Pratp, Fourth Edition, Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 6s. 


MeCARTHY (JUSTIN H.), WORKS BY. 
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. Four Vols., 8vo, &2s8.each. [Vols, I. & II. ready, 
AN OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Ciown 8vo, Us.; cloth, Is. Gd, 
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION: Irish History,1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs. 
HAFIZ IN LONDON: Poems. Small $vo,pold cloth, 3s. 6d. 
HARLEQUINADE: Poems. Simall 4to, Japanese vellum, Ss. 
OUR SENSATION NOVEL, Crown 8vo, picture cover, Ix. 3 cloth limp, Is. Gd. 
DOOM! An Atlantic Lpisode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 
DOLLY: A Sketch. Crown &vo, picture cover, Is.3 cloth lunp, Is. 6d. 
LILY LASS: A Romance. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is.§ cloth li np, Is. Gd. 
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persiin Tales. With 2 Photogravures by 

Stanury L. Woop. Two Vols., crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 


MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY. 
WORKS OF FANCY AND IMAGINATION. Ten Vols., cl. extra, gilt edges, 1n cloth 
case, ‘@is. Or the Vols. may be had separately, in grolier cl., at Bs. Gd. each 
Vol, I. Wituin AND WitHout.—TueE Hippen LiFe. 
» Il. Tur Discrptt —Tue Gosre, Womrn.—Book oF SONNFTS —ORGAN SONGS, 
» ILI, Viotrn Soncs.—Sones or THE Days AND NicHTs.—A Book oF DrReAms.— 
ROADSIDE PoEMS —PoEMS ror CHILDREN. 
» IV. PARABLES.—BaLLaps.—ScotTcH SoNnGs. 
» Ve & Vi. Poantastes: A Faerie Romance. | Vol. VII, THe Portenrt. 
» VIET, THe Licht Princess —IT He Grant's Hearr.—SHapows. 
» IX, Cross Purposes.—THE GoLprn Kiy.—THL CarRaAsoyn.—LITTLE DAYLicut 
» &. Tue Cruev Painter.—Tre Wow o’ Rivvexn.—THE CasTLe.—THE Bronny 
Sworps.—THue Gray Wott —Uncr & Corneius. 


POETICAL WORKS OF GEORGE MAODONALD, Collected and arranged by the 
Author 2 vols, crown 8vo, buchiam, B's. 
A THREEFOLD CORD. Edited by Grorce MacDonap. Post 8vo, cloth, ds. 


HEATHER AND SNOW: A Novel. Crown &vo, cloth extra, «, 6d. 


MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER- 
ARY CHARACTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; with Memous — Biographical, Critical 
Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the tormer half o 
the Present Century, by WitiiaM Bares, B.A, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. Gd, 


MACQUOID (MRS. ), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each. 
IN THE ARDENNES. With so Illustrations by THomas R. Macquoip ; 
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BRITTANY. 34 Illustrations, 
THROUGH NORMANDY. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. Macquorp, and a Map, 
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. Macquorp, and a Map. 
sales Foe neem With 67 Illustrations by 1. R. Macguoimp., Square 8vo, 

cloth extra, Gm if noe eee 





a 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qa. each. 
THE EVIL EYE, and other Stories. | LOST ROSE. eee io 
\eAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management: including full Practica) 
Directions, By T. ¢, Hepworth. 10 Hiustrations Cr. 8vo, Is.3 cloth, Is. Gad. 


MAGICIAN’S QWN BOOK, THE: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c, 


Ludited ty W. H. CReMER aoe Ulustrations, Crown 840, cloth extra, 4». Gd. 


16 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
MAGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 


Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, Ss. 


MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY. 
THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 3s.3 cloth limp, 3s. 6d. 
THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivicm on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 3a. 6d. 
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, Ss. 
1S LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown &vo, cloth extra, Gs. 
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6a.§ post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 9a. 


MALLORY’S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of 
King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table, (A Selection.) Edited by B. 
MONTGOMERIE RANKING. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 


MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d. each. 
THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughont 
by the Author, With Lite, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME. With 200 Illusts. by F. A. Fraser, 
MARK TWAIN’S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), ¥s. Gd. cach; post 8vo, illust. boards, Be. each, 
THE INNOCENTS ABROAD; or, New Pilgrim’s Progress. With ae oto 
(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN’S PLEAS TRIP.) 
THE GILDED AGE. By Marx Twain and C. D. Warner. With 212 Illustrations, 

THE ADVENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With 1112 Illustrations. 

A TRAMP ABROAD, With 314 Illustrations. 

THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With rgo Illustrations. 

LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations. 

ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E. W. Kemwsue. 

A YANKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR With 220 Illusts. by Bearp. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 

THE STOLEN WHITE BLEPHANT. | MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT. With 81 Illustrations by Hat Hurst, &c, 

THE £1,000,000 BANK-NOTE, and other New Stories. 

TOM SAWYER ABROAD. Illustrated by DAN BEARD. 

PUDD’NHEAD WILSON. Illustrated by Louis Lozs. [Shortly. 


MARKS (H. S., R.A.), THE RECOLLECTIONS OF. With numerous 


Photogravure and other Illustrations, Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 39a. ([Shortly, 


MARLOWE’S WORKS. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes 


and Introductions, by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


MAKRYAT (FLOREN CE), IN OVELS BY. Post avo, ist, | boards, 3s.each, 


A HARYEST OF WILD 0 | FIGHTING T 
___ OPEN! SESAME! WRITTEN IN FIRE. 
MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the Text of WILLIAM GiFForp. Edited 
by Col. CuNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 


MASTERMAN.—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. By J. 


MASTERMAN. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


MATTHEWS.—A RET OF THE SEA, &c. By BRanDER MatTTHEWs. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s.3 cloth limp, 3a. Gd. 
W.— LONDON CHARACTERS AND 7 ORO THE 
OF LONDON LIFE. By Henry Mayuew. With Illusts. Crown 8vo,cloth, 3s. 6d, 
MEADE (L. T.).—A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. Three Vols. 


MENKEN.— A: Poems by Apaw Isaacs MENKEN. With 
INustrations by F. E. Lummis and F.O.C. Dartgy. Small gto, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 


MERRICK.— . By Leonarp Merrick, 
Author of “ Violet Moses,” &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. 


MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 


A. E. Sweet and J, ArmMoy Knox. With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 
























MIDDLEMASS (JEAN ), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 3s. each, 
TOUCH AND &O0, | MR. DORILLION. 


MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG; or, The House of Life. 


By Mrs, F. Fenwick Minyer, With Illustrations. Post 8vo, clothlimp, Qs. Gd 
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MILTON (J. L.), , WORKS BY. Post 8vo, As. each; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
THE HYGIEN ’ OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c, 
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKI 
THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN. 


THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, Is, 
MINTO (WM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr. 8vo, 1s, ; cloth, 1s, 6d. 


MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
THE GUN-RUNNER: A Romance of Zululand. With Frontispiece by S. L.Woop, 
THE LUCK OF GERARD RIDGELEY. With a Frontispiece by Stantey L. Woop, 
_THE KING'S ASSEGAI. With Six full-page Illustrations. 


MOLESWORTH MRS.), NOVELS BY. 
HATHERCOURT RECTO ry. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. 
THAT GIRL IN BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, Is. 6d. 


MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. 
THE EPICUREAN;: and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 9s. 
PROSE AND VERSE. With Suppressed Passages from the ‘Mzuorrs or Lorp 
BYRON, = by R, H. SHepuerp. With Portrait. Cr 8vo, cl. ex. 7s. 6d. 


MUDDOCK i: STORIES BY. 
eee oe D WONDERFUL, Post 8vo, illust. boards, 8a.3 cloth, 2s. 6d. 
HE DEAD MAN’S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by 
F. BARNARD. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 8. $ post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
FROM THE BOSOM OF THE DEEP, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qu. 
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest. With 
12 Illustrations by Stantey L. Woop. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY. 


) 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. éa. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. Qs. each. 
A LIFE’S ATONEMENT. WAY OF THE WORLD| BY THE GATE OFTHE SEA. 
JOSEPH’S COAT A MODEL FATHER. A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE. 
COALS OF FIRE. OLD BLAZER’S HERO.| FIRST PERSON SINGULAR. 
VAL STRANGE, | aga CYNIC FORTUNE. ae MARTIN’S ain 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
TIME’S REVENGES. | A WASTED CRIME. [Shortly, 
IN DIREST PERIL. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 
THE MAKING OF A ROYVELIST: An Experiment in Autobiography. With a 
Collotype Portrait and Vignette. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, 6s. 


MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra 3a. Gd. each; Re ost 8vo, illustrated boards, s. each. 
_ONET TRAVELLER RETU! RETURNS. 18. | F PAUL Jo ES8’sS ALIAS. | THE BISHOPS’ BIBLE. 


MURRAY (H (HENRY), NO’ of NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. bds., Ba. ea.3 cl.. Sa. Gd. ea, 
_______AGAME OF BLUFF. | A SONG OF SIXPENCE. 


NEWBOLT.—TAK —TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Henry Newsotr, 


Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, As. Gd. 


NISBET (HUME), BOOKS BY. 


“BAIL UP!” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s.G6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

DR. BERNARD ST. VINCENT. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qe. 

LESSONS IN ART. With 21 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

WHERE i holon With 27 Illusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 
NORRIS.—ST. ANN’S: A Novel. By W.E. Norris. Two Vols. 


Q'HANLON (A! ALICE), N NOVELS BY, Post 8vo, orci Saas Za. each. 
THE UNFORESEEN. HANCE? OR FATE 
OHNET (GE (GEORGES), ES), NOVELS BY BY. Post 8vo, argue ss boards, ‘3a 3s. each, 
DOCTOR RAMEAU, | A LAST YE. 
A WEIRD GIFT, Crown 8vo, cloth, act oa, ) post 8vo, picture boards, 3s. 


OLIPHANT | (MRS. ee NOVELS BY. ar cde illustrated boards, Ss. each, 


ane ee ean EIRESS IN ENGLARR aaacianl 
Q’REILLY ( (CH ARRINGTON).—LIF! —LIFE AMONG THE AMERICAN IN. 
j 


DIANS: Fifty Years on the Trail. roo Illusts, by bP. FRENZENY. Crown Bvo, 3s. 6d, 


O'REILLY (MRS.).-PHEBE’S FORTUNES, Post 8vo, illust, bds,, 2s, 


























18 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
OUIDA, NOVELS BY. cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. bds , Sa. each 


HELD IN BONDAGE. | FOLLE-FARINE. | MOTHS. | PIPISTRELLO. 
TRICOTRIN, A DOG OF FLANDERS. A VILLAGE COMMUNE, 
CHinDoe PASCAREL. | SIGNA. IN MAREMMA. 
CHANDO TWO LITTLE WOODEN tps | SYRLIN. 
CECIL CASTLEMAINE’S SHOES. WANDA, 
GAGE. IN A WINTER CITY. FRESCOES,. | OTHMAR. 
NDER TWO FLAGS. ARIADNE PRINCESS NAPRAXINE, 
UCK, | IDALIA. FRIENDSHIP, GUILDEROY, | RUFFINO. 


Square 8vo, cloth extra, ds. each 
BIMBI. With Nine Illustrations by EpMunp H. GarReETTr. 
A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c With Six Hlustrations by Epmunp H. Garrett. 
SANTA BARBARA, &c. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s., crown 8vo, cloth, Ss. Gd.; post 
8vo, Illustrated boards, Qs, 
TWO OFFENDERS Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, 


WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected trom the Works of Ou1pa by F, Sypnry 
Morais, Post 8vo, cloth | extra, oN. Cueap Ep!TIon, illustrated b boards, on. i 


PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BY. 


THOREAU: His Lifeand Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, Ss. Gd. 
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 


PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HIS- 


TORY OF, from the Stuarts to Queen Victoria. By OonEs Greco. A New Edition, 
with 43 [llnstrations, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 


PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS, A New Translation, with Lis- 


torical Introduction and Notes by T.MCrige,D.D_ Post 8vo, cloth limp, &s 


PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE, By MarcartiA, Paut, With Frontis- 


piece by HELEN Patrrson Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gal.3 post 8vo, lust boards, on. 


PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3%. Gd. each; post 8vo, pores boards, 2s. each. 








LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. A GRAPE Ae A THORN. 
WALTER’S WORD. FROM E 
LESS BLACK THAN WE’RE THE ChNOWS WARD. 

PAINTED. THE TALK OF THE TOWN. 
BY PROXY, i — CASH ONLY. HOLIDAY TASKS. 
HIGH SPIR GLOW-WORM TALES. 
UNDER ORE. een THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE, 
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. THE WORD AND THE WILL 

Port 8vo, illustrated bo rds, ‘mu. each, 

HUMOROUS STORIES. FOUN D DEAD. 
JHE FOSTER BROTHERS. GWENDOLINE’S HARVEST. 
THE FAMILY SCAPCGRACE, A MARINE RESIDENCE, 
MARRIED BENEATH HIF. MIRK ABBEY.|SOME PRIVATE VIEWS, 
BENTINCK’S TUTOR. NOT WOOED, BUT WON 
A PERFECT TREASURE. TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD. 
A COUNTY FAMILY. THE BEST OF HUSBANDS. 
LIKE FATHER, LIKE SON, HALVES. | THE BURNT MILLION. 
A WOMAN’S VENGEANCE FALLEN FORTUNES. 
CARLYON’S YEAR. iCECIL’S TRYST. WHAT HE COS? HER, 
MURPHY’S MASTER, KIT: A MEMORY. 
AT HER MERCY. A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD. 
THE CLYFFARDS ve CLYFFE. SUNNY STORIES. 


Crown vo, cloth cats, 6%. Gd. each. 
A TRYING PATIENT, &. With a Fronts piece by STANLEY L. Woop. 
IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Storics of MARINE ADVENTURE. With 17 Tlusta, 


NOTES FROM THE “NEWS.” Crown &vo, , portrait cover, Bae er, Bxe§ cloth, Im. Gal. 
PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl., 20. 6d. each. 

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations, 

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten tull-page Illustrations by G. Du Maurigr, 

THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Société, Selected by H C, Penner. 
PHELP S (E. E. STUART), WORKS BY. Post 8vo Is, each; cloth Ux, 6a. each, 

BEYOND THE GATES. | ‘OLD MAID MAID’S PARADISE. | BURGLARS IN PARADISE. 

JACK THE E FISHERMAN. Illustrated by C. 1 by C. W. Rren. Cr. vo, An. 3 cloth, fm. Ge 
PIRKIS (C. . Le) NOVELS BY. 

TROOPING WITH CROWS, Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, Am, 

LADY LOYELACE, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2m. 
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. 
THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS, With Six Plates, and 209 I}lusts, Cr.8vo,cl. Ys. Od. 
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879, Introduction by Mrs Mackarngss. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6m. 


ee ase rn 


PLUTARCH’S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. With Notes and Life 


of Plutarch by J.and Wm. LANGHORNE. Portraits. Two Vols.,demy 8vo, 10s. Ga. 


POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry. Intro- 
duction by Cuas. BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7. 6d, 
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8. 


POPE’S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 


ed 


PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELL) NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illust. bds., Ba. ea, 

THE ROMANCE OF A STATION. |THE SOUL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN. 
OUTLAW AND LAWMAKER. Crown &vo, cloth, 3s. Gd. {[Shortly, 
CHRISTINA CHARD. Three Vols., crown 8vo. 

PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. Gd. each; post 8vo, Nlustrated boards, 2a. each. 

VALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNERS. | MRS. LANCASTER’S RIVAL. 
GERALD. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘2s. 


PRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA. By Princess OLGA. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, Gs. 


PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY. 

FLOWERS OF THE SKY. With §5 Illusts. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«, Gd. 
EASY STAR LESSONS, With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year, Cr. Svo, Gs, 
FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 

SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM, With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10s. Gad. 
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE, With Illustrations, Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6», 
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerons Illustrations, Cr, 8vo, cloth ex., Os. 
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, Is. Gd. 


PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS, By Ricnarp Prrce, 


Frontispiece by Hat Luptow. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illust. boards., ‘2m, 


RAMBOSSON.— POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. kamposson, Lanreate 


of the Institute of France. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. @6d. 


RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel. By Lt.-Colonel 
GrorcF Ranporpn, U.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ya. Gd. 
READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. 

Crown ovo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., Qu. each, 

PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by S. L. Finprs, R.A —Also a Pockxer Epition, 
set in New lype, in Elzevir style, feap. 8vo, half-lcather, Ya. Gd.—Aud a Cheap 
PoPpuLarR Epriion of PEG WorrincTon and Crthistig Jouastong, the two 
Stories in One Volume, medium 8vo. 6d. 3 cloth, Ia. 

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE. Illustrated by WitLram SMaLi.—Also a Pocket Cnirion, 
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, tcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. Gd. 

IT 1S NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. J. Pinwzit.—Also a Cheap 
oyvurar Enrrion, medium 6vo, poitrait cover, Gd. 5 cloth, fx. 

COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illust. Herren Paterson, 

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c. Illustrated by Matt StrEtTCH, 

LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG, Illustrated by M. ELLEN Epwarns, 

THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE, Illusts, by Sir Joun Giveert, R.A., and C, Kerner, 

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH, Illustrated by CHartes KEENE.—Also a 

(CHEAP POPULAR EpiITIon, medium vo, Gd.3 cloth, Is. 

HARD CASH. Illustrated by F. W. Lawson, 

GRIFFITH GAUNT. Illustrated by S. L. Fiipes, R.A., and Wrntiam SMALL 

FOUL PLAY. Illustrated by GEorce Du Maurier, 

PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLAOE. Illustrated by Ronert Barnes, 

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by Epwarp Huauks and A, W. Cooprr, 

A SIMPLETON, Illustrated by Kate Craururp. 

THE WANDERING HEIR, Illust. by H, Parerson, S. L, Firpes, C. Green, &c. 

A WOMAN-HATER. Illustrated by THomas CouLpEry, : 

SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE, Illustrated by P. Macnas. 

GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS. Illust. by E.A, ABsgy, &a, 

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Josepu Nasn. 

A PERILOUS SECRET. Illustrated by Frep. BarNarn. 

READIANA. Witha Stcel-plate Portrait of CHARLES READE. 


BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, Am 
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by WALTER BESANT, 
,_ Elzevir Edition. 4 vols., post 8vo, each with Front, cl, ex., gilt top, 14s. the set, 


@® SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Cr, 8vo, buckram Om 
























































20 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY. 


8vo, cloth extra, $s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Bxu.each. 
THE PRINCE OF WALES'S GARDEN PARTY. | | WEIRD STORIES, 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. each. 
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE. | HER MOTHER'S DARLING. 





MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. THE NUN’S CURSE. 
___ FAIRY WATER. IDLE TALES. 


RIMMER (ALFRED ’ WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, Ys. Gd. each, 
OUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations. 
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW. With 50 Illustrations. 
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DIGKENS. With 58 lllusts. byC. A. VANDERHOOF, &c. 
RIVES.—BARBARA DERING, By Amiviz Rives, Author of “ The 


Quick or the Dead?” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illust. bds., Ss. 


ROBINSON CRUSOE. By Daniet Deroz. (Major's Epirion,) With 
37 Illustrations by GeorGr CrurxsHanx. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY. 
WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
THE HANDS OF JUSTICE. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 38. 6d.3 post 8vo, illust. bds., Bs. 


ROBIN SON (PHIL), W ORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. each, 
TH * BIRD 


E POET 8. oan POETS’ BEASTS. 
THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, AND INSECTS. 


ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With 


Notes, and an Introductory Essay by SainTE-BEvuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s. 


ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE: A List of the Principal Warriors 


who came from Normandy with William the Conqueror. Handsomely printed, os. 


RO W LEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth, 8s. Gd. each. 
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES. With numerous Illustrations. 
MORE PUNIANA. Proftusely Illustrated. 


RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY, Post 8vo, bds., 2a. ea.; cl., 2a. 6d. ea. 
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. | GRACE BALMAIGN’S SWEETHEART. 
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS. 


RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY: 


Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, a. each; cloth limp, 3a. 6d. ea, 











ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOOK. 

IN THE MIDDLE WATCH. MYSTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR.” 

A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE. 
Cr, 8vo, cl. extra, 8a. 6d. ea.; post Svo, illust. boards, ‘2s. ea.; cloth limp, 3s. 6d. ea. 

AN OCEAN TRAGEDY. | MY SHIPMATE LOUISE. 


ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA. 
ON THE FO’K’SLE HEAD, Pst 8vo, illust. boards, a.; cloth limp, 2a, 6a, 
SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Bs. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. boards, Ys, each. 
A FELLOW OF TRINITY. Note by Otiver WENDELL Hocmes and Frontispiece, 


THE JUNIOR DEAN. | THE MASTER OF ST. BENEDICT’S., 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, As. 6d. each. 
THE OLD MAID’S SWEETHEART. | MODEST LITTLE SARA. 
TO HIS OWN MASTER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. [Shortly 


__IN THE FACE OF THE WORLD, Two Vols. toe ee 
SALA (G. A.).—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards, Qs, 
SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs 


of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. Gd. 


SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. each: poe 8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each. 
GUY WATERMAN. | THE LION IN THE PATH.| THE TWO DREAMERS, 
BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Bs. 6d. 


SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 3x. Gd. each; post 8vo. illustrated boards, Se. € 
MARGARET AND ELIZABETH. HEART SALYAGE, 
THE HIGH MILLS. SEBASTIAN. 


JOAN MERRYWEATHER. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ‘Sa. 
GIDEON’S ROCK, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
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COTLAND YARD, Past and Present: Experiences of 37 Years. By 


Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s.; cloth, Ss. 6d. 


ae ee 


SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter- 


taining Experiments in Drawing-room or ‘‘ White Magic.” By W. H. Cremer. 
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 


SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY. 
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAD) and the Highlands 
of Bavaria. With gs oie 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6a. 


SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. 


ee NE ce 


SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKE- 


SPEARE. With Illusts., coloured and plain, by J. Moyer Smita. Cr. ato, Bn. Gd. 


SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW: A Novel. By Witiiam 


SHarpP. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. 


SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF 
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, and Aunotated by R, HERNK 
SHEPHERD. Five Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. Gd. each. 

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols. : 
Vol. I. Introduction bythe Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s Corre- 
spondence with,Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen: Prometheus Unbound; Adonans, &c. 
Vol II, Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddaio; Sweillfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas; Epipsychidion; Hellas. 
Vol III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces, 
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.: 
Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozziand St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refuta- 
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 
Vol. Il. The Fssays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, Kdited by Mrs. SHELLEY, 
With a Bibliography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 


SHERARD (R. H.).—ROGUES 7 A Ne ovel. Crown 8vo, Is, 3 cloth, As. 6a. 


SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL 
P. H. SHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols,,demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 


eee 


SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With 
Life and Anecdotes, Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and 
Poetry, Translations, Speeches and Jokes. ro Hlusts. Cr.8vo, hf.-bound, 7s. 6a. 
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed 

on laid paper and half-bound, 2a, 
SHERIDAN’S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL. 
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes toeach Play, anda Biographical Sketch, by 
BRANDER Matruews, With Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. Gd. 


SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ- 


ing all thosein “ Arcadia.” With Portiait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the 
Rev, A.B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 


SIGNBOARDS: Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns 
and Remarkable Characters. By pRCOR Larwoop and Jonn Campen Hortrn, 
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7a. Gd. 


SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, ms. each; cloth limp, 2a. 6d. eaca. 
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ROGUES AND VAGABONDB. MARY JANE MARRIED. 
JHE RING 0’ BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY. 
MARY JANE’S MEMOIRS, DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 60 Illustrations, 


TINKLETOP’S CRIME. With a Frontispiece yy Maur'cre GRBIFFENHAGEN, 
ZEPH: A Circus Story, &c. | MY TWO WIVES. 
, Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is, each; cloth, is. 6d. each. 
HOW THE POOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON. 
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations in 
Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by Georce R Sts, 
THE OASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMABS. | DAGONET DITTIES. 


ne ee ec ee se 
SISTER DORA: A Biography. By Marcaret LonspaLz, With Four 


Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.3 cloth, 6d. 


SKETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Artuur SKETCHLEY. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 
SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec- 


dotal, Crown 8vo cloth extra, 6s. 6d. 


SMITH (J. MOYR), WORKS BY. 
THE PRINCE OF ARGOLIS, With 130 Ilusts Post 8vo, cloth extra 3s. Gd. 
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Illustrated Post 8vo, cloth Ga. 


SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A Foreicn ResipENT. Crown 8vo, 
1s fa.3 cloth, Ix. Gd. 
SOCIETY IN PARIS: ‘he Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
from Count Pau VasiLi to 1 Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo cloth, Gs. 


SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord Henry Somerset. 


_Smiall gto Japan s¢ vellum Gs, 


SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief 


in the Lxistence of Devils By T A Spartinc LLB Crown 8vo, cloth extra OLE 


SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY. 


Post 8. > alhistrate tboards &s, each 
THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE. THE GOLDEN HOOP, 

















BY DEVIOUS WAYS, & BACK TO LIFE. 
HOODWINKED; and THE SANDY- THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY. 
CROFT MYSTERY. i _, _BURGO’S ROMANCE. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, Is. Gd. eich 
A BARREN TITLE. | WIFE OR NO WIFE? 


THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo picture coves, I. a 
SPENSER FOR CHILDREN. By M II. Towry, With Illustrations 


by WaLTFRJ Morcan Crown ato, cloth extra, 3a, Od. 


STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A PogTicaL Bixtnpay Loox. Royal 


raino cloth exti: Sa. Gd. 


STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an 


Analysis ofthe Openings. 1 y Howarp Sraunton Edited by Rostrt RB Wormap 
Crown &vo cloth extia, be, 


STEDMAN (E. C.), WORKS BY. 
VICTORIAN POETS. ‘Thiteenth} dition. Crown 8vo cloth extra, 0«. 
THO POETS OF AMERICA, (1cwn 3s0 clot) «stra 9s. 


STERNDALE. — THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Noval ~~ By Rosrer 


ARMITACE STFRNDAIF Cr 8vo clothe xtra $s, Oa. post 8vo lust boards 2x. 


STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Post 8vo cl imp 2s. @d. eich 
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh kdit With alrontis by WALTER CRANE 
AN INLAND YOYAGE. [ourth Edition Witha Frontispiece by WAL1ER CRANE 

Crown 8vo, buckram aetlt top &m#. each, 
FAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Sisth I dition 
THE MERRY MEN. Third Edition UNDERWOODS: Poems Fifth Edition. 
MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Fdition 
VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers Seventh Edition, | BALLADS. 
ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Losnys 


NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 5 
ost 8vo, lustrated boards a. 

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAH’S DIAMOND. (From Nrw Arasran 
NiGcHts ) With Six Mlustrations by J Brrnarp ParTrRIDGF Crown 8&vo, cloth 


extra OA. [Shortly, 
PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition, Post 8vo illustrated boards Qn. 


FATHER DAMIEN: An Opcn Letter to the Rev. Dr Hyde. Second Edition 
Crown 8vo hand made and brown paper, is, 


STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By 
C Warrrn STODDARD Illustrated by Watris Mackay Cr 8vo,cl extra is. Gd, 


STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS, With Notices by Hrirnand 


ArICE 7IMMERN Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. post 8vo, illustrated boards ns, 


STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER. 


With rg Iustrations by Ginpert Gaui. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Sm. 3 post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, Sas 


STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan Dove, Percy FITZGERALD, FLOR- 


ENCE Marrvat, &c, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Qa. 
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STRUTT’S SPORTS AND PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum- 
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by 
WiLii1AM Hong. With 1q4o [llustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. 


SWIFT’S (DEAN CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 


Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in“ Gulliver’s Travels.” Cr. 8vo. cl., 7s. Ga. 
GULLIVER’S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, half-bound, ‘Bu. 
JONATHAN SWIFT: A Study. By J. Churton Cotuins. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss, 


SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY. 


Se ane Se ByErieee WORKS OF A C Ee A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 


SWINBURNE. yao A . A NOTE ON OHARLOTTE BRONTE. Cr. 8vo, 6. 
Sree IN ree ON. Crown &vo, 6s, SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES. Crown &vo, 6s. 


HASTELARD : ragedy. Crown tvo, 78. STUDIES IN SONG. Crown 8yo, 7s. 
POEMS AND BALLAD IRST SERIES. Crown | MARY STUART: A Tragedy Crown 8vo, 8. 
3 pee ie fcap. 8vo, Qs. TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE Crown s&vo, 9s, 


'D marae SECOND SERIES, A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sinall gto, 85. 
Crown 8vo or ee 8vo, 9 MID 








B. LIDAY. Crown 8vo, 7s. 

POEMS & BALLADS. THIRD SERIES. Cr. 8vo, 7a. MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy Crown 8vu, 6a 

SONGS BEFORE Adi wage Crown &vo, 108 6d. A STUDY OF VICTOR HUGO. Crown &vo, 62 

BOTHWELL A wd Crown 8vo, 128 6d. MISCELLANIES Crown 8vo, 12s 

SONGS OF Prin NATIONS. Crown 8vo, 6s. LOORINE: A Tragedy Crown 8vo, 6s. 

GEORGE CHAP (See Vol. I. of G. CHAP- A STUDY OF BEN JONSON. Crown 8vo, 1s, 
MAN'S weet Cnn 8vo, 6s. 


THE SISTERS. A Tragedy Crown 8vo, 6. 
ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Crown 8vo, 1238. _ASTROPHEL, &c. Crown &vo, 78. 


SYNTAX’S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque, in 


Search of Consolation, and in Search ot a Wife. With RowLanpson’s Coloured Ilus- 
trations, and Lite of the Author by J. C, Horten, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd, 


TAINE’S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by 


Henry Van Laun. Four Vols., small omy 8vo, cl. bds., 30s.—PopuLar Epiti0n, 
Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cl 8vo, cloth extra, Ids. 


TAYLOR’S (BAYARD) D DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur- 


lesques of Modern Writers. Post 6vo, cloth limp, 2. 


TAYLOR (DR. J .E., F F. L S. ), .), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth, &s. each. 
THE SAGACITY. AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: ASketch of the Life and Conduct 
of the Vegetable Kinvdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and roo Illustrations. 
OUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS, and Where to Find Them, 331 Illustrations, 
_ THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 365 Ilustiations 


TAYLOR’S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Containing “ Clancarty,” 
“Jeanne Darc,”’ “’Twixt Axe and Crown,” “The Fool’s Revenge,” "Arkwright » 
Wue,” vane, Boleyn,” “ Plot and Passion.” Crown 8vo, cloth extia, 7s, Gd. 

* The e Plays may also | be had separately, at ts. each. 





























TENNYSON (LORD): A Buographical Sketch. By IL. i? JENNINGS, 


With a Photograph-Poitrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.—Cheap Edition, post 8+, 
portrait cover, Is. 3 cloth, Is. Gd. 





THACKERAYANA: Notes and Anecdotes. ~ [Hustrated by Liundreds of 


Ske tches by WitrttAm Manervract THacneray © rows ny Bet tun 7 cloth | extra, Tm Gal, 


THAMES. —A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES. 


By A. S.Krausse. With With 340 Illustrations — Po Post 8vo, fa.s cloth, Bas. did. 


Pee ney 


THIERS.—HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE 
UNDER NAPOLEON. By A. Tuiers. Translated by D. Fornrs Campueit and 
jJoun StTeBBING. New Edition, reset in a specially-cast type, with 36 Steel Plates 
12 vols., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 12s.each. (Monthly Volumes. beginning September, 1 1493.) 




















THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS saat Cr. 8vo, cl., 3m. Gd. ca. ; post Bvo, Sa. ea, 
THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. PROUD MAISIE. 
CRESSIDA. Post 8vo, illustrated ae 2s. 


THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intro- 


duction by ALLAN LLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations, Post 8vo, half-bound, 3«, 


THORNBURY | (WALTER), WORKS BY. 
THE LIFE AND CORREBPONDENOE OF J. M. W. TURNER. With Ilustra- 
@ tlons in Colours. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gad. 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, a. each 
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES. 
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TIMBS G OHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND OLUB LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of fts 

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations, 
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impos- 
tures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations, 


TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8a. each, 
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. | R. SCARBOROUGH’S FAMILY. 
FRAU FROHMANN.| MARION FAY.| THE LAND-LEAGUERS, 
Post 8vo, ulustrated boards, as, each. 
KEPT IN THE DARK. AMERICAN SENATOR. 
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. JOHN CALDIGATE. 


TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY. 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Be. Gd. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, 9s. each. 
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’S PROGRESS. | ARNE FURNESS. 


TROLLOPE (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIAMOND. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2a. 
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel. By J. T. Trow- 


BRIDGE, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


TYTLER (C. C. FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By 


C C, FrAser-TyTvLer. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illust. boards, Bu. 


TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY. 
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each, 

THE BRIDE’S PASS. | URIED DIAMONDS. 

LADY BELL. THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards ‘8s. each. 

WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH. ' BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. 
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE DISAPPEARED. | NOBLESSE OBLIGE. 
SAINT MUNG O’S CITY. THE HUGUENOT FAMILY. 


UNDERHILL.—WALTER BESANT: A Study. By Joun UNnpeRuiLt. 


With Portraits. Crown $vo, Irish linen, Gs. Shortly. 


UPWARD.—THE QUEEN AGAINST OWEN. By Atren Upwarp. 


With Frontispiece by J. S. Crompton. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 


ASHTI AND ESTHER. By the Writer of “Belle’s” Letters in The 
World, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 6d. (Shortly. 


VILLARI —A DOUBLE BOND. By Linpa Vitxari. Fcap. 8vo, 4s. 
ALFORD (EDWARD M.A.), WORKS BY. 


WALFORD 8 COUNTY F B OF ITED KINGDOM (1894). Containing the Descent, 
Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families, their Heirs, Ofhces, Addresses, 
Clubs, &c Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, 50s. 

WALFORD A hha BOR PE GE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1894). Crown &vo, cloth 
extra I 

WALFORD'S SHILLING PEERAGE (1894). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and 
Irish Peers, &c mo, cloth, 1s 

WALFORD'S 8 Q@ BARONETAGE (1894). Containing a List of the Baronets of the United 
een: Biographical Notices Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is. 

WALPORDS SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1894). Containing a List of the Knights of the United 

ingdorn. Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c _32mo, cloth, 

WALFORD § 8 LENG HOUSE OF COMMONS (1804). Containing a List of all the Members of the 
Wew Parhament, their Addresses Clubs, &c 32mo, cloth 1s 

WALFORD 8 COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND HOUSE OF COMMONS 
(1884), Royal 3zmo, cloth, giltedges, Ba] 

TALES OF OUR GREAT PAMILIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 


WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by 


WILLtaM M. Rossetti. With Portrait. Cr.8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6a, 


WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con- 
templative Man’s Recreation, by Izaak Watton ; and Instructions how to Angle for a 
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by CHARLES CoTTon, With Memoirs and Notes 
by Sir Harris Nicoras, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7a. 6d. 


WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY. 
FIVE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With 092 Illustrations by the 
Author, VicToR PERARD, and W. BR, Davis Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., 14s, 
MY LIFE WITH STANLEY’S REAR GUARD, Witha Map by F. S. WeLuzr, 
F.RGS. Post 8vo, Is.3 cloth, ia. 6d. 


WARNER.—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By Cuarres Dupuy 


Warner. Crown 8vq cloth extra Ga. 
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WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I. A Facsimile, with the 59 


Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 22in. by rain, ‘2m. 
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, includin; 
Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Great Seal. ‘2s. 


WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY. 
THE DAFFODILS. Crown 8vo, Is.3 cloth, Is. 6d. 


er ee 


THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS. By Aaron Watson and Littms WASSERMANN. 
Post &vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 


WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC- 
TROSCOPE. By F. W.Cory. With ro Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, Us.3 cloth, Is. Gad. 

















WESTALL (William).—TRUST-MONEY. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 


So neeteenemenemnenedonliemmemeenaeemmmmmmenmenetmeenermmnnne nent eee a ee 


WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Asrauam S. WILks 


and CHARLES F, Parpon. New Edition. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 


WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE. By Givssrr 


Wuire, M.A. Post 8vo, priated on laid paper and half-bound, 2s, 


WILLIAMS LW. MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY. 
SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS, Crown évo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT. With Illusts, Cr, 8vo, cloth linp, 8s. 6d. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gn. 
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
A VINDICATION OF PHRENOLOGY. With over 4o Illustrations, Demy &vo, 
cloth extra, L'3s. 6d. 


WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).—A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, 


WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY. 
CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION. With 2509 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, %s. Ga. 
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST’S NOTE-BOOK, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. 
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6n. 
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE. With numerous Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cl. ex., 68. 
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. Illusts. Cr. 8vo, Is.3 cl., Is. Gd. 
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd, 


WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8s. each; 
cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each. 
CAVALRY LIFE. ee ete | REGIMENTAL LEGENDS, 
A SOLDIER’S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. THomson and E. Sruartr 
Harpy. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 





WISSMANN.—MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL 


AFRICA. By HERMANN von WISsMANN. With 92 Illusts, _Demy vo, 16s. 
WOOD.—SABINA: A Novel. By Lady Woop. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 


WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Post 8vo, boards, 2x. each. 


PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN, 
WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG; or, Love and Theology. By 


CELia PARKER WOOLLEY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3a.3 cloth, 3s. 6d. 


WRIGHT THOMAS) WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES, With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &e. 
HISTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA- 

TURE, SCULPTURE, AND PAINTING. Illustrated by F, W, FairHovr, F.S.A, 


WYNMAN.—MY FLIRTATIONS, By Marcaret Wynman. With 13 


Illustrations by J. BERNARD ParTRIDGE., Crown 8vo, cloth extra, da. Gd. 


YATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Sse each, 
LAND AT LAST. | THE FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY. 


ZOLA EMILE) NOVELS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 6d. each. 

THE DOWNF LL. Translated by E. A. Vizeretty. Fourth Edition, Revised. 

THE DREAM. Translated by Ex1za Cuase. With 8 Illustrations by JzEAnnror. 

DOCTOR PASGAL. Translated by E. A. Vizerertty. With Portrait of the Author, 

MONEY. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 

BMILE ZOLA: A Biography. By R. H. SHerarp. With Portraits, Illustrations, 
and Facsimile Letter, Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 19s, 


— 
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LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES, 


_ ™,* For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1~@5. 
THE MAYFAIR LIBRARY. Post évo, cloth limp, 3s. Gd. per Volume. 


A Journey Round My Room. By Xavier 
DE MAISTRE. 

Quips and Quiddities. By W.D. Apvams, 
he Agony Column of “The Times.” 
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of 

“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.” 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W.T. Doxsson. 
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bec, 
W. 8. Gilbert’s Plays. First Srriks. 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. Srconnp SERIEs, 
Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. 
Animals and Masters. By Sir A. HELps, 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. Hepes, 
éuriosities of Oriticism. H. J. JENNINGS. 
Holmes’s Autocrat of the Breakfast- 

Table. 

Pencil and Palette. By R. Kempt, 
Little Essays: trom Lamp’s Letters. 





Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacog Larwoop. 
Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by Henry S, Leien. 
Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton, 
Ourselves. By FE. Lynn Linton, 
Pastimes & Players. By R. Macareconr. 
New Paul and Virginia, W.H.Matiocx. 
New Republic. By W. H. Matrock. 
Puck on Pegasus. By H.C. PENNELL. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H.C, Pennecr, 
Muses of Mayfair. Ed. H. C. PENNELL. 
Thoreau: His Life & Aims. By H. A. Pace, 
Puniana. By Hon, Hucu Rowtey. 
More Paniana. By Hon. HuGuH Row rey, 
The Philosophy of Handwriting. 
By Stream and Sea. By Ww. SENIOR. 
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book. 
By Dr. ANDREW WILSON. 


Forensic Anecdotes, a Jacon Larwoop. 


THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9s. per Volume. 


Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo | 


ub. 
Bennett’s Ballad History of England. 
Bennett’s Songs for Sailors. 
Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers. 
Pope’s Poetical Works. 
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast Table. 


THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY. 


Wanderings in Patagonia. 
BeEERBOHM, I)lustrated. 
Camp Notes, By FREDERICK BoyLe. 
Savage Life. By Freperick Boy.e,. 
Merrie Engiand in the Olden Time. By 
G, DanIEL. Illustrated by CRUIKSHANK, 
Circus Life. By THomas FRostT. 
ives of the Conjurers. THomas Frost. 
the Old Showmen and the Old London 
Fairs. By THOMAS Frost. 
Low-Life Deeps. By James Greenwoop. 


By Jutiuvs | Wilds of London. 


Jesse’s Scenes of Country Life. 

Leigh Hunt’s Tale for a Chimney 
Corner, 

Mallory’s Mort @’Arthur: Selections, 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims & Reflections, 


Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ba. Od, each, 


AMES GREENWOOD, 
Tunis, Chev. HEsse-WARTEGG. 22 Illusis. 
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 
World Behind the Scenes. P,FirzGeRa.p, 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings, 
The Genial Showman. By E.P. Hinasron. 
Story of London Parks. pee LARWOOD, 
London Characters, By Henry MayuEw. 
Seven Generations of Executioners. 
Summer Cruising in the South Seas, 
By C, WARREN STODDARD. Illustrated, 


POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS. 


Ha. Fludyer at Cambridge. 
Jeff Briggse’s Love Story. Bret Harve. 
Twins of Table Mountain. Bret Harte. 
Snow-bound at Eagle’s. By Bret Harre. 
A Day’s Tour. By Percy FITZGERALD, 
Esther’s Glove, By R.E. Franci_ion, 
Sentenced! By SomERvVILLE GIBNEY, 
The Professcr’s Wife. By L.GraHam. 
Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By 
ULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Niagara Spray. By J. HoLiincspReap, 
A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. By 
CHARLES JAMES. 
Garden that Paid Rent. Tom Jerro.p. 
Cut by the Mess. By ArtHur Keyser. 
Teresa Itasca. By A. MACALPINE. 
Our Sensation Novel. J. H. McCarruy, 
Doom! By Justin H. McCarrny, 
Dolly. By Justin H. McCarrnry. 


Lily Lass. Justin H. McCarrny, 
Was She Good or Bad? Py W. Minto, 
Notes from the “News.” By Jas. Payn, 
Beyond the Gates. By E, S, Puetps. 
Old Maid’s Paradise. By E. S. Purxips, 
Burglars in Paradise. By E. S, Puzrps. 
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. Pups. 
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pir«is. 
Bible Characters. By CHarues Reape, 
Rogues. By R. H. SHerarp. 
The Dagonet Reciter. By G. R. Sirus. 
How the Poor Live. By G. R. Sis. 
Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sims 
Sandycroft Mystery. T. W. Spricurt, 
Hoodwinked. By T. W. Spricur. 
Father Damien. By R.L. Stevenson, 
A Double Bond. By Linpa Viuvart. 
My Tite with Stanley’s Rear Guard. By - 
ERBERT WARD. 


HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Is. Gd. each. 


The Old Maid’s Sweetheart. A.ST.AUBYN 
Modest Little Sara. Avan St. Aupyn. 


Taken from the Enemy. H. Newszott, (* 
A Lost Boul. By W. L. Atprn, . 


feven Sleepers of Ephesus. M.E. Couznivcr. | Dr. Palllser’s Patient. Grant ALLER, 


CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY. 


MY LIBRARY. Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. each. 
Four Frenchwomen. By AUSTIN Dogson. 
Citation and Examination of William 


Shakspeare. By W.S. Lanpor. 
The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. 
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hristie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE. 
With a Photogravure Frontispiece, 
Peg Woffington. By CuarLes READE. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. 





THE P OCKET LIBRARY. Post 8vo, printed « on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2a. each, 


The Essays of Elia. By CuarLtes Lams. 

Robinson Crusoe. Illust. G. CruIKSHANK., 

Whims and Oddities. By THomas Hoon. 
With 85 IlNustrations. 


The Barber’s Chair, &c. By D. JERROD. 


Gastronomy. By BriLUAT-SAVARIN. 
The Epicurean, &c, By THomaAs Moorr. 
Leigh Hunt’s Essays. Ed. E, OLLIFR, 





White’s Natural History of Selborne. 

Gulliver’s Travels, &. By Dean Swirr. 

Plays. By RichaArD Brinsury SHERIDAN, 

Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwoon. 

Thomson’s Seasons. Illustrated. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table 
and The Professor at the Broakfast- 


_! Table. By OLtver WENDELL HOLMES. 


THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 








LiprarRy Evitions or Novers, many lilustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3«. 6d. each. 


By . W. ALLEN. 
Green as Grass. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 
Philistia. The Tents of Shem. 
Babylon For Maimie’s Sake. 
Strange Stories. The Deyil’s Die. 
Beckoning Hand. | This Mortal Coil. 
In all Shades. The Great Taboo. 
Pumaresq’s Daughter. | Blood Royal. 
The Duchess of Powysland. 

Ivan Greet’s Masterpieca. | Scallywag. 
By EDWIN L. ARNOLD. 
Phra the Phanician. 
The Constable of St. Nicholas. 
By ALAN 8ST. AURYN., 
A Fellow of i tae | The Junior Dean. 
The Master of St. Benedict's. 
To his Own Master. 
Ky Rev. 8. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. | Eve. 
By ROBERT BARR. 
In Steamer Chair | From Whose Bourne 
Ry KRAN BARRETT. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 

“* RBKELLE.”’—Vashti and Esther. 
By W. BESANT & J. BRACE. 
My Little Girl. By Celia’s Arbour. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft. | Monks of Thelema, 
This Son of Vulcan. | The Seamy Side. 
Golden Butterfly. | Ten Years’ Tenant. 

Ready-Money Mortiboy. 
With Harp and Crown. 
Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Chaplain of the Fleet. 

y WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. | Herr Paulus. 
All in a Garden Fair | Thelvory Gate. 
The World Went Yery Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom. tak Queen. 


Dorothy Forster. {| The Holy Rose. 
Uncle Jack. Armorel of Lyon- 
Children of Gibeon. esse. 

Ball of St. Paul’s. | St. Katherine’s by 


fo Call Her. Mine. the Tower. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis, 
Ry ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
fhe Shadow of the Sword. | Matt. 
L Child of Nature. Heir of Linne. 
‘hea Martyrdom of Madeline. 
tod and the Man. | The New Abelard. 
we dec for Ever. | Foxglove Manor. 
nan Water. Master of the Mine. 
Yoman and the Man. 





————— 
ae re ep ne a ee ET 


By HALE CAINE, 

The Shadow of a Crime, 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster, 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Red Sultan. 
MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS, 
Transmigration. | Blacksmith&Scholar, 
From Midnight to Midnight, 


Village Comedy. | You rey Me False. 
y WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale, The Frozen Deep. 
After Dark, The Two Destinies, 
No Name. Law and the Lady. 


Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
ueen of Hearts. 
Miscellanies. 
oinan in White. 
The Moonstone, 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
Miss or Mrs? A Rogue’s Life. 
New Magdalen. Blind Love. 
By DUTTON COOK, 
Paul Foster’s Daughter. 
KE. Wi. COOPER.— Geoff. Hamilton, 
By V. CECIL, COTES. 
Two Girls on a Barge. 
By MATT CRIM, 
parenturee of a Fair Rebel. 


Haunted Hotel. 
The Fallen Leaves, 
Jezebel’s Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science, 
“IT Say No.” 
Little Novels. 

The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain 


y B. M. CROKER. 
Diana Barrington. | PrettyMiss Neville, 
Proper Pride. A Bird of Passage, 
A Family Likeness. | “To Let.”’ 


By WILUIAM CYPLES, 
Hearts of Gold. 
By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. 
By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON, 
Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. 
By ERASMUsS DAWSON, 
The Fountain of Youth. 
By JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castile in Spain. 
By J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears.| Circe’s Lovers, 
By DICK DONOVAN. 
Tracked to Doom. 
Man from Manchester. 
By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Girdlestone. 
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES, 
Archie Lovell. 
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THE PICCADILLY (3/6) NoviELS—continued, 
By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. | Witness tothe Deed. 


ihe Tiger ae 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

Ry R. E. FRANCILLON. 

ea ee Cophetua. A Real Queen. 

ne by One, King or Knave. 
Dog & his Shadow. | Ropes of Sand 

Pref. by Sir BARTLE FRERBE. 
Pandurang Hari. 

ED. GAHRKRETT.—The Capel Girls. 
wAUL GAULOT.—The Red Shirts. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft, 
Loving a Dream. | Of High Degree. 

The Flower of the Forest. 
By E. GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker. 
A Fair Colonist. 
By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 
By CECIL GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia Marazion. 

By SYDNEY GRUNDY. 
The Days of his Vanity. 

By THOMAS HARDY 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE 

A Walif of the Plains. | Sally Dows. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. 
A Sappho of Green Springs. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client. | 
A Protégée of Jack Hamlin's. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
arth, Dust. 
Ellice Quentin. Fortune's Fool. 
Sebastian Strome. | Beatrix Rando)ph. 
David Poindexter’s Disappearance, 
The Spectre of the Camera. 
By Sir A. HELPS.—lIyvan de Biron. 
i, HENDE RSON.— Agatha genes 

Bv Mrs. HUNGEREFORD 
Lady Verner’s Flight. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaden Casket. | Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. | Mrs Juliet. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
“The Wearing. of the Green.” 

B . LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord? 
“My Love!” 

The Atonement of Leam Dundas. 
The World Well Lost. 
By H. W. LOCY. —Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 

K Fair Saxon. Donna Quixote. 
Linley Rochford. | Maid of Athens. 
Miss Misanthrope. | Camiola. 
The Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. | Red Diamonds 
Deer A easopt Disdain. | The Dictator. 
of a Season. 

aoe bapa ail MACDONALD. 
Heather and Sno 

By AGNES WIACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins 
By BERTEAM MITFORD. 
The Gun-Runner. ag King’s Assegai. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. 





Susy. 





Ione. 
Paston Carew. 








Sowing the Wind: 


_ 


BOOKS PUBLISHED BY 


THE Piccar Picco ry (3/6) 6) Novats—contraned, 
By TIE MURRAY. 

Lites A Dionemant Val airangs. 

Joseph’s Coat. Hearts. 

Coals of Fire. A Model Father. 

Old Blazer’s Hero. | Time’s Revenges. 

By the Gate of the Sea. 

A Bit of Human Nature. 

First Person Singular. | Cynic Fortune. 

The Way of the World. A Wasted 

Bob Martin’s Little Girl. Crime. 
By MURRAY & HERMAN. 

The Bisho s’ Bible. | Paul Jonens’s Alias. 

One Traveller Returns. 

By HUME NIsBET.—“Bail Up!” 
By G. OHNET.—A Weird Gift. 

By OUIDA. 
Held in Bondage. | Two sie m corer 


Strathmore. Shoe 
Chandos. In a Winter City. 
Ariadne. 


Under Two Flags. 
Friendship. 


Idalia. 

CecilCastlemaine’s | Moths. {| Ruffino. 
Gage. Pipistrello. 

Tricotrin. | Puck./| A singe Commurie 

Folle Farine. Bimbi. | Wanda. 

A Dog of Flanders. | Frescoes.| Othmar. 





Pascarel. | Bigna. | In Maremma. 
Princess Naprax- | Syrlin.! Guilderoy, 
ine, Santa Barbara. 


Ry WARGARET A. PAUL 

Gentie and eile 
By JA! LES PAWN. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We're Painted, 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Peril and Privation. 
The Mystery of Mirbridge 
The Canon’s Ward. 
Walter’s Word. Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only 


By Proxy. 

High Spirits. The Burnt Million. 
Under One Roof. The Word and the 
From Exile. Will. 
Glow-worm Tales. | Sunny Stories. 
Talk of the Town. | A Trying Patient 
By Mrs. CAMIPBELL PRAED., 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 

By E. C. PRICE. 
Valentina, ae Foreigners, 
Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival 

By BICHARD PRYCE. 
Miss Maxwell’s Affections. 

By CHARLES READE, 
It is Never Too Late to Mend. 
The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love ‘Me Long. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. 
The Course of True Love. 
The Autobio oprepny ot 5 of a Thief, 
Put Yoursel his P 
A Terrible Tem eavioac | "The Jilt, 
Singleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Men and other Animals, 





Hard Cash. Wandering Heir. 

Peg Woffington. K Woman-Hater. 

ChristieJohnstone, | A Simpleton. 

Griffith Gaunt. eadiana. 

Foul Be A errs For vl 
rs, J. HM. RIDD 


The Prince of Wales's Garden e earty. . 
Weird Stories. 
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THe PiccaDiLyy (3/6) NovELs—continued, 
By AMELIE RIVES. 
Barbara Dering. 
By EF. W. ROBINSON. 
The Hands of Justice. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Ocean Eregeey 1 a hag a Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide Sea. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Guy Waterman. Two Dreamers. 
Bound to Wheel. Lion in the Path. 
By KATHABINE SAUNDERS. 
Margaret and Elizabeth. 

Gideon’s Rock. eee Salvage. 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisie. {Tha Violin-player. 
By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the Sea. 

Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress. 


THE PIccaDILLy (3/6) NovELS—continued, 

By IVAN TURGENIEEFE, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists, 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. | Land-Leaguers. 
Marion Fay. | The Way We Live Now. 
Mr. Scarborough’s erie 

Ry C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAM TYTLER. 
The Bride’s Pass. | Lady Bell. 
Burled Diamonds. | Blackhall Ghosts 
y MARK TWAIN. 
The American Claimant. 
The £1,000,000 Bank-note. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 
Pudd’nhead Wilson. 
By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen x eh Owen. 
By J. 8. WINTER. 
A Soldier’s Children. ”° 

Ry MARGARET WYNMAN. 

My Flirtations. 
By E. ZOLA. 

The Downfall. Dr. Pascal. 

The Dream. Money. 


~ CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. | 


Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s. each. 


By ARTEMUS WARD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 
Ry EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 
By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Garr o Serry on: | Confidences. 
By MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter. 
By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife, or Widow ?| Valerie’ Fate. 
By GRANT ALLEN 


Strange Storiesy | The Devil's Die.” 
Philistia. This Mortal Coil. 
Babylon. In all Shades. 





The Beckoning Hand. | Blood Royal. 
For Maimie’s Sake. | Tents of Shem. 
Great Taboo. | Dumaresq’s Daughter. 
fhe Duchess of Rowysland. 

By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
Phra the Bheenician. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 

A Fellow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean. 
The Master of 8t. Benedict’s. 

By Rev. §. BARING GOULD. 
Red Spider. Eve. 

y FRANK BARRETT. 
Fettered for Life. | Littla Lady Linton. 
Between Life and Death. 

The Sin of Olga Zassoulich. 

Folly Morrison. |Honest Dayle. 

Lieut. Barnabas,|A Prodigal’s Progress. 
Found Guilty. | A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For Love and Honour. 

John Ford ie His ema. 

By W. BESANT J. BICE. 
This Son of Vulcan. | By Celia’s Arbour. 
My Little Girl. Monks of Thelema. 
Case of Mr.Lucraft, | The Beamy Side. 
Golden Butterfly. | Ten Years’ Tenant. 

y-Money Mortiboy. 
i ig! and Crown. 
sin Tr ars Bay. 
Chaplain of the Fleet 


By WALTER BESANT. 
Dorothy Forster. | Uncle Jack. 
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus. ° 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 

The Captains’ Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
The World Went Very Well Then. 
For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Bell of 8t. Paul’s. | The Holy Rose, 
Armore! of Lyonesse, | The Iyory Gate. 
St. Katherine’s by the Tower. 
Verbena Camellia Stephanotis, 
BySHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE, 
In the Midst of Life. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. | Savage Life, 
Chronicles of No-man’s Land. 

By BRET HARTE, 
Californian Stories. | Gabriel Conroy, 
a sg petigeha ned Dog. Flip. 

6 Luck of Roaring Camp. | Maruja, 
A Phyllis of the Bieche: WJ 

By HAROLD BRYDGES. 
Uncle Sam at Home. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
hr Shadow of the | The Martyrdom of 


word, Madeline. 

A Child of Nature.| Annan Water. 
God apd the Man.| The New Abelard. 
Love Me for Ever. 


Matt. 
Foxglove Manor. | The Heir of Linne. 
The Master of the Mine, 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. 
A Son of Hagar. | The Deemater. 
By Commander CAMERON. 

The Cruise of the Black Prince,” 
By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Decelvers Ever. | Jullet’s Guardian, 
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Two-eSHILLING NoveLts—continued, 
By AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the Love of a Lass, 
By Views. ARCIZLER CLIVE. 


Paul Feorroll. 


Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 
Ry MACBLABEN COBBAN. 


The Cure of Souls. 


By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 


The Bar Sinister. 


HWORT. & FRANCES COLLIN’. 


Sweet Anne Page, 
From Midnight to 


UA Sg aha 


idnight. 


Fight with Fortune. | Village Comedy. 


Sweetand Twenty. 
Blacksmith and Scholar, | 


You Play me False, 
Frances. 


By WILKIE COLLINS. 


Armadale. 

After Dark. 

No Name, 
Antonina. | Basil. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Oueen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs? 

New Magdalen. 
The Frozen Deep. 
Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. 
Haunted Hotel. 

A Rogue’s Life. 





Miscellanies. 

oman in White. 
The Moonstone, 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch. 
The Fallen Leaves. 
Jezehel’s Daughter 
The Slack Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
“J Say No.” 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 
Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. 


By Mm. J. COLQULZOUN. 
Every Inch a Soldier. 
By DUTTON COOK. 


Leo. 


| Paul Foster’s Daughter. 


By |. EGBERT CRADDOCK, 
Prophet of the Great Peeky pou S. 


By MARE € 


Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 
By B. MM. CROMER. 
Pretty Miss Neville. | Bird of Passage. 


Diana Barrington. 
| A Family Likeness. 


“To Let.” 


Proper Pride. 


wy W. CYPLES.—Hearts of Gold. 
By ALPHONSE DAUDE!T, 


Tho Evangelist; oe 


By ERASM 


Port Salvation. 


S DAWSON, 


The Fountain of Youth. 
By JAMES DE MILLE. 


A Castle in Spain. 


Ry J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Cur Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 
By 


Cc 
Sketches by Boz. 
Pickwick Papers. 


HARLES DI 
Oliver Twist. 
Nicholas Nicileby. 


CKENS, 


By DICK DONOVAN. 


The Man-Hunter. 


| Caught at Last! 


Tracked and Taken. | Wanted! 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan? 

The Man from Manchester. 

A Detective’s Triumphs. ‘ 
In the Grip of the Law. — 

From Information Received. 
Tracked to Doom.]| Link by Link. 


Buspicion Aroused. 

ANNIE EDWARDES. 

ares Lovell, 
1-EDWA 


By Mrs. 
4 Point of Honour. 
By Mw. B 


By EDW. 


ETHA 
| ae 
EGGLESTON.—Roxy. 


RDS. 


By G. MANVILLE FENN. 


‘he New Mistress. 


Two-SnHILtinGc Nove.s—continued. 
By PERCY FATZGERALD. 


Bella Donna, 
* Never Forgotten. 


Pally. 
Fatal Zer@ 


The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Beventy-five Brooke Street. 

The Lady of Brantome. 

By P. FELTZGEBALD and others. 


Strange Secrets. 


ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 


Lucre. 


a | 
y K. E. FRANCILLON. 


Olympia. 

One by One, 

A Real Queen. 
By WAROLD 


| ueen Cophetua. 


ing or Knaye? 
Romances of Law. 


REDE RICK. 


Seth’s Brother’s Wife. | Lawton Girl. 
Pref. by Sir BARTLE KRERE. 


Pandurang Hari. 


RLAIN FRISWELL.—One of Two. 
By EDWARD GARRETT. 


The Capel Girls. 


By GILBERT GAUL. 
A Strange Manuscript. 
By CHARLES GIBBON. 


Robin Gray. 

Fancy Free. 

For Lack of Gold. 

What will the 
World Say? 

In Love and War. 

For the King. 

In Pastures Green. 
ueen of Meadow. 
Heart’s Problem. 

The Dead Heart, 


In Honour Bound. 
Flower of Forest, 
Braes of Yarrow. 
The Golden Shaft. 
Of High Degree. 
Mead and Stream. 
Loving a Dream. 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart’s Delight. 
Blood-Money. 


By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. | James Duke. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 


Ry KRNEST 


*LANVILLE. 


The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker. 
By MENRY GREVILLGE, 


A Noble Woman. 


| Nikanor. 


By CECIL GRIEEKIUTIL 
Corinthia Marazion. 


By J 


ONIN MEA™ ORD! 


ON. 


Bructon’s Bayou. | Countr- -sk, 


Eby 


ANDREW RALUTEPAY, 
Every-Day Paner~. 


By Lady Di.s’FUsS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter s Sacrifice. 
By THOMAS HARP Y. 


Under the Green 


ood Tree. 


Ky J. BERWICK HMAKRWOOD. 


The Tenth Earl. - 


By JULIAN AAWTHORNE. 


Garth. ‘ 


Ellice Quentin. 
Fortune’s Fool. 
Miss Cadogna. 


Sebastian Strome. 
Dust. 

Beatrix Randolph, 
Love—or a Name, 


David Poindexter’s Disappearance. 
The Spectre of the Camera, 
Ry Sir ARTHUR MELPS. 


Ivan de Biron. 


Hy HENRY HERMAN, 


Lady. 
EA 


A Leadin 
BSy 


ON HILL. 


‘Zambra the Detective. 


iby JOMIN Hi 


RLW,.—Treason-Felony 


By Mre. CASHEL HOEY, 


The Lover’s Creed. 


